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Chapter 1: Player five

⚜

Friday night. The highlight of my week. And here's what that looked like: a styrofoam box of lo mein from the place on Fourth Street, a Monster Energy from the vending machine, and my usual spot in the back corner of the Pixel Lounge.

Pathetic? Yeah, probably. But the Pixel Lounge had better internet than my apartment, the chairs didn't have a mystery stain on the armrest, and nobody bothered me. That was the dream, honestly. Being left alone with a decent ping and twelve hours of nothing ahead of me.

I loaded into solo queue, cracked the Monster, and zoned in.

Three games later I was in the zone - that state where my hands knew what to do before my brain caught up. Map awareness running on autopilot. Predicting enemy rotations two moves ahead. Hitting skill shots I had no business landing. Not that anyone noticed. The Pixel Lounge on a Friday night was half-empty. A couple of dudes on the far wall playing something co-op. A teenager who'd been AFK for twenty minutes, probably scrolling TikTok.

And across from me, taking up four stations in a blaze of LED ring lights and streaming cameras - with a fifth station sitting empty between them: four women who sounded like they were having the time of their lives.

I'd noticed them when I walked in. Hard not to. They were loud, colorful, and gorgeous - the kind of group that made a place feel like it had a VIP section you weren't invited to. Matching overlays on their screens. Professional mic setups. One of them - blonde, tanned, legs that didn't quit - kept shouting about flanking while leaning back in her chair with the confidence of someone who'd never been ignored in her life. Another had dark skin and natural curly hair, laughing into her stream mic with a voice so warm you could feel it across the room. A petite girl with a messy bun was hunched over a second monitor, clipping something, giggling to herself. And the one calling shots - long black hair with purple streaks, sharp cheekbones, posture like a general - was running the whole operation with clipped, precise callouts.

They were a team. Streaming. Playing the same game I was grinding.

And from the sound of things, they were getting destroyed.

"Our fifth is feeding again," the blonde groaned, loud enough that I heard it through my headphones. "He's literally walking into their jungle alone. Babe. Babe, what are you doing."

"He's trolling," the purple-streaked one said flatly. "He has to be."

"Chat says he's actually trying," the curly-haired one reported, reading her stream. "Oh no. That's worse."

The petite one was already clipping the disaster. "This is going viral. His death timer is longer than his lifespan."

They lost. Hard. The blonde threw her hands up. The captain sat back in her chair and stared at the ceiling with the expression of someone questioning her life choices. Then she started scanning the cafe.

Her eyes swept past the co-op bros. Past the AFK teenager. Landed on my screen.

I didn't notice. I was mid-fight - a one-versus-three that I shouldn't have been able to win. But their carry was impatient and I baited him into a chokepoint, dropped the stun perfectly, burst down the support before the tank could peel, then kited the tank into my tower. Triple kill. Clean.

When I glanced up to grab my drink, the girl with the purple-streaked hair was standing three feet behind me, watching my screen. Just standing there, arms crossed, head tilted.

I startled. Pulled one headphone off. "Uh - can I help you?"

She didn't answer immediately. Her eyes were on my rank badge in the corner of the screen. I watched her eyebrows lift. Then she turned and tapped the blonde on the shoulder. The blonde leaned over, looked at my screen, and gave a low whistle.

"What rank is that?" the blonde whispered. It wasn't that quiet.

"Diamond one," purple-streak said. "Solo queue."

"In this cafe?"

They stared at me like I'd glitched into the wrong lobby.

I finished my game, saved the replay out of habit, and stood up to refill my water bottle. Stretched my arms over my head - I'd been hunched over for three hours and my shoulders were killing me. My hoodie rode up. My joggers pulled tight across my hips as I stretched.

Behind me, I heard the blonde inhale sharply.

"Holy shit." Her voice was a stage whisper. "Bri. Look."

"What? I'm clipping - oh." The petite girl's voice went up half an octave. "Oh."

I glanced back and caught all four of them staring. The blonde had her hand over her mouth. Bri's eyebrows were somewhere near her hairline. Even the curly-haired one, who'd seemed like the calmest person in the building, had her lips pressed together like she was trying very hard not to say something. The captain - she looked away fastest, but not before I caught the quick flick of her eyes downward and back up.

I had no idea what their deal was. I grabbed my water bottle and headed for the counter.

The truth was something I'd learned the hard way: my dick was big. Like, actually big. Not in the way guys brag about on the internet - in the way that had made three separate women look at it and say some version of "I don't think this is going to work." The way that meant I'd never had sex that wasn't either painful for her or cut short. Grey joggers were my everyday pants because they were comfortable, and I'd genuinely never thought about the fact that they hid nothing. It had never mattered. Nobody was looking at me.

Apparently someone was looking now.

I was filling my water bottle at the counter when the captain walked up. Close up, she was even more striking - sharp dark eyes, flawless skin, an intensity that made me want to stand up straighter.

"I'm Kira," she said. All business. "That's my team over there. Team Pixelvixen. We stream, compete - our qualifier bracket starts next week, and regionals are a couple weeks after that."

"Cool," I said, because I was an idiot.

"We need a fifth player. Our current one is..." She paused. "Not working out. I watched you play. You're good. Really good for solo queue."

I took a second too long to answer. A beautiful woman was talking to me, complimenting my gameplay, and I was standing there holding a water bottle like it was a lifeline. "Thanks. I, uh - I mostly just play by myself."

"I can tell." She said it matter-of-factly, not mean. "You've got the mechanics, but you play like you don't trust anyone else on your team. That's a solo queue habit. It's fixable."

The blonde had materialized next to her. Up close she was almost aggressively pretty - bright blue eyes, wide smile, the kind of tan that came from actually going outside. She stuck her hand out. "Tessa. I'm the carry. You're really cute when you're focused, you know that?"

I shook her hand and tried to remember how words worked. "I'm Drew."

"Drew." She said it like she was tasting it. "I like that. Simple."

The other two came over. The curly-haired one - Nadia - smiled at me and somehow the panic dialed down a notch. She just had that effect. "Don't let Kira's pitch scare you. We're fun, I promise."

"She's right," said the petite one, bouncing on her heels. "I'm Bri. I do the edits and clips and stuff. Also I play flex, so basically whatever the team needs." She grinned, dimples popping. "My boyfriend plays too - well, he plays casually. Not like you play. That triple kill was nuts."

There it was. Boyfriend. I clocked it and tried not to think about why it mattered - it wasn't like any of these women would ever be interested in me. They were way out of my league. All four of them. In completely different ways, but the conclusion was the same.

Kira explained what they needed: a fifth for scrims, practice, and the qualifier run. Two weeks of serious grinding to qualify, then regionals if they made it. I'd need to come to their gaming house. They had a setup. It would be intense.

"I work weekdays," I said. "IT helpdesk. But I'm free evenings and weekends."

"Perfect," Kira said. "Come tomorrow. Two PM. I'll send you the address." She held up her phone. I gave her my number with fingers that were passably steady.

As they walked back to their stations, Tessa looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes dropped - just for a second, just below my waist - and then came back up with a smile that made my stomach flip.

I drove home trying to figure out what had just happened.

The gaming house was chaos.

I stood in the doorway at 2:02 PM on Saturday afternoon, staring at what looked like a content creation studio that had collided with a college dorm room. LED strips lined every wall - pink, purple, blue, shifting in slow waves. Anime posters competed for space with tournament brackets and a whiteboard covered in strategy diagrams. Five gaming stations were set up in the living room, each with a ring light, streaming camera, and a monitor setup that probably cost more than my car. The air smelled like vanilla candles and energy drinks.

"Shoes off at the door," Nadia called from the kitchen. She was in an oversized T-shirt and cotton shorts, her natural hair pulled up in a puff. "You want a Red Bull or a coffee?"

"Coffee. Thanks." I kicked off my shoes and tried to look like I belonged there.

I didn't. I was wearing my usual - grey joggers, faded hoodie - and I looked exactly like what I was: a guy who spent his free time alone in front of a screen. The girls looked like they'd stepped out of a Twitch compilation. Tessa was in a cropped tank top and tiny shorts, blonde waves loose around her shoulders. Bri had her dark curls in a messy bun, wearing an oversized band tee that kept sliding off one shoulder. Even Kira, who was all business, managed to look intimidating in a fitted black tee and leggings, purple-streaked hair tied back in a sleek ponytail.

"Sit here." Kira pointed to the station in the middle. Between hers and Tessa's. "We've got eight games scheduled. Let's see how you fit."

We played for three hours.

The synergy was immediate. Like plugging in a component that the system had been missing. Kira's shotcalling was crisp and aggressive - she read the map like she could see ten seconds into the future - and I found myself anticipating her calls before she made them. Tessa played like a maniac in the best way, always pushing for the flashy play, and with me covering her angles she could actually pull them off. Nadia's support play was next-level - she kept everyone alive with an intuition that felt almost psychic, always shielding at the perfect moment. Bri filled whatever gap existed, swapping playstyles between games, always where the team needed her.

We won seven out of eight. The one loss was close enough that it felt like a fluke.

"Okay," Kira said after the last game, crossing her arms with something close to a smile. "That was good."

"That was insane," Tessa corrected. She was grinning at me, bright-eyed. "You got a pentakill in game six. A pentakill. On your first day."

"I got lucky. Their carry was out of position and -"

"Take the compliment, Drew." She reached over and squeezed my arm. Her hand lingered. Her fingers were warm through my hoodie. "That was hot."

I went red. I could feel it happening and couldn't stop it. She noticed and grinned wider.

During the games, she'd been finding excuses to touch me all afternoon. Leaning over my shoulder to watch my screen during replays, her chest pressing against my back. High-fiving me after clutch plays and holding my hand a beat too long. Bumping her knee against mine under the desk. Each time my heart rate spiked and I lost about fifteen IQ points.

After practice, we hung out in the living room. Pizza arrived. Bri put on a playlist. The energy shifted from competitive to relaxed, and I started to feel something unfamiliar - like I might actually be welcome here.

I sat on one end of the couch. Tessa and Nadia were on the other end, and something about the way they occupied space together caught my attention. Tessa's legs were draped across Nadia's lap. Nadia's hand rested on Tessa's knee, fingers idly tracing circles. They shared a blanket even though the house wasn't cold. The way they leaned into each other - easy, comfortable, intimate in a way that went beyond normal friendship. Nadia said something I couldn't hear and Tessa laughed, squeezing her thigh. I looked away before they could catch me watching.

Bri plopped down next to me on the floor, legs crossed, pizza on a paper plate. She sat close enough that her knee pressed against my leg. "So, Drew. What's your deal? Like, do you actually just game alone every Friday night?"

"Pretty much."

"That's kind of sad." She tilted her head, big brown eyes fixed on me, dimples showing. "But also kind of cute? Like a stray cat we adopted."

"Great. Thanks."

