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From the Author

I wanted to write about sexy nerds.


People who care way too much about competitive laser tag. Who quote Star Trek at each other as foreplay. Who argue about whether "decimate" means total destruction or one-in-ten. People whose competitive natures don't stop at the arena floor.

Riley and Wes started there. Two captains who couldn't stop fighting, couldn't stop wanting. The sexual tension that builds when you're arguing rotations with someone you desperately want to pin against a wall.

What interested me most was the contradiction. Wes commands respect on the arena floor, calls the plays, leads the team. Then Riley tells him to kneel, and he melts. She's dominant with him. Creative, playful, a little cruel. And then she goes home to Levi, and something in her shifts. Different relationship, different dynamic. Neither version is more real than the other.

People contain multitudes. That's the story.

I've gotten emails over the years asking for more diversity in these books. Not just in who appears, but in what roles they play. One reader wrote: "You know there are Black cucks out there..." He was right. The genre has its tropes, and I've been guilty of leaning on them. Levi isn't here to subvert expectations. He's here because confident, perceptive, secure Black men exist, and they deserve to see themselves in these stories too.

Sexy nerds, women who are dominant with one man and submissive to another, Black cuckolds, and people who dislike Star Trek: Discovery for good reasons are all out there. This book is for them (and everyone else.)

As always, this is fantasy. Real relationships take more time and more awkward conversations than fiction allows.

Thanks for reading.

Love Always,

[image: Raven Signature]
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Chapter 1

The parking lot was almost empty now, just Riley’s Civic and Wes’s Mazda sitting under the buzzing sodium lights. The rest of the team had cleared out twenty minutes ago.

Kayla had given them a look on her way to her car, the look everyone gave them lately, but neither of them noticed.

“If you’d pushed left when I called it, we would’ve had them flanked.” Wes was pacing, still in his gear, running a hand through his hair the way he did when he was working through a problem he couldn’t solve.

“Your call was late.” Riley stood with her arms crossed, her back against her car. “They’d already rotated. I saw Nguyen moving to cover before you even keyed your mic.”

“Because you hesitated. You had a clean shot on their medic and you hesitated.”

“I was covering Kayla. She was exposed on the right flank.”

“Kayla can take care of herself.” Wes stopped pacing and turned to face her. “You second-guessed the play—again.”

“I made a judgment call.”

“You made the wrong call.” He stepped closer. “We dropped two spots in the standings tonight. Two spots. Because you couldn’t trust me.”

Riley pushed off from the car. “Trust you? You called a rotation into a three-man stack. That’s not trust; that’s suicide.”

They were close now. Close enough that she could see the vein in his neck pulsing, the way his jaw tightened when he was trying not to yell. Close enough to smell his sweat through his compression shirt.

She shoved him. Both hands against his chest, hard.

Wes grabbed her wrists before she could pull back. His grip was tight, not painful, just firm enough that she couldn’t get free without actually trying.

“You always do this,” he said. “Every time you’re losing an argument.”

“Let go.”

“Make me.”

She didn’t. They stood there, her wrists in his hands, both breathing hard. The sodium lights buzzed overhead. Somewhere on the boulevard a car alarm went off and neither of them looked.

Riley kissed him first. She always kissed him first, even though she’d never admitted that to herself until right now. Her mouth on his, angry and hard, and his hands released her wrists and went to her waist instead, pulling her against him. She could feel that he was hard through his jeans. That was familiar, too. This whole thing was familiar. The fighting, the grabbing, the kissing in empty parking lots until one of them pulled away and they both pretended it hadn’t happened.

His hands slid up her sides, under her shirt. Under her sports bra. His palms on her bare breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, and Riley made a sound into his mouth that she’d never made with him before.

This was new. Four months of kissing and they’d never gone under clothes. Hands on waists, on backs, pulling each other close. But not this. Not skin.

She froze.

Wes felt it immediately. He pulled back, hands still under her shirt, searching her face. “What?”

Riley stepped away from him. His hands fell to his sides.

“I can’t.” She was shaking. “I’m married, Wes.”

He stared at her. “I know you’re married. You’ve been married this whole time.”

“I know. I know I have. But this is different. This is—”

“Wait.” He held up a hand. “You don’t have some kind of arrangement? With your husband?”

“What? No.”

“So he doesn’t know?” Wes said it slowly, like he was working through a math problem that wasn’t adding up. “You’ve just been doing this. Without him knowing. Without him being okay with you fooling around.”

Riley couldn’t answer. She wrapped her arms around herself, suddenly aware of how cold the desert got at night once the sun went down.

“So you’ve just been jerking me around? Teasing me for months?” He stepped back from her, putting distance between them. His hand went to his jaw, rubbing it the way he did when a strategy fell apart mid-match.

“Teasing you?” She blinked. “You knew I was married. I thought that meant—”

“Meant what? That I couldn’t possibly want more? That I was just your safe little outlet?”

Riley opened her mouth to respond, but nothing came out. She’d never thought about it from his side. She was married, so this obviously could never go anywhere. That was the whole point. That was what made it safe.

Except it wasn’t safe. Not for him. And looking at his face now, she could see how stupid that assumption had been.

“Wes, I didn’t—”

“Four months, Riley.” He laughed, but there was no humor in it. “Four months of this. The fighting, the tension, everyone on the team making jokes. I thought we were—” He cut himself off, shaking his head. “I don’t know what I thought. But I didn’t think I was just some … whatever. Forget it.”

She leaned back against her car. Her legs didn’t feel steady. “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah.” He shoved his hands in his pockets and looked away, toward the boulevard. A truck rumbled past. “So am I.”