She laughed. Not mean - genuinely amused. "I like you. You're honest." She bumped her shoulder against mine and let the contact linger. Then her phone buzzed. She glanced at it, and her smile dimmed for a second. "That's Marco. My boyfriend." She said it the way someone would say "that's my dentist appointment." She put the phone face-down without opening the message.

Nadia drew me into conversation about my setup at home, my rank history, how long I'd been playing. She had this way of asking questions that made you feel like your answers actually mattered. Like she was genuinely interested in the boring details of my boring life. When I mentioned my studio apartment, she winced sympathetically. "You should just practice here. We've got the setup. No point grinding on bad internet."

"She's right," Kira said from across the room. She was reviewing VODs on her tablet, but apparently she'd been listening. She looked up at me, dark eyes sharp. "How long have you been playing solo queue?"

"About four years. Before that, casually."

"Four years and you never joined a team?"

"Nobody asked." I shrugged. "I don't exactly put myself out there."

She studied me for a second longer than was comfortable, like she was running some internal evaluation. Then she nodded. "If we're going to be ready for qualifiers, we need consistent practice. You should be here every evening."

"Every evening," Tessa echoed, looking at me with a smile that had nothing to do with gaming.

By ten PM, the house was winding down. Bri and Kira had gone to their rooms. Nadia had finished tidying the kitchen and headed upstairs with a warm "goodnight, Drew" and a squeeze of my shoulder. I'd stayed later than I meant to, reviewing replays at my station, running through the VODs Kira had flagged. The smart move was to leave. Go home. Process the fact that my life had completely changed in twenty-four hours.

I went to the kitchen to get water.

Tessa was leaning against the doorframe.

She'd changed into a different tank top - thinner, no bra. Her arms were crossed, which pushed her breasts together in a way that made it hard to look at her face. She was watching me with a half-smile, head tilted.

"Hey," I said.

"Hey." She didn't move. Just stood there, blocking the doorway, watching me with the quiet certainty of someone who'd already made up her mind.

"I was just gonna grab some water and -"

"So I'm just gonna say it." She pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me. Slow, deliberate. "Last night at the cafe. When you stood up and stretched." She stopped about six inches away. I could smell her shampoo - something citrusy and warm. "I saw what you're packing in those joggers, Drew."

My face went nuclear. "I - that's - I wasn't trying to -"

"Don't be embarrassed." She put her hand on my chest. Flat palm, right over my heartbeat, which was doing something medically concerning. "It's a good thing." Her blue eyes held mine. No joke in them. No teasing. Just want. "A really good thing."

She kissed me. Her lips were soft, warm, and she tasted like the strawberry lip balm I'd been trying not to stare at all day. I stood there like a statue for a full second before my body caught up with what was happening and I kissed her back.

Her hand slid down my chest. Over my stomach. Hooked into the waistband of my joggers.

"Tessa -"

"Shh." She tugged the waistband down just enough. Her fingers wrapped around me through my boxers first, and I heard the sharp little intake of breath. Then she reached inside, skin on skin, and her eyes went wide.

"Oh my god." It came out hushed. Almost reverent. Her fingers tried to close around my shaft and couldn't. Not even close. I was already getting hard in her grip - the feeling of her hand on me, her surprise, her breath quickening - and she could feel me swelling thicker.

I couldn't speak. Couldn't think. Every nerve in my body was focused on the point where her skin met mine.

She pushed my joggers and boxers down past my hips with her free hand, and my cock swung free, already stiffening to full hardness. She looked down and her expression shifted from surprise to something hungrier. She wrapped her right hand around me again, adjusting her grip like she was recalculating. She stroked once, slowly, watching my reaction. "I knew it was big. I didn't know it was like this."

I gripped the edge of the counter behind me. My knuckles went white.

She brought her left hand up to join the right. Both hands on my shaft, stacked one above the other, and there was still more of me above her top fist. She stroked with both, a slow steady rhythm, twisting slightly at the top.

"Look at you," she murmured. Her blue eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. She was close enough that I could feel her breath on my neck. "You've been hiding this the whole time?"

"It's not - I wasn't hiding -"

"You were sitting in that cafe with this in your pants and nobody knew." She twisted her wrists on the upstroke and I groaned before I could stop myself. Her smile sharpened. "That sound. God. Do that again."

She sped up. Both hands working in a rhythm - one sliding up while the other slid down, a continuous slick stroke that had my vision going fuzzy at the edges. She pressed her body against my side, her breasts soft against my arm, her mouth inches from my ear.

"You know what I thought when I saw the outline in your joggers?" she whispered. "I thought, I need to get my hands on that. Literally could not think about anything else during our last two games." Her grip tightened and I bucked into her hands involuntarily. She laughed, low and satisfied. "Yeah. Just like that."

My head fell back. The kitchen light was too bright. Everything was too much - her hands, her breath, her voice in my ear, the soft pressure of her chest against me. It had been over a year since anyone touched me, and never with this kind of hunger.

"I can feel you throbbing," she said. Both hands twisted at the top and I made a sound that was barely human. "Are you close already? Don't worry about it. First time's always fast." She kissed my jaw. "We've got time."

My hips were moving on their own, pushing into her fists. She matched the rhythm, stroking faster, her grip firm and slick from the pre-cum she'd been spreading with every pass. Her left hand dropped lower, cupping my balls, squeezing gently while her right kept stroking.

"Come for me," she said against my ear. "I want to feel it."

It hit me like a truck. My whole body tensed, my hand shot out and grabbed her hip - the first time I'd actually touched her - and I came harder than I'd ever come in my life. She kept stroking through it, both hands back on my shaft, milking every pulse while I shuddered against the kitchen counter like my legs were going to give out.

"Holy shit," she whispered, looking down. "You came so much." There was genuine awe in her voice. She gave me a few more slow strokes, wringing out the last of it, and I flinched from the sensitivity.

She grabbed a paper towel from the roll behind me, cleaned her hands casually, then dabbed at the mess on the kitchen tile. She pulled my joggers and boxers back up for me - I was still bracing against the counter, barely breathing - and patted my cheek.

"Welcome to the team, Drew."

She walked out like nothing had happened. I heard her footsteps going up the stairs, heard her bedroom door close.

I stood in the kitchen for a full two minutes. Breathing. Staring at the ceiling. Trying to reconstruct a version of reality where what just happened made sense.

It didn't. None of it did. Twenty-four hours ago I was eating lo mein alone in the back of a gaming cafe. Now I was standing in a house full of gorgeous women who wanted me on their team, and the hottest one had just given me a handjob in the kitchen and walked away like she was checking an item off a to-do list.

I drove home with the windows down and the radio off. My hands were shaking on the steering wheel and I couldn't stop grinning like an idiot.

I had no idea what I'd gotten myself into.
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Chapter 2: First blood

⚜

Four days in and I still couldn't believe any of it was real.

Every evening after work I drove straight to the gaming house. Didn't even stop at home first. Just changed out of my work polo in the car, pulled on whatever hoodie was in the backseat, and headed over. My studio apartment was starting to feel like a place I slept between visits. The gaming house was where I actually lived now.

The girls had gotten comfortable around me. That was the thing that kept throwing me off - the speed of it. Four days ago I was a stranger. Now Nadia walked around in an oversized shirt and underwear, bare legs everywhere, like I was furniture. Tessa stretched before practice in ways that had absolutely nothing to do with flexibility. Deep lunges, arching her back, hands overhead - all while making eye contact with me. She wasn't subtle. She didn't want to be.

We hadn't talked about the kitchen. Not once. She'd walked in the next day with a coffee for me, squeezed my shoulder, and said "you ready to grind?" Like the best thing that had ever happened to me was just something that happened, full stop. Maybe for her it was.

Kira ran practice like a drill sergeant. The qualifier was two and a half weeks out and she wasn't letting anyone forget it. Three hours minimum, five on weekends. She had a whiteboard covered in strats and matchup notes, and she updated it every night. During games she was all business - clipped callouts, sharp rotations, zero tolerance for sloppy play. But I'd catch her sometimes. Quick glances when she thought I wasn't looking, her eyes snapping back to her screen the second I turned my head.

Every time. Without fail.

The streams were blowing up. That was the part I hadn't expected. Team Pixelvixen had always had a solid following - Nadia alone had over two hundred thousand across platforms - but something about me joining had lit a fuse. Chat was obsessed. They'd latched onto me as "the mystery fifth," this awkward guy who turned red every time Tessa leaned over his shoulder or Nadia adjusted his headset. Clips of me going red-faced were everywhere. One of Tessa pressing her chest against my back during a replay review had four hundred thousand views.

"You're good for the brand," Bri told me, grinning over the top of her editing monitor. She was the one doing this to me - cutting together compilations of every flustered reaction, every accidental touch, every time one of the girls made me forget how to speak. She'd add zooms on my face, slow-mo replays, heart emojis. Her edit from yesterday - a supercut titled "Drew vs. Eye Contact" - had gone semi-viral.

"I look like an idiot in those clips."

"You look adorable," Bri said. "Chat's going crazy. They're shipping you with literally everyone on the team."

"Including you?"

She didn't answer immediately. Just smiled, dimples popping, and went back to her edit. "Including me."

It was a Wednesday evening practice. We were grinding ranked scrims, running the same comp we'd use for qualifiers. The synergy was dialed in. Kira's shotcalling, my positioning, Tessa's aggression, Nadia's saves, Bri filling the gaps - it clicked like something mechanical. We won six straight. On the seventh game I pulled off a backdoor play that won us the match in a tense late-game stalemate, and the whole room erupted.

"That was disgusting," Tessa said, yanking her headset off. "In the best way. You're disgusting."

"New clip," Bri announced, already marking the timestamp.

During a break between games, I was sitting at my station reviewing the stats from our last match. Kill participation, damage graphs, vision scores. Nerdy stuff. I was deep in the numbers when Bri appeared out of nowhere and dropped into my lap.

Just - sat down. Like my legs were a chair that had been empty too long.

"Whatcha looking at?" She peered at my screen. She was wearing tiny cotton shorts and an oversized tee, her dark curly hair in its usual messy bun. She weighed almost nothing, but she was warm, and she smelled like coconut shampoo, and she had settled right into my lap like she owned it.

"Stats," I said. My voice came out strained.

"Mmm." She shifted her weight, settling in. Leaning forward to look at the screen, which pressed her ass harder against my lap. "Your KDA was insane that last game."

This was a problem. Bri was warm in my lap and my joggers were doing me zero favors. She had a boyfriend named Marco and my body did not care.

I felt myself getting hard. There was no hiding it. Not in joggers. Not with a girl sitting directly on the evidence.

Bri went still. Just for a second. Her back straightened slightly. She didn't get up.

She shifted again. Slowly this time. Deliberately. A tiny roll of her hips that was absolutely, unmistakably on purpose. She leaned back against my chest and turned her head just enough that her lips were near my ear.

"Sorry," she whispered. Her breath was warm. "Am I distracting you?"

"You're absolutely doing that on purpose," I said.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, startled. Then she grinned - wide, delighted, like she hadn't expected that. "Yeah," she admitted, low and amused. "A little bit."

Her phone buzzed on the desk. She glanced at it. Marco. She rolled her eyes so hard I felt it, reached over, and put the phone face-down without reading the message.

She hopped off my lap a minute later. Casual. Breezy. Like she'd been borrowing a chair. But the look she threw over her shoulder as she walked back to her station was anything but innocent. Wide eyes, bottom lip between her teeth, a tiny smile that said I know exactly what just happened.

I sat there for a while. Needed to.

That night Kira kept us late for strategy review. One by one the others peeled off - Nadia first, yawning, then Tessa, then Bri, who saluted us from the stairs and called Kira a psycho. Kira didn't react. She was deep in VOD review, scrubbing through footage of our next qualifier opponents.

"Come look at this," she said without turning around.

I pulled my chair over. The room was dim - just the blue glow of her monitor and the slow pulse of the LED strips. She was leaning forward, purple-streaked hair tied back in its usual ponytail. She smelled like something clean and sharp. Green tea, maybe.

"Their jungler always invades at three-fifteen," she said, pointing at the screen. "Every game. Same path. If you're here -" she tapped the screen "- you can collapse on him before his laners can rotate."

"Yeah, I see it." I leaned in to get a better angle on the minimap.

She reached past me for the mouse. Her arm brushed mine. Bare skin against bare skin - she'd rolled her sleeves up at some point - and neither of us moved.

She was close. Really close. I could see the tiny mole below her left ear. Could feel the warmth radiating off her arm where it pressed against mine. Her fingers were on the mouse but she'd stopped moving it.

A few seconds passed. Maybe five. It felt longer.

I opened my mouth to say something about the three-fifteen timing, and she pulled away like she'd been burned. Stood up straight. Her hand went to her ponytail, smoothing it, even though it was already perfect.

"Focus," she said. Her voice was clipped. She wasn't looking at me.

Pretty sure she wasn't talking to me.

She closed the VOD review and shut her monitor down. "I've sent the timestamps to the group chat. Study them." She was halfway up the stairs before I could respond.

I sat there in the dark for a minute. My arm still warm where she'd touched it.

I was on the couch decompressing. Half-watching a replay on my phone, half-staring at the ceiling, running through the Bri thing and the Kira thing and trying to figure out what any of it meant. The house was quiet except for the muffled thump of music from Bri's room upstairs.

And the voices from the kitchen.

Tessa and Nadia. Making drinks. I could hear the clink of glasses, the fridge opening, the sloshing of something being poured. And talking. The easy, intimate kind of conversation that happens when two people forget - or don't care - that someone else can hear them.

I heard Tessa's voice first. Animated. The way she sounded when she was telling a story she was excited about.

"...I'm telling you, I couldn't get my hand around it."

Nadia laughed. Low and warm. "You're exaggerating."

"I am literally not. Both hands, Nadia. Both hands and there was still more."

"Stop."

"I'm being serious. It's like - have you ever seen one that big in person? Because I hadn't. I thought they were a myth."

Nadia was laughing harder now, trying to shush her. "He's literally in the other room."

"So? He knows what he's got." A pause. Then Tessa's voice dropped to something more conspiratorial. "Come see for yourself."

There was a short silence. Loaded. I could hear Nadia say something low - not quite a yes, not quite a no. A thoughtful sound that made the room feel like it had tilted two degrees. Then Tessa's response, too quiet to catch, and the sound of glasses being picked up.

They came out of the kitchen. Tessa was carrying two drinks. She dropped onto the couch next to me - close, thigh pressing against mine - and held one out. "Vodka cranberry. You earned it."

"I don't really -"

"Take it."

I took it.

Nadia sat on my other side. She'd changed since practice - sleep shirt and shorts, her natural hair down in loose curls instead of the puff she wore during streams. She tucked her legs underneath her and settled in close enough that her knee touched my thigh. The cocoa butter scent of her drifted over, warm and familiar.

The energy in the room had shifted. I could feel it - something heavier, expectant. Like the moment before a match starts when everyone's locked in and the countdown is ticking.

Tessa took a sip of her drink and set it on the coffee table. Her hand landed on my thigh. Casual. Possessive.

"So," she said. "I was telling Nadia about the other night."

My face went hot. "You - what?"

"Relax." She squeezed my thigh. "Nadia and I don't have secrets."

My brain flatlined. Tessa's hand on one thigh. Nadia's settled quietly on the other - I hadn't even registered when it got there. They were talking about my dick like I wasn't in the room.

"She says you're impressive," Nadia said. Her voice was soft, with something underneath it - teasing, but genuinely curious. A smile played at the corner of her full lips. "I told her I'd have to see for myself."

"She's been curious about it for days," Tessa added. "I felt bad keeping you all to myself."

"You two are going to kill me," I said. My voice cracked on the last word.

Tessa slid off the couch. Smooth and fluid, like she'd been planning this move all night. She knelt between my legs, looking up at me with those bright blue eyes, and tugged at the waistband of my joggers.

"Come on," she said. "Let's show her."

Nadia's fingers pressed into my thigh. She leaned slightly forward, breath held.

Tessa pulled my joggers down. I lifted my hips to help because apparently I'd lost the ability to resist anything this woman wanted. My boxers went next. My cock sprang free, already half-hard from the anticipation, thickening rapidly in the open air.

Tessa wrapped her hand around the base and angled it toward Nadia like she was presenting evidence in court.

Nadia's hand flew to her mouth. Her eyes went wide. "Oh my god." She said it through her fingers, half a breath, half a word. Then she dropped her hand, staring, lips parted. "Tessa. What the fuck."

"Right?" Tessa was grinning, triumphant. She gave me a slow stroke, root to tip, watching my face. "And it's still getting harder."

"That's..." Nadia shook her head, her expression caught somewhere between stunned and fascinated. "How does that even...?" She trailed off. Her eyes stayed fixed on Tessa's hand working my shaft.

Tessa stroked me again, both hands now, the way she had in the kitchen - stacked grip, slow rhythm. My cock was fully hard, straining in her fists. She looked up at me, then sideways at Nadia, and winked.

"Watch this."

She leaned forward and took me into her mouth. Her lips stretched around my head, her tongue swirling, and she sank down slowly - two inches, three, pushing herself. She pulled back with a wet pop, gasping a little, a strand of spit connecting her lower lip to my tip.

"Jesus," Nadia breathed. She'd leaned forward on the couch without realizing it, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her.

Tessa went down again. Deeper this time. One hand wrapped around my base, the other braced on my thigh. She worked me with a confidence that made my toes curl - steady bobs, tongue flat against the underside, taking more on each stroke. She pulled off, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked at Nadia.

"Your turn."

Nadia looked at me. Those warm brown eyes, asking without words. I nodded. I didn't trust my voice.

She slid off the couch and knelt next to Tessa. Side by side between my legs. Two beautiful women on their knees, looking up at me. I gripped the couch cushion so hard my knuckles went white.

Nadia reached out and wrapped her hand around me. Her touch was different from Tessa's - gentler, exploratory, her fingers tracing along the length like she was memorizing the shape. She made a small sound, low and wondering. "How is this real?"

"See?" Tessa said, satisfied. "Not just hype."

Nadia leaned in and pressed her lips to the tip. Soft. Almost tender. Then she opened wider and took me in, and the warmth of her mouth made my hips jerk. She went slow - careful, thorough, her tongue doing something incredible along the underside. Where Tessa attacked it with smug, competitive energy - that grin still readable even with her mouth full - Nadia took her time like she wanted to learn every inch before she gave me more. She pulled back and rolled her tongue around the head, her gaze drifting up to mine with an expression that was half-shy and half-hungry.

Tessa stroked my base while Nadia worked the upper half, one hand steady so Nadia didn't have to think about the length she wasn't taking. Like they'd already worked this out without discussing it. "How's she doing?" Tessa asked me conversationally.

"I can't - I don't -" Words weren't happening.

"That good, huh?" She nudged Nadia's shoulder. "Move over. We can share."

They found a rhythm. Nadia on one side, Tessa on the other, their tongues running up the length from opposite directions. They met at the top and for a second their tongues touched around my head - I watched it happen, and the visual alone nearly finished me.

Nadia pulled off with a breathless laugh, wiping her chin. "This is insane," she said, but she was grinning. Tessa bumped her shoulder. "Fun though, right?" Nadia bit her lip, nodded, and dove back in.

Tessa took me deep and Nadia ducked lower, her mouth warm and soft on my balls, and the dual sensation made my vision go white at the edges.

"Fuck," I groaned. My hand found the back of Tessa's head without me deciding to put it there. She hummed around me, taking it as encouragement, pushing herself deeper.

They switched. Nadia took over, her full lips stretched around me, bobbing slowly, tongue dragging along the underside in long, deliberate passes. Tessa leaned in and licked the shaft Nadia couldn't reach, her tongue tracing patterns along the base - precise, focused, like she was competing with Nadia for which of them could wreck me faster. They were bumping shoulders, passing me back and forth, Nadia pulling off and Tessa diving in, Tessa sliding back and Nadia right there to take over.

Tessa murmured something close to Nadia's ear. Nadia's breath caught against my skin before she got back to work, cheeks flushed, eyes bright.

Then both mouths at once. Tongues from either side. Nadia gripped my base while Tessa pushed deep, her whole focus narrowed to how far she could go. Nadia took over the tip, unhurried and thorough, while Tessa's hand stroked everything below.

I was close. Every nerve in my body was screaming. I tangled my fingers in Tessa's hair with one hand and Nadia's curls with the other, not guiding - just holding on, because I needed something to anchor me to the planet.

"I'm gonna -" I managed. "I'm close -"

Tessa pulled back immediately. Nadia lifted her head too, both of them leaning back from my lap, faces level, a breath's distance away. Tessa's hand stayed on my shaft, stroking fast, and Nadia's palm cupped my balls and squeezed gently, drawing it out.

"Come for us," Tessa said, low and commanding.

I broke. My whole body seized. I came hard - harder than the kitchen, harder than anything - thick ropes across both their faces. Tessa caught the first pulse across her cheek and chin, then angled me toward Nadia, who took the next across her full lips and the bridge of her nose. Tessa stroked me through every wave while Nadia kept her hands on me, gentle and steady, until I was shaking and done.

They pulled back and looked at each other. Both flushed, both messy, cum streaked across their faces.

Then Nadia looked at herself in the dark reflection of the TV screen and made a sound like she couldn't believe her own life. "It's everywhere."

Tessa was grinning, face glistening. "The man delivers." She leaned over and licked a slow stripe directly off Nadia's cheek. Nadia shrieked - an actual shriek - and shoved her arm hard.

"Tessa! Oh my god, you are disgusting!"

"You love it."

"I do not!" But she was laughing despite herself, pressing her hands to her face, shoulders shaking. Tessa grabbed a towel from somewhere - she must've planted it - and they passed it back and forth, cleaning up.

I was staring at the ceiling. Boneless. Wrecked. I couldn't have moved if the house was on fire.

Nadia leaned over and pressed a kiss to my cheek. Soft. Warm. "Goodnight, Drew." She smelled like heat and cocoa butter.

Tessa kissed my other cheek. "See? I told you he was worth sharing." She patted my thigh twice, stood up, and offered Nadia a hand. They went upstairs together, voices fading as they climbed, Nadia still protesting something and Tessa's laugh carrying back down the stairs.

I pulled my joggers up. Stood on legs that didn't fully work. Found my keys.

I don't remember the drive home. My apartment felt wrong when I walked in. Too quiet. Too dark. No LEDs pulsing on the walls, no voices drifting from upstairs.

I lay on my bed without turning the lights on. I could still feel where Nadia's fingers had traced along my thigh. Could still hear Tessa's voice: come for us. Two women. At the same time. And they'd treated the whole thing like it was fun. Like it was easy. Like they'd do it again without thinking twice.

A week ago I was a guy who ate lo mein alone on Friday nights.

I rolled over and set my alarm for work. Eight hours of helpdesk tickets and then I'd be back at the gaming house. Back with all four of them.

Tomorrow couldn't get here fast enough.


⚜




Chapter 3: Level up

⚜

Aweek in and the gaming house didn't feel like someone else's place anymore.

I still went home every night - drove back to my dark studio apartment, set my alarm, went through the motions at the helpdesk - but the house was where I lived. The house was where I was a person instead of a desk number. Every evening I walked through that front door, kicked off my shoes, and felt something in my chest loosen that had been clenched tight for years.

The double blowjob had changed things. Not in some dramatic, awkward way - the opposite. Whatever invisible wall had existed between me and the girls, Tessa and Nadia had blown through it. Literally.

Tessa was openly possessive now. During breaks between scrims, she'd drape herself across my lap, legs hanging over the armrest of my gaming chair, scrolling her phone like I was furniture she'd claimed. She'd run her fingers through the hair at the back of my neck while Kira was doing strategy breakdowns, not even looking at me. Just touching me because she could.

Nadia was different - warmer, more deliberate. Her touches lingered. She'd sit next to me during VOD reviews and her thigh would press against mine, and she wouldn't move it. She'd bring me food during long practice sessions - a plate of whatever she was making, set down beside my keyboard with a squeeze of my shoulder and a "you need to eat." She found excuses to be near me. And when our eyes met across the room, she'd hold my gaze a beat longer than before, a soft smile on her full lips, like we shared a secret. Which I guess we did.

Bri noticed everything. She always did - it was her job to notice things, to clip the moments that would go viral. Her edits were getting more suggestive. The latest compilation was a montage of every time Tessa touched me during streams, set to a bass-heavy beat, with zoom-ins on my face when I went red. Chat was losing its mind. Shipping names were being invented faster than I could keep track of.

But it wasn't just content for Bri anymore. I caught her watching me with Tessa from across the room - not filming, not clipping, just watching. Her dark eyes bright and interested, bottom lip pulled between her teeth. When I looked over, she didn't look away. Just smiled. Dimples.

The team was winning. That was the other thing - the insane, barely believable thing. We won eight out of ten scrims that week. Our qualifier bracket opened up on Thursday and we took our first match without dropping a game. Kira's shotcalling was sharper than ever, Tessa was pulling off plays that shouldn't work but did because I was covering her blind spots, Nadia was keeping everyone alive with reads that bordered on psychic, and Bri was filling every gap the team comp left open.

The synergy was real. On the server and off it.

Friday night. We'd just finished a four-hour practice block where we absolutely dominated - swept three scrim sets, tested two new comps, and I pulled off a pentakill so clean that even Kira said "nice" without qualifying it. The energy in the house was electric. Nadia had put on music. Bri was bouncing in her chair, already clipping highlights.

Kira stretched and stood up from her station. "That's enough for tonight. Good work." She glanced around the room, and for a half-second her eyes landed on me. Something flickered in her expression - not quite warmth, not quite anything I could name - and then it was gone. "Don't stay up too late."

She went upstairs. Bri grabbed her laptop and followed. "I need to get these edits done before I pass out. Night, losers."

Nadia was in the kitchen. I could hear her opening the fridge, the clink of a glass. "Anyone want anything?" she called.

"I'm good," Tessa called back. She was still at her station next to mine, leaning back in her chair, blonde waves loose around her shoulders. She was wearing a crop top - sky blue, thin straps, showing a stripe of tanned stomach - and tiny athletic shorts. She'd been wearing that outfit all day and I'd been trying not to stare all day.

I'd failed. Repeatedly.

Nadia's footsteps padded up the stairs. A door closed softly overhead. The house went quiet. Just the hum of the PCs, the faint bass from Bri's music upstairs, and Tessa, sitting two feet away from me, pulling the tie out of her hair.

"So," she said.

"So."

She spun her chair toward me. Put her bare feet up on the edge of my seat, between my thighs. Her toenails were painted electric blue. "You've been staring at my ass all day, Drew."

"I have not."

"You have. During the replay review? You were looking at the minimap like you were studying for an exam. Except the minimap was behind me and your eyes were on my shorts." She tilted her head, that half-smile I was starting to know as well as my own heartbeat. "I figured you earned an upgrade from last time."

My pulse spiked. "An upgrade?"

She stood up. Crossed the two feet between our chairs. And sat down on my lap, straddling me, her knees on either side of my hips in the gaming chair. Her hands landed on my shoulders. Her face was inches from mine.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi."

"You're shaking."

"I'm not -" I was. A little. But something was different this time. She was right there, warm and close and smelling like citrus shampoo and strawberry lip balm, and instead of freezing - instead of going catatonic the way I had in the kitchen, the way I had on the couch - I put my hands on her waist.

She noticed. Her eyes widened a fraction. "Look who's learning."

I slid my hands up her sides, feeling the warm skin above her shorts, the ridge of her ribs through the thin fabric of her crop top. I pulled her closer. She made a small, surprised sound. I leaned in and kissed her neck - right below her jaw, where her pulse was hammering.

"Oh," she breathed. Her fingers tightened on my shoulders. "Okay. Yeah. More of that."

I kissed along her throat. Felt her swallow. She tilted her head back to give me more access and I took it - lips, tongue, the edge of my teeth grazing the spot where her neck met her shoulder. She shivered.

"You've been practicing," she said. Her voice had gone lower.

"Nope. Just not so terrified anymore."

She pulled back enough to look at me. Those bright blue eyes, dark with want. "Good." She crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her crop top, and pulled it over her head in one motion. No bra. Her breasts were perfect - full, tanned, nipples already hard. She tossed the crop top over her shoulder without looking.

I stared. She let me.

"Your turn," she said, tugging at my hoodie. I pulled it off along with my shirt. She ran her hands down my chest - nothing special, average in every way - but she looked at me like I was something worth touching.

She kissed me. Deep, aggressive, her tongue pushing past my lips. I kissed her back just as hard. My hands found her breasts, cupping them, thumbs brushing her nipples, and she moaned into my mouth.

Then she slid off my lap. Dropped to her knees between my legs. Looked up at me with that competitive gleam.

"Let's see if I can beat my record."

She hooked her fingers into my joggers and boxers and pulled them down. My cock sprang free, already hard, and she wrapped one hand around the base. The familiar look of recalculation crossed her face - she'd touched me twice now and the size still caught her off guard.

"God, I love this thing," she murmured. She stroked me once, slowly, root to tip. Then she leaned in and took me into her mouth.

Warm. Wet. Her tongue flat against the underside, swirling around the head as she sank down. She took three inches, pulled back, took four. Her eyes never left mine. She was treating it like a game - how much she could take, how deep she could go - and the competitive fire in her expression was almost as hot as what her mouth was doing.

She pulled off with a gasp, a strand of spit connecting her lip to my tip. "Okay. Deeper this time." She took a breath and went back down. Five inches. Six. I watched my shaft disappear between her lips and my head fell back against the chair.

"Tessa -"

She hummed around me and the vibration made my hips jerk. She pulled back, grinning, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. "You like that? Watch this."

She took me deep again, her right hand twisting around the base, left hand cupping my balls. Bobbing steadily, her cheeks hollowed, tongue working the underside on every backstroke. She'd speed up, then go agonizingly slow, then speed up again - reading my reactions, adjusting, pushing. Like she was min-maxing a strategy in real time.

"You're close already," she said, pulling off. She squeezed the base firmly. "Nope. Not yet. I'm not done with you."

She rose to her feet in one fluid motion. Thumbed her shorts down her hips - no underwear either, because Tessa Blake didn't do half-measures - and stood in front of me completely naked. The LED strips cast shifting colors across her skin. Blue, purple, pink. She was stunning.

She climbed back onto my lap. Reached between us and positioned me at her entrance. I could feel the slick heat of her pressed against my tip.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Yeah."

She sank down.

Slow. Inch by inch. Her mouth fell open, her eyes fluttering. I watched her expression shift from smirking confidence to something rawer as she took me deeper. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. Halfway down she stopped, breathed, adjusted. Then pushed further.

"Fuck," she whispered. "You're so deep."

She bottomed out. Fully seated in my lap, every inch of me buried inside her. The chair groaned under our combined weight. She stayed still for a moment, just breathing, adjusting to the stretch.

Then she started moving.

Slow rolls of her hips at first. Grinding more than bouncing, her clit pressed against my pelvis, finding her angle. Her head dropped forward, blonde hair falling around her face. She braced her hands on my chest and picked up the pace - rising up, sinking down, taking me deep on every drop.

"Is that all you've got?" she said, looking at me through the curtain of her hair. Breathless, but that competitive edge was still there. "Come on, Drew. Show me something."

I grabbed her hips. Hard. And thrust up into her.

She gasped - a real gasp, not performative. Her eyes went wide. I pulled her down as I drove up and the chair lurched, its base creaking. Her nails raked down my chest.

"There he is," she breathed, and the grin that spread across her face was pure hunger. "Don't stop."

I didn't. I gripped her hips and met every drop with an upward thrust. The seat was protesting under us - a rhythmic squeak-groan that I knew was audible through the walls. She was riding me hard, bouncing in my lap, and the sound of her - wet, obscene - mixed with her moaning.

"God - right there -" She leaned back, hands braced on my knees, changing the angle. I watched her body move - her abs tightening, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her head tipped back. She was chasing it. I could feel her getting tighter around me.

I slid my hand from her hip, reached between us, and pressed my thumb against her clit. She jerked like she'd been shocked.

"Fuck - Drew -" Her rhythm stuttered. I kept my thumb circling while I thrust up into her, and she broke. She came grinding down hard against me, thighs clamping around my hips, a moan tearing out of her that she didn't even try to muffle. She shuddered and shook and I held her hips steady through it, buried as deep as I could go.

She slumped forward, forehead against my shoulder, breathing hard. "Jesus Christ."

I was close. So close it hurt. She felt me throbbing inside her and lifted her head. Her eyes were glazed, cheeks flushed, but the smirk was already coming back.

"Okay. Now finish it." She started moving again. Slower this time, a deep grind, her walls still fluttering from her orgasm. She clenched around me deliberately and I groaned. She did it again. Kissed my ear. "Don't you dare pull out."

I lasted about thirty seconds. She rode me through it - slow, deep rolls of her hips while I came harder than I'd ever come, my fingers digging into her thighs, my face buried in her neck. She held me through every pulse, murmuring "yeah, give me all of it" against my temple.

The casters squealed one final time beneath us.

We sat there for a while. Breathing. Her arms draped over my shoulders, my hands on her thighs, still inside her. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my teeth.

"Not bad," she said. She pulled back and looked at me. Her expression was softer than usual - not the smirk, not the competitive flash. Something almost fond. Then it snapped back. "Same time tomorrow." She climbed off, found her clothes scattered across two gaming stations, and dressed with the casual efficiency of someone who'd done this before. She pecked me on the mouth - quick, easy - and headed for the stairs.

Halfway up she paused. Looked back over her shoulder. "You did good tonight, Drew. In-game and out." Then she was gone.

I cleaned up. Got dressed. Sat back down - that chair would never feel the same - and stared at the ceiling until my pulse returned to something like normal.

I showed up the next morning for practice and something was off immediately.

Kira wouldn't look at me.

She was already at her station when I walked in, purple-streaked hair in its usual ponytail, back straight, jaw tight. She acknowledged my arrival with a clipped "hey" that was aimed at her monitor, not at me.

"Morning strategy before we scrim," she said, pulling up their next opponent's VODs. Her voice was all business - crisper than usual, like she was overcompensating. "Their bot lane is weak early. We should-"

"Morning to you too," Tessa said, breezing past me on the stairs with a coffee in each hand. She set one in front of me and caught my eye across the room. Then she mouthed two words, slow and deliberate, with a smirk that could have powered the LED strips.

Thin walls.

Oh.

Oh no.

I looked at Kira. She was staring at her screen with an intensity usually reserved for actual matches. Her ears were red. Not pink - red. The flush crept down the side of her neck and vanished under the collar of her black tee.

She'd heard everything. The moaning. The gaming chair creaking like it was being tortured. Tessa telling me to come inside her. All of it.

I sat down at my station and tried to act normal. Failed. My own face was burning. Kira launched into a strategy breakdown without pausing for questions, talking faster than usual, clicking through VODs with sharp, aggressive mouse movements. She didn't look at me once.

Until she did.

During a water break, twenty minutes later. Everyone else was in the kitchen. I was at my station adjusting my sensitivity settings and I felt it - that prickle on the back of your neck when someone's watching you. I glanced up.

Kira was staring at me from her station. She looked away the second our eyes met, hand going to her ponytail in that nervous tell I'd learned to recognize. But not fast enough. I'd seen her expression.

It wasn't disgust. It wasn't anger.

It was hunger.

The same dark, wanting look I'd seen on Tessa's face when she pulled me into the kitchen. Except Kira's version came wrapped in something else - confusion, maybe. Or fear. Like she'd caught herself wanting something she didn't know how to ask for.

She spent the rest of practice focused on her screen. But I'd seen it. And she knew I'd seen it.

Late afternoon. Practice was over, the team had scattered. Bri was at her editing station with headphones on, bobbing her head to music, completely in her own world. She had three monitors running - one with raw footage, one with her editing timeline, one with the team's social media analytics.

I walked past on my way to the kitchen and she pulled one earbud out.

"Hey." She pulled one leg up and turned to face me. She was wearing an oversized hoodie that swallowed her petite frame, dark curly hair in its perpetual messy bun, legs tucked under her. Big brown eyes. Dimples already forming before she even started talking.

"Hey."

"So." She held up her phone. "I saw the photo Tessa posted in the group chat."

I had no idea what she was talking about. Bri turned her phone toward me. It was a selfie: Tessa and Nadia grinning at the camera, cheeks pressed together, both of them glowing. The caption was two words and an emoji: "team bonding" followed by a devil face. It had been posted in a group chat I wasn't in - a girls-only thread, apparently.

"I'm not in that photo," I said stupidly.

"No." Bri's smile widened. "But you're the reason for it." She lowered her phone and looked at me. Steady. No teasing this time, no playful deflection. "You're living every gamer's fantasy, you know that, right?"

There was no jealousy in her voice. Not even a trace. Just fascination. And underneath it, something that sounded a lot like want.

"I don't really know what I'm living," I said honestly. "A week ago I was eating lo mein alone."

"I know." She tucked a curl behind her ear. "That's what makes it interesting. You didn't chase any of this. You just walked through the door. And now Tessa and Nadia are fighting over who gets to tell me about you first." She tilted her head, those big eyes studying me. "What's that like?"

"Terrifying. Mostly."

She laughed. Real, bright, her whole face lighting up. "You're cute, Drew." She put her earbud back in and turned to her monitors. But just before she did, she looked back at me one more time.

"For the record? I'm paying attention."

She went back to her editing. I stood in the hallway for a moment, heart doing something complicated in my chest, and then went to get my water.

Seven days earlier, none of this would have been real. Now I had Tessa - bold, shameless, meeting me after practice like it was as natural as breathing. Nadia - warm and close, her touches getting more deliberate every day. Kira - staring at me through walls she couldn't quite bring herself to tear down. And Bri - watching everything with those bright eyes, getting closer, saying things like "I'm paying attention" with a look that promised more.

I didn't know where any of it was going. But I was done being surprised that it was happening. Something in me had shifted - in that gaming chair, with Tessa telling me to show her something and me actually doing it. I wasn't the guy who froze anymore.

I was the guy who showed up. And apparently, that was enough.


⚜




Chapter 4: Synergy

⚜

Two weeks in and my life had split clean down the middle.

Helpdesk until five. Real life after that. I'd drive to the gaming house still in my work polo, change in the car, and walk through the front door like some version of me that actually mattered was waiting on the other side. It was.

We were two qualifier wins up - the first from last week and a second we'd taken Tuesday night in a dominant sweep. One more and we were through to the regional finals. Stream numbers had tripled - Nadia had cracked three hundred thousand followers, and Bri could barely keep pace with the clip requests. Chat had adopted me as their favorite disaster. The shy guy who went tomato-red when Tessa touched him. Except lately I'd been touching her back, and chat was absolutely losing it.

Tessa and I were a regular thing now. Every few nights, after practice - no buildup, no pretense. She'd told Bri directly: "Yes, I've sucked his dick. Yes, it's as big as it looks. No, I'm not ashamed." Bri had laughed until she turned pink. Even Kira had stopped pretending she didn't know. She didn't talk about it. But the tight jaw and the quick looks away when Tessa touched me told the whole story.

And then there was Nadia.

The tension had been building since the night she knelt beside Tessa on the living room floor. We'd broken the physical barrier, but we hadn't been alone together since. Not really. She was warmer than ever - her thigh pressing against mine during VOD reviews, bringing me food during long sessions with a squeeze of my shoulder, catching my eye across the room with a look so patient it made my chest ache.

She gave Tessa encouraging looks when Tessa disappeared with me. No jealousy. Just that easy openness they shared - like they'd already worked out the terms and were both happy with them.

But Nadia and I hadn't had our moment. And every day the wait got heavier.

Thursday night practice. The final qualifier was Saturday and Kira was running us through back-to-back scrims like she was preparing for actual war. Game seven. We were down three towers and the enemy team had a gold lead that should've been insurmountable. Kira called a desperation play - a split push that needed perfect timing from all five of us.

Nadia and I executed it.

Not the whole team. Nadia and I. She shielded me at the exact millisecond the assassin dropped on my head, buying the half-second I needed to burst their carry. I peeled for her when their jungler dove, body-blocking the skill shot that would've killed her. We moved in perfect sync - no calls needed, no pings, just instinct. She saved me. I saved her. We won the teamfight. We won the game.

The room erupted. Tessa screamed. Bri was already clipping.

"That was disgusting," Kira said, shaking her head at her screen. But she was almost smiling. "That synergy was disgusting."

I pulled my headset off and looked across the room at Nadia. She was looking back at me. Dark eyes bright, lips slightly parted, something in her expression that went way beyond a good game.

She held my gaze. Then she smiled - slow, private, just for me - and looked away.

That smile hit me somewhere I didn't expect.

The house emptied in stages. Kira called it early for once - "Rest before the final qualifier" - and disappeared upstairs. Bri saluted from the stairs. "Night, gamers." Tessa lingered, chin resting on the top of my head while I replayed the clutch play on my monitor.

"You're watching the Nadia play again," she said.

"It was a good play."

"Mm-hm." She kissed my hair, easy and unbothered. "I'm going to bed. Don't stay up too late." She squeezed my shoulder and padded upstairs.

The house had that late-night streamer hush - screens still on, everyone else gone quiet. I moved to the couch, pulled out my phone, started scrolling through nothing. My mind was on Nadia. The way she'd looked at me after that clutch play. The way she'd smiled like we were the only two people in on something.

Soft footsteps on the stairs. Someone moving carefully, like they weren't sure yet.

Nadia came around the corner into the living room. She had on her sleep shirt - oversized, slipping off one shoulder, dark brown skin underneath. Her natural hair was down, loose curls framing her face. No makeup. She looked exactly like herself.

"Hey," she said. "Can't sleep."

"Same."

She sat next to me. Her knee touched mine the moment she settled and she didn't move it. She smelled like cocoa butter and something underneath it that was just her.

"That play was special," she said quietly. "That's never happened to me in a game before. Not like that."

"Me either."

"It was like I knew where you'd be before you went there. I didn't have to think. I just felt it."

"Yeah." I swallowed. "That's exactly what it felt like."

We were quiet for a moment. The LED strips shifted through their cycle - pink, purple, blue - casting soft color across her face. She pulled her legs up onto the couch, tucking them underneath her, and the position brought her shoulder against mine.

"Can I ask you something personal?" she said.

"Sure."

"What was your life like before this? Dating, I mean."

I almost deflected. Almost made a joke. But something about her - the patience in her voice, the genuine curiosity in those steady brown eyes - made me want to tell the truth.

"Basically nonexistent." I shrugged. "I'm awkward. You've noticed. I don't go out, I don't meet people. And the few times I dated someone, it didn't go well."

"What happened?"

"It's stupid."

"Tell me."

I stared at the ceiling. The LED glow pulsed overhead. "The size thing. The few women I've been with - when things got physical, it didn't work. One literally said 'I don't think this is going to work' while looking at me like I'd pulled out a weapon." I let out a breath. "After enough times hearing that, I kind of stopped trying."

Nadia was quiet. I felt her looking at me but I couldn't make myself look back.

"Drew." Her voice was certain. She took my hand from where it rested on my thigh and placed it on hers. Her skin was lush and smooth, the muscle underneath steady and warm. "You've been with the wrong women."

I looked at her. Those steady brown eyes - so different from Tessa's bright competitive fire, so different from Kira's sharp intensity - were fixed on mine with an expression that was equal parts tenderness and heat.

I kissed her.

I did it. Not her - me. I leaned in and pressed my mouth against hers because I wanted to, because she was beautiful and she'd made me feel like I was worth something, and I was done waiting for someone else to take the first step.

She melted into it. A small, exhaled sound escaped against my lips - something she'd been holding for a while. Her hand curved against my jaw, fingers curling along my cheek, and she kissed me back like she had all night and planned to use every second of it.

I pulled back just enough to see her face. Her eyes were still closed, lips slightly parted.

"Hi," she murmured.

"Hi."

She opened her eyes. Smiled. Stood up and took my hand.

Nadia's room was at the end of the hall. I'd never been inside. She pulled me in and closed the door behind us with a soft click.

String lights lined the ceiling, casting golden light across everything. Her bed was a queen with a mountain of pillows and a comforter that looked like sinking into a cloud. The room smelled like her - cocoa butter, vanilla, something lush. A framed photo on her nightstand showed her and Tessa laughing, arms around each other. Her streaming setup sat in the far corner, ring light off.

She turned to face me. In the soft light, she was breathtaking. Curls falling around her face, the sleep shirt off one shoulder. She watched me watching her, and her lips curved.

"That night on the couch," she said. "I've been thinking about it since then."

"Me too."

"Tessa told me to stop being coy." She laughed softly. "Her exact words were 'fuck the man already.'"

"Classic Tessa."

"Yeah." She took the hem of her sleep shirt in both hands. Paused, her eyes on mine. "I wanted it different, though. Not fast and fun and competitive." She pulled it over her head, slowly, and let it fall.

She wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were full and heavy, dark nipples already stiff. The curves of her - narrow waist widening to full hips, the softness of her stomach - caught the light and held it.

She hooked her thumbs into her shorts and slid them down, stepped out of them. Stood there wearing nothing.

"Just us," she said.

I couldn't speak for a second. The string lights caught on her hips and breasts. Gold on dark skin. I just stood there and stared. Then I pulled my hoodie and shirt off. Kicked off my joggers. She watched me undress with dark eyes and a patient smile, her gaze dropping when my boxers came down. Her lips parted. Even after the couch, even after everything, the sight of me still registered on her face.

"Come here," she said.

She took my hand and pulled me toward the bed. We fell onto it together - her back against the pillows, me above her. Her eyes found mine - patient, certain - and I kissed her again. Deep. Tasting her. Her arms wrapped around my neck.

I kissed down her jaw, her neck, found the spot where her pulse was racing. I stayed there, lips and tongue, and she arched into me with a soft moan. Down her collarbone, the upper slope of her breast. I cupped one in my hand, ran my thumb over her nipple, and she sucked in a breath.

"Drew..."

I took her nipple into my mouth. Gentle, then firmer. She gasped, her fingers threading through my hair, pulling me closer. I kissed across to the other breast, taking my time. Nothing about this felt like a contest to win. Just her body under my mouth and every sound she made pulling me deeper in.

I started kissing lower. She shifted under me, and I felt her thighs open, the heat between them. I got as far as her ribs before her hands found my shoulders.

"No," she whispered, pulling me back up. "I want you." Her mouth found mine and she kissed me hard, her legs wrapping around my waist. I could feel how ready she was, the slick heat pressed against my shaft.

"I want you inside me," she said against my lips. "Slow. Let me feel all of it."

I reached between us. Positioned myself and eased forward.

Her mouth fell open. Her fingers dug into my back. I watched her face as I pushed in - the way her brow furrowed, the way her lips parted wider, every breath coming short and stuttering. Inch by inch. She was tight around me, her body stretching to accommodate, her legs drawing me deeper.

"Oh my god." Her eyes squeezed shut, head tipped back against the pillows. "You're so - god, Drew -"

I stopped halfway. "You okay?"

She opened her eyes. Glassy, unfocused, but certain. "Don't stop."

I pushed deeper. She moaned - a full, real sound that vibrated through her chest - and her legs tightened around me. I kept going until I was fully seated inside her. Every inch. Her nails left crescents in my shoulders.

I could feel how tight her pussy lips were around me as I moved, the grip of her silky heat molding to every contour of my cock. Each slow push pulled a shiver out of both of us - the sensation so vivid I had to pause, breathing with her, savoring the impossible closeness.

We stayed like that. Face to face, her legs locked around my waist, breathing together. She looked wrecked and happy at the same time. Not just turned on. Something deeper.

"You feel incredible," she breathed. Her palm curved against my cheek, thumb finding my cheekbone. "Don't rush this."

I didn't. Long, deep strokes that made her gasp every time I bottomed out, feeling those tight lips dragging over me on every withdrawal. Her hips rose to meet mine, matching my rhythm, every thrust turning into a conversation between our bodies.

"Right there," she breathed. "Just like that. Don't stop."

She kept looking at me. The whole time. Didn't hide her face, didn't look away. That got to me fast - faster than I expected. I kissed her again because I didn't know what else to do with how hard it hit.

Her hands roamed my back, nails dragging then softening then digging in again. She said my name between kisses. Not the way Tessa said it - urgent, demanding - but like it meant something specific.

I picked up the pace. She moaned louder, her back arching, pressing her breasts against my chest. I could feel her tightening around me, her breathing going ragged.

"Drew - I -"

I pressed my forehead against her shoulder and drove deeper. She cried out, nails biting into my back, legs shaking against my sides.

Then I pulled out - she whimpered at the loss - and turned her over. She went willingly, rolling onto her stomach, and I positioned myself behind her. She arched her back, pushing her ass up against me, looking over her shoulder with dark, heavy-lidded eyes.

I laid my body over hers. Chest against her back, my weight pressing her into the mattress. I found her and pushed in.

"Oh - fuck -" She buried her face in the pillow. The angle was different - deeper, tighter, pressing into places that made her tremble. I braced one forearm beside her head and started moving.

Long, grinding strokes that pressed her into the bed. My mouth found the back of her neck, tasting salt. She was gripping the sheets in both fists, her whole body shaking.

"God - Drew - yes - right there -"

I picked up the rhythm. The bed creaked, her muffled moaning mixing with my breathing. Her hips pushed back against me with every stroke, taking everything. Every noise she made was unfiltered, raw, muffled against the fabric only because her face was in the pillow.

I wrapped one arm under her body, pulling her tighter. She turned her head just enough to gasp my name, then bit back into the pillow as I drove in deep.

She came. I felt it - the sudden clench, her whole body going rigid, a moan tearing out of her that the pillow barely contained. She shook underneath me, waves of it, fists twisting in the sheets, and I held her through it - didn't stop, didn't slow, just kept moving, extending it, feeling her pulse around me.

It pushed me over. I buried myself as deep as I could go and came inside her with a groan. My whole body locked up against hers and I felt every pulse of it - felt her still trembling through the aftershocks, her body underneath mine.

We lay there. Breathing. Slowly I rolled off her and she turned toward me, curling into my side like she'd been doing it for years.

"Stay," she said against my chest.

"Okay."

Quiet. Her finger traced lazy circles on my chest. The string lights cast gold shapes on the ceiling.

"Tessa's going to lose her mind when I tell her how good that was," she said.

I blinked. "You're going to tell her?"

She propped herself up on her elbow and looked at me with amused affection. "Drew. She's been asking me every day if I've made a move yet. She will literally throw a party."

I thought about that. Lying in Nadia's bed, her easy weight against my side, her hand tracing patterns on my skin - it didn't feel humiliating. It felt like something I'd never had before. Not just the sex. The after part. The staying.

Tessa left me buzzing. Nadia made me want to stay. That was the difference, and it wasn't about better or worse.

"No," I said. "It doesn't bother me."

She smiled and settled her head against my chest. "Good. Because neither of us is hiding you."

I slipped out around midnight. The hallway was dark. I passed Kira's door - just the blue-white glow of her monitor showing under it, the room behind it silent. I kept walking.

Downstairs, I grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen. Stood at the counter for a minute, trying to organize my thoughts, which was a lost cause. Then I brought the glass to the dining table, sat down with my tablet, and pulled up our qualifier opponents' recent match footage. My brain needed something concrete.

Ten minutes later, the kitchen light flicked on.

Kira stood in the doorway in a fitted long-sleeve and leggings, purple-streaked hair down for once, falling past her shoulders. Without the ponytail she looked younger. She had a hand wrapped around a water glass. Her eyes found me at the table.

"Saw the light on," she said. Neutral. Careful.

"Reviewing their VODs."

She crossed to the kitchen. I heard the tap run. She came through and stopped beside the table, looking at the tablet in my hand. Not sitting down. Standing at my shoulder, reading the screen.

"Pull up their game three," she said. "Their shotcaller stalls whenever he has to choose between baron and a fight."

I scrubbed to the timestamp. She leaned down to look at the tablet properly, her shoulder pressing against mine. Warm. Still. She pointed at the minimap with one finger - her arm crossing in front of me - and when she spoke her voice was close to my ear.

"His mid-laner holds here instead of pushing. Every time. That's a four-second window if we force the early dragon call before-"

She went quiet.

She hadn't moved. Her shoulder was still against mine, arm still extended toward the screen, but her voice had stopped mid-sentence like someone had cut the power. I turned my head to ask if she'd seen something in the footage.

Her face was right there. An inch from mine. Maybe less.

Her dark eyes were wide. Her jaw was set tight, the pulse hammering in her throat visible even in the dim light. She was absolutely still - the kind of still that happens when your body is doing one thing and your brain is doing something completely different.

She looked at my mouth. I looked at hers.

She leaned in. Just barely. A fraction of a centimeter. Everything in me locked up.

Then she straightened up.

"The qualifier's Saturday. We should focus." Her voice came out level but thin, like she'd had to engineer it. She grabbed her water glass from the table and stepped back. One step, then another, like she was forcing herself to widen the gap.

She looked rattled. Not embarrassed - more like pulling back had cost her something she hadn't expected.

Then she turned and went upstairs. Fast. For Kira, practically fleeing.

I sat there. My heart was pounding. She'd leaned in. Not me - her. And the look on her face when she caught herself hadn't been relief.

I needed water. Or I needed to stand somewhere and stare at the ceiling. Either worked.

I was at the kitchen sink filling a glass when Bri hopped up onto the counter beside me. Oversized sleep tee and shorts, dark curly hair loose instead of the usual bun. Legs swinging, bare feet dangling. She had a bag of gummies in one hand and those big brown eyes locked on mine.

"Hey," she said.

"Hey."

"Busy night?"

I almost choked on my water. She grinned - quick, bright, no malice in it. "Relax. I notice things. It's literally my job." She popped a gummy into her mouth and chewed, studying me. The playful energy was there, but something quieter sat underneath it. More deliberate.

"Can I tell you something?" she said.

"Sure."

"I've been thinking about you. Like, a lot." She said it fast, the way she did everything - impulsive, decided before she could talk herself out of it. "Not just for content. Not because you're fun to clip. I've been thinking about you the way a girl thinks about a guy she likes, Drew."

My pulse kicked hard. "Bri -"

"Let me finish." She hopped down from the counter. Stood close - close enough that I caught the coconut of her shampoo. She was tiny, the top of her head barely reaching my chin, but she tilted her face up with an intensity that made the height difference irrelevant.

"I'm going to end it with Marco. It's been over for a while. He doesn't watch my streams, he forgets to call, we haven't seen each other in three months. I'm basically single - I just haven't said the words yet." Her hand landed flat on my chest. Right over my heart. She could definitely feel it hammering.

Her face tilted up toward mine. Close. So close I could feel her breath. Every nerve in my body fired.

Then she stepped back. A grin spread across her face - real, unguarded, bright with anticipation.

"Not yet," she said. "But soon."

She turned and walked out of the kitchen. At the doorway she looked back, dark curls swinging, and the look she gave me was anything but innocent.

Then she bounced upstairs. Light and quick. Her door clicked shut.

I drove home with the windows down. Nadia's warmth still on my skin. Kira's almost-kiss still burning in my chest. And Bri standing in the kitchen saying soon like she already knew exactly what she meant by it.

I pulled into my parking lot and sat there with the engine off. For once, my apartment didn't feel empty. It felt like I was just killing time until tomorrow.

Something was building. I had no idea what it was going to do to me. I just wanted it to get here fast.


⚜




Chapter 5: Qualifier

⚜

Saturday morning. I woke up at six without an alarm, heart already pounding.

The qualifier was at four PM. That gave me ten hours to slowly lose my mind. I tried eating breakfast. Managed half a bowl of cereal before my stomach decided food was a concept it no longer supported. I tried watching VODs of our opponents. Couldn't focus. Kept replaying Kira's almost-kiss in my head instead - her face an inch from mine, the pulse hammering in her throat, the way pulling back had cost her something visible.

I showed up at the gaming house at noon. The front door was already unlocked. Inside, the energy was different from any other morning - sharper, buzzing, like the air before a thunderstorm. Bri was at her editing station with three monitors going, putting together a pre-match hype reel. She had headphones on but pulled them off when I walked in.

"Chat thinks you're sleeping with all of us," she said, grinning, eyes on her timeline.

I opened my mouth and nothing came out. Tessa, sprawled across the couch in leggings and a team hoodie, looked up from her phone.

"Chat's only half right," she said. "So far."

Across the room, Kira's ears went red. She was at the whiteboard, running through final strategy notes, and she absolutely heard that. She kept her eyes forward and didn't deny it. Just drew a sharper line on the whiteboard than necessary.

Bri watched the whole exchange with bright, amused eyes. She caught me looking and winked.

Nobody was pretending anymore. Whatever this was - whatever we were becoming - it was out in the open and the whole team was navigating it in real time.

Nadia came downstairs with a tray of coffees she'd picked up. She set one in front of me and squeezed my hand. Didn't say anything. Just gave me a look that said you've got this and went to her station.

Kira capped her whiteboard marker. "Bus leaves at two thirty. Warm-up at three. We play at four." She looked at each of us in turn, that general's stare, and I could see her forcing herself to include me the same way she included everyone else. Neutral. Professional. Except when her eyes reached mine, they held a beat longer than the rest.

"We've earned this," she said. "Don't overthink it."

The venue was bigger than I expected. A converted warehouse on the east side of the city - Rising Phoenix Esports Arena, neon signage, banners for energy drink sponsors on every surface. A small stage with five stations on each side, facing each other. Two hundred seats. Most of them full. Screens overhead showing the stream overlay.

Fifteen thousand viewers online. I knew because Bri checked three times and announced it each time.

Backstage was a cramped room with folding chairs and a table of warm water bottles. The five of us plus our gear. Team Pixelvixen - matching black hoodies with the logo, custom headsets, the whole deal. The other teams were filing in too. Our opponents for the deciding qualifier match were a five-man squad called "Ctrl+Alt+Delete" - all dudes, matching jerseys, the kind of loud confidence that came from never being challenged.

Their carry - tall, faded haircut, jawline like he'd been designed for an energy drink ad - spotted us and nudged his teammate. They looked at the four girls, then at me, and the carry said something that made his whole team laugh.

Kira heard it. I could tell from the way her jaw tightened. She turned to us and spoke low. "They think we're content creators playing dress-up. Good. Let them."

My hands were shaking during warm-up. Actually shaking. I'd played ten thousand hours of this game and never in front of a crowd. The audience noise - murmuring, the casters' voices on the PA, the bass from the intro music - was turning my brain to static. I fumbled a last-hit in warm-up and my stomach dropped.

Nadia appeared beside me. She leaned close, her shoulder pressing against mine, and murmured, "Look at me, not the crowd." I looked at her. Those steady brown eyes, calm as always. The static dialed down a notch.

Tessa slapped my ass on the way to her station. "You've got this, big guy." A couple of the audience members in the front row caught it and laughed. Chat probably lost its mind.

I sat down. Put on my headset. Kira's voice came through the comms: "Focus. Play our game. Trust each other."

I trusted them. More than I'd ever trusted anyone.

Game one was tight.

Ctrl+Alt+Delete were good. Their shotcaller had decent macro and their carry was mechanically skilled - flashy, fast, the kind of player who wanted highlight reels. But they didn't respect our team play. They kept trying to pick off Tessa or Nadia solo and couldn't figure out why it never worked. Because I was always there. Covering, peeling, collapsing.

We took game one by a hair. A final teamfight where Kira made a call so precise it felt like she could see the future, and I executed the teleport flank perfectly. The venue cheered. Their carry slammed his desk.

Game two, they adapted. Changed their comp, banned out Kira's comfort pick, focused me hard. I got dove every teamfight and couldn't get my damage off. We lost. Convincingly. Their carry stood up after the nexus fell and pointed at us. Cocky shit.

Kira's voice on comms, calm as ice: "Reset. We know what they're doing now. Drew, I'm adjusting your position. Trust me."

I trusted her.

Game three was a war.

Back and forth for thirty minutes. Gold leads swinging. Teamfights that came down to milliseconds. The audience was on their feet. I could hear them even through the noise-cancelling headset - a low roar that built every time the action spiked.

Final teamfight. We were defending our base. Ctrl+Alt+Delete pushed in with everything. Their carry dove Nadia. Bri flashed to cut off their flanker. Tessa was dueling their mid in a mechanical showcase.

And Kira called it.

"Drew. Back door. Now. Everyone else - stall."

I was already moving. While the rest of my team held the line - four versus five, buying me seconds - I cut through the jungle. Their base was exposed. One inhibitor down. Their nexus was open.

My heart was in my throat. The audience could see it on the overhead screens - they started screaming. I could hear it through the headset, through the walls, through everything. Three seconds. Two. Their support realized what was happening and recalled, but it was too late.

I hit the nexus. It exploded.

The venue erupted.

I ripped my headset off and the sound hit me like a wall. Two hundred people screaming. The casters yelling into their mics. Bri was out of her chair, both fists in the air, shrieking at a pitch that shouldn't have been possible from someone her size. Tessa was running toward me. Nadia was crying - actual tears streaming down her face, hands over her mouth.

Tessa hit me first. She launched herself at me and I caught her, lifting her off the ground. She wrapped her arms around my neck, legs around my waist, and screamed into my ear. "You fucking did it! You insane beautiful bastard!"

Nadia was next. She piled in, arms around both of us, face wet, laughing through the tears. Bri attached herself to my side like a koala, bouncing, her whole body vibrating with adrenaline.

And then Kira.

She walked through the chaos like it wasn't happening. Stepped through the tangle of arms and grabbed my face with both hands. Her dark eyes locked onto mine. Fierce. Stripped open. No guard, no walls, no carefully calibrated distance.

She kissed me.

Hard. On the mouth. In front of two hundred people and fifteen thousand viewers. Her mouth was warm and her grip on my jaw was firm and my chest seized so hard I forgot the crowd was there. The roar spiked so hard I felt it in the floor, in the stage vibrating under us. The casters were shouting over each other. The front row was on its feet.

She pulled back. Her eyes went wide. Surprised at herself. Like the adrenaline had cracked something open and she hadn't meant to let it out.

I stared at her. Tessa whooped so loud it cut through the crowd noise. Bri's mouth was hanging open. Nadia was grinning through her tears.

Kira stepped back. Captain mode slid back over her face - I could see her composure rebuilding in real time - but slower than usual. And the flush on her face wasn't embarrassment.

We were through. Regional finals. Bigger tournament, bigger venue, bigger stakes. But right then, in the noise and the lights and the chaos, all I could feel was the ghost of Kira's mouth on mine.

The gaming house was loud in a way it had never been. Music from the speakers, leftover adrenaline, drinks that Tessa had appeared with from somewhere. We'd ordered pizza and it sat half-eaten on the counter. Everyone was riding the high. Bri was already editing clips from the match - she'd had her phone recording backstage the whole time, because of course she had.

Kira found me on the back porch.

I was leaning against the railing, beer in hand, staring at the neighbor's fence and trying to process the last six hours. I heard the sliding door open and close. Felt her stand beside me.

"Hey," I said.

"Hey." She didn't look at me. Her purple-streaked hair was down - no ponytail, falling past her shoulders the way it did when she wasn't in captain mode. She was holding a glass of something clear with both hands like it was keeping her anchored.

"That was - I don't know what that was," she said. Her voice was quiet. Stripped of the authority it usually carried. "On stage. I didn't plan that."

"It's fine, Kira."

"It was on stream. Everyone saw."

"I know."

She took a breath. Let it out slowly. Then, so quiet I almost missed it: "It wasn't just adrenaline."

My chest went tight. I set my beer on the railing and turned to face her. She was staring down at her glass, jaw clenched, and the vulnerability on her face was something I'd never seen from her. Kira Nakamura, who ran the team like a general, who never flinched, who strategized three steps ahead of everyone - she looked like someone standing on the edge of something terrifying.

"I'm not ready for..." She stopped. Swallowed. "I've never..." Another stop. She pressed her lips together, frustrated with herself for not being able to say it.

"You don't have to explain," I said.

"I want to." She looked up. Dark eyes glassy. "I've never been with anyone, Drew. Not - not anything. Not because I couldn't. Because I wouldn't let anyone close enough. Gaming always came first. The team. The grind. I didn't have room for..." She gestured vaguely between us.

A virgin. Kira - sharp, stunning, intimidating Kira - had never let anyone in. The realization settled over me with a weight that had nothing to do with surprise.

She touched my arm. Her fingers were cold from the glass. "Not yet." Her voice steadied. "But don't give up on me."

She held my eyes for a long second. Then she walked back inside. The sliding door closed behind her.

I stood on the porch and breathed. The night air was warm and I couldn't feel any of it.

"Hey."

I turned around. Bri was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, grinning. She was buzzing - not from alcohol, from everything. Energy practically radiating off her.

"I did it," she said. "Called Marco on the drive to the venue. Told him it was over."

"How'd he take it?"

"He said 'okay.'" She laughed - short, incredulous. "Three months of nothing and that's all he had. 'Okay.' Like I'd told him I was switching phone plans." She shook her head. "I'm not even sad. I'm relieved."

She pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me. Stopped close. Close enough that I could smell coconut shampoo and see the freckles across her nose that I'd never noticed before.

"I'm single now," she said. Not teasing. Just stating a fact, her big brown eyes steady on mine.

She bumped her shoulder against my arm. Then she rose on her toes, hooked a finger in my collar, and pulled me down to her. Quick, warm, her mouth pressing against mine with a confidence that made the height difference irrelevant. It was over in two seconds and it wasn't nearly enough. When she let go she was grinning so wide her dimples could've held quarters.

"That's a preview," she said. She patted my chest twice, turned, and bounced back through the door. Light, quick, energy trailing behind her like a spark.

I leaned against the railing and let out a breath I didn't know I'd been holding.

The party wound down in stages. Bri disappeared upstairs with her laptop. Kira followed, pausing in the hallway to catch my eye - a long, steady look, the ghost of a smile, and then gone. The house settled into its familiar late-night quiet.

I was on the couch, head back, eyes closed, trying to absorb everything that had happened today. The qualifier. The win. Kira's kiss on stage. Her confession on the porch. Bri's mouth on mine.

The couch dipped beside me. I opened my eyes.

Tessa. She'd changed into a tank top and tiny shorts, blonde waves mussed, blue eyes bright.

"So," she said. "You and Nadia."

I looked at her. By now I knew better than to be surprised that they talked. She grinned.

"We've been talking about this for days." She leaned in, conspiratorial. "We had an idea."

Nadia appeared in the hallway behind her. She was wearing a silk robe that stopped at mid-thigh, loosely tied, dark curls framing her face. She caught my eye and smiled. Slow. Warm. Certain.

I looked between them. My brain caught up about three seconds late.

"Both of you?"

Tessa stood up, offered me her hand, and pulled me to my feet. "Both of us. Nadia's room. Come on."

Nadia's door clicked shut behind us. The room felt smaller with both of them in it - the gold light from the string lights turning everything intimate, the bed I'd left rumpled two nights ago now looking like it had been prepared for this. I'd been here before. But not like this.

They stood in front of me, shoulder to shoulder. Tessa, lean and tanned, tank top barely containing her. Nadia, all curves and warmth, silk robe loose on her shoulders. They exchanged a look - something quick and amused, a whole conversation in a glance - and then they turned to me.

Tessa pulled my shirt over my head. Nadia unbuckled my belt. They worked together like they'd planned this, which they probably had. Tessa's nails dragged down my chest while Nadia tugged my joggers and boxers down. My cock sprang free, already hard, and both of them looked at it with expressions I'd never get tired of seeing.

"Still not over it," Nadia murmured, her hand wrapping around the base.

"You never get over it," Tessa said. "Trust me."

They pushed me backward onto the bed. I landed on the pillows, propped up against the headboard, and they both climbed on after me - Tessa on my left, Nadia on my right. Their mouths found mine in turn. Tessa's kiss was aggressive, hungry, biting my lower lip. Nadia's was slow and deep, her hand cupping my jaw. They took turns like they were passing me back and forth, and their hands were everywhere - my chest, my thighs, my cock, fingers overlapping and intertwining.

They slid down my body together. Two pairs of lips trailing down my chest, my stomach, converging. They knelt between my legs, side by side, and the echo of that first night on the couch hit me like a punch.

Same position. Same two women on their knees. But the energy was completely different. This wasn't an introduction. This was a warm-up.

Nadia took me first this time. Her full lips stretched around my head, tongue swirling, sinking down slowly - unhurried, thorough, the way she did everything. Tessa stroked the shaft Nadia couldn't reach, watching her with a smirk.

"She's gotten greedy," Tessa said to me. "Won't even let me go first anymore."

Nadia pulled off long enough to say "hush" and dove back in. Tessa laughed and ducked lower, her tongue running along the underside while Nadia worked the tip. Both mouths at once - one deliberate and deep, the other quick and teasing. They bumped shoulders. Nadia came up giggling.

"Your turn," Nadia said, nudging Tessa.

Tessa took over, competitive as ever, taking me deeper than she probably should have, gagging once and pulling back with her eyes watering and her grin intact. Nadia cupped my balls, rolling them gently while Tessa bobbed. They switched again - passing me between their mouths, tongues meeting around my head, the visual alone nearly enough to end me.

I gripped the sheets. "If you keep doing that I'm going to-"

"Not yet," Tessa said, squeezing the base firmly. She climbed up my body. Pulled her tank top off - no bra, breasts swaying - and shimmied out of her shorts in one motion. No underwear, because Tessa. She straddled me, reached between us, positioned me, and sank down with a moan that filled the room. "God. Never gets old."

She started riding me. Rolling her hips, hands braced on my chest, her head tipped back. The familiar rhythm - aggressive, relentless - except this time there was Nadia, kneeling beside me, watching with dark hungry eyes.

"Come here," I said to her.

Nadia hesitated half a second. Then she stripped her robe, climbed up, and swung her leg over my face. She lowered herself slowly, and I pulled her the rest of the way down.

The taste of her. The heat. My tongue found her clit and she gasped above me, her hands bracing against the headboard. I couldn't see Tessa anymore - my world was Nadia's thighs around my head, her weight settling onto my mouth, the sounds she made when I licked her right. But I could feel Tessa bouncing on my cock, her pace picking up, and I could hear her.

"He's good with his mouth too, isn't he?" Tessa's voice, breathless and smug, somewhere above me.

Nadia moaned. Her hips rocked against my face, chasing my tongue. "Don't - don't stop doing that-"

I gripped her thigh with one hand and worked her with my mouth - lips and tongue and the flat, steady pressure she needed. She was trembling. Tessa was bouncing harder, her walls gripping me, and the dual sensation of Nadia grinding on my face while Tessa rode me was overwhelming in the best possible way.

Tessa came first. I felt her clench around me, her rhythm stuttering, a sharp cry cutting through the room. She shuddered and stilled, panting, her nails digging into my chest through the aftershocks.

She shuddered once more, then laughed breathlessly as she slid off to my side, one hand still dragging lazily across my stomach. Satisfied and shameless.

Nadia lifted off my face just enough for me to breathe. She kissed my jaw, then moved down my body while Tessa watched with that wrecked grin. I watched her through hazy vision - the string lights catching the curves of her body, all that warm dark skin - as she straddled my hips. She reached between us and guided me in, and the first inch made us both groan.

She took all of me. The same way she had two nights ago - slow, deliberate, savoring every inch. She bottomed out and stayed there, her eyes closed, lips parted, adjusting. Then she opened her eyes and started moving. Deep, grinding rolls of her hips that were nothing like Tessa's aggressive bouncing. Slow and consuming. I could feel everything.

Tessa sat up. She shifted to straddle my thigh, her slick warmth pressing against my leg, and leaned forward. Her mouth found Nadia's. They kissed above me - Tessa's hand cupping Nadia's jaw, Nadia's fingers tangling in blonde hair - while Nadia kept riding me. Their mouths moved together while Nadia's hips rolled against mine. I couldn't look away.

I watched them and my brain essentially stopped functioning. This morning I'd been shaking during warm-up, terrified of a crowd. Now two gorgeous women were kissing above me while one of them rode me like we had all night.

Tessa's hand slid between her own legs, touching herself against my thigh while she kissed Nadia. Nadia moaned into Tessa's mouth, her rhythm picking up. Her free hand found mine and pinned it against the mattress, fingers intertwined.

"Switch," Tessa murmured against Nadia's lips. She pulled back and looked at me. "I want to watch you fuck her."

Nadia lifted off me and I moved - suddenly aware of how much more present I was than the first time, how different from the frozen guy in the kitchen. I positioned Nadia on her hands and knees. She arched her back, looking over her shoulder at me with those deep brown eyes, and I pushed into her from behind.

She moaned - loud, unfiltered, her face dropping toward the mattress. The angle was deep. I grabbed her hips and started thrusting.

Tessa lay down in front of Nadia, face to face. She cradled Nadia's jaw and kissed her, swallowing her moans while I fucked her from behind. Nadia's arms gave out and she dropped to her elbows, forehead pressed against Tessa's, panting into her mouth.

Tessa's other hand slipped between her own thighs. She was getting herself off while she watched me drive into Nadia - her blue eyes locked on where our bodies met, bottom lip between her teeth, fingers working fast.

"Harder," Nadia said against Tessa's mouth. I gave her harder. My free hand reached forward and found Tessa's thigh, gripping it, connecting the three of us. The bed frame thumped against the wall. Nadia was moaning with every thrust, the sound half-muffled by Tessa's lips. Tessa was breathing hard, her own finish building, watching everything with those dark blown-out eyes.

Nadia came. I felt it like a vice - her whole body clenching, a cry tearing out of her that Tessa caught with a kiss. She shook underneath me, waves of it, and Tessa followed seconds later - gasping against Nadia's mouth, thighs clamping around her own hand.

I buried myself deep and let go. Everything I had. I came inside Nadia with a groan that didn't sound like me, my fingers gripping her hips, pulse after pulse while both women moaned against each other's lips. Nadia's body milked every drop and I kept coming, kept pushing deep, until there was nothing left and my arms were barely holding me up.

I pulled out and collapsed onto the bed. The mattress shifted as Nadia rolled onto her back and Tessa sprawled out across the remaining space. The three of us lay there in a tangled mess of limbs and sweat and rumpled sheets, breathing.

The string lights pulsed gold above us.

Tessa, predictably, recovered first. "So. That happened." She stretched like a cat, completely shameless, one leg draped over my hip.

"That happened," Nadia confirmed. She was tucked against my other side, her cheek on my shoulder, drawing circles on my chest with her fingertip. Her voice was thick and satisfied.

I stared at the ceiling. My body was wrung out. My brain was running about six minutes behind reality and showing no signs of catching up.

I still hadn't caught up to the fact that this had become my life. A qualifier win in front of fifteen thousand viewers. Kissed on stage by a captain who'd never let anyone close. Kissed on a porch by a girl who'd just dumped her boyfriend for me. And now this - two women in my arms who liked me enough to share.

The guy who used to eat lo mein alone at the Pixel Lounge wouldn't have believed any of it. I barely believed it myself. But I wasn't that guy anymore.

Tessa kissed my shoulder. Nadia's breath slowed against my chest. Down the hall, the faint click of Bri's keyboard and the silence from Kira's room - both saying things in their own way.

Regionals were coming. Kira's kiss was probably already a clip with a million views. Everything was about to get bigger, louder, more complicated.

But lying there - Nadia warm against my side, Tessa's leg hooked over mine - I couldn't stop grinning.

I had no clue what came next. I just wanted tomorrow to get here.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my newsletter for exclusive content, early access to new releases, and subscriber-only stories. No spam - just updates when I have something steamy to share.

Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude, Evelyn Wild
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