They stood there in the orange glow of the parking lot lights, ten feet apart now, where five minutes ago there had been no space between them at all. Riley’s skin still felt warm where he’d touched her. Her nipples were still hard under her sports bra. Her body hadn’t caught up with what was happening.

“I should go,” she said.

Wes was already walking to his Mazda. He didn’t look back.

The drive north took twenty minutes. Riley didn’t turn on the radio. She kept both hands on the wheel and watched the lights of Phoenix scroll past, strip malls and gas stations giving way to quieter streets as she got closer to home.

She’d been cheating on her husband for four months.

The thought sat in her chest like something swallowed wrong. She’d never framed it that way before. It was just kissing. It was just blowing off steam. It didn’t mean anything.

Except it did. It meant something to Wes, who thought she had permission. It meant something to Levi, who didn’t know it was happening. And it meant something to her, even if she’d been lying to herself about what.

She pulled into the driveway. The living room light was still on. Levi was up, probably working late on his laptop the way he did when he couldn’t sleep. Sophie would have been in bed for hours.

Riley sat in the car for a long moment, engine off, keys in her lap. She could go inside and say nothing. Shower off the smell of the arena, climb into bed, pretend tonight was just another Tuesday.

She got out of the car and walked to the front door.

Levi was on the couch with his laptop open, the blue light of the screen reflecting off his glasses. He looked up when she came in and his expression shifted immediately.

“Hey.” He closed the laptop. “You okay?”

Riley stood in the doorway between the living room and the front hall. She didn’t take off her shoes. She didn’t put down her bag. She looked at her husband: tall even sitting down, broad shoulders, dark skin warm against the gray of his old T-shirt. He kept his head shaved close, and in this light, she could see the shadow of stubble coming in. He looked comfortable. He looked like home.

“Is Sophie asleep?”

“Since eight-thirty. Riley, what’s wrong?”

She crossed to the couch and sat down on the opposite end, as far from him as she could get while still being on the same piece of furniture. Her hands were shaking. She pressed them flat against her thighs.

“I need to tell you something.”

Levi set the laptop on the coffee table. He didn’t move toward her, didn’t reach for her. Just waited. He was good at waiting. It was one of the things she loved about him, and right now, it made this harder.

“I’ve been kissing Wes.” The words came out flat, rehearsed, even though she hadn’t rehearsed them. “At league. After games. For about four months.”

Levi didn’t say anything. His face went still in a way she’d only seen a few times in their marriage, usually when he was processing something big. A job offer. A death in the family. The pregnancy test.

“It started after a win,” she said, because the silence was unbearable. “Back in March. Everyone was hyped, and we were arguing about something stupid, and I just … kissed him. I don’t even remember deciding to do it.”

“March.” Levi’s voice was flat. “Four months ago.”

“I told myself it was a one-time thing. Adrenaline. It didn’t mean anything.” She was picking at a thread on her leggings, unable to look at him. “Then it happened again at a tournament afterparty. We were both drunk. And then it just … kept happening.”

“How many times?”

“Five. Maybe six. I lost count.” She heard how that sounded and winced. “Parking lots, mostly. Once in the locker room when everyone else had left.”

“And tonight?”

Riley’s throat tightened. “Tonight, his hands went under my shirt. Under my bra. And then he asked if we had an arrangement. If you knew. When I said no, he looked at me like—” Her voice broke. “He thought I had permission this whole time, Levi. He thought it was okay. And I let him think that. I hurt him, and I’ve been lying to you, and I just couldn’t keep doing it.”

She made herself look at him. He was staring at the coffee table, jaw tight, one hand gripping his knee.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I should have told you after the first time. I should have stopped it. I kept telling myself it wasn’t really cheating because we weren’t—” She stopped. “That’s bullshit. I know that’s bullshit. I was cheating. I’ve been cheating on you for four months, and I’m sorry.”

Levi was quiet. She watched him breathe, watched the muscle in his jaw work. The laptop hummed on the coffee table between them. Somewhere down the hall, the ice maker in the freezer clunked and rattled.

“Show me.”

Riley’s breath caught. “What?”

“Show me where he touched you.”

“Why?”

He looked up at her. His expression was unreadable. “Because I’m asking you to.”

Riley stood slowly. Her legs felt unsteady beneath her. She pulled the hem of her shirt up, exposing her belly, then higher, past the band of her sports bra.

“Here,” she said. Her hands were shaking. “Under my bra. On my—”

Levi stood. He crossed the distance between them in two steps, and his hands replaced hers, sliding under the fabric, palms warm against her breasts.

“Like this?”

“Yes.”

His thumbs brushed her nipples. She shivered.

“Now kiss me.” His voice was low, rough. “Show me how my wife kisses when she’s being a fucking slut.”

Heat flooded her stomach. Her thighs clenched. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d called her that. Months? Maybe a year or more since she’d seen this side of him. It had always been in bed. Always when he was in control, taking her apart with his hands and his voice.

“I said”—his voice dropped even lower—“show me how my wife kisses when she’s being a slut.”

“Yes, Sir.” The words came out quiet, automatic.

She wasn’t sure exactly what was happening. This voice, this tone … she knew it. Just never outside the bedroom.

She kissed him hard, the way it always was with Wes. Angry and hungry. She bit his lower lip, and he groaned, and that’s when she felt it. He was hard against her hip.

Riley pulled back, confused. “You’re—”

“Yeah.” He didn’t sound happy about it. “I am.”

His hands were still on her breasts, thumbs still circling her nipples. This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. She’d expected yelling. Coldness. The quiet devastation of a man deciding whether to leave.

Not this.

“Levi, I don’t understand.”

“I’m asking questions. You’ll answer them.”

“Yes, Sir.” She was pressed against the wall, his body close to hers, his hands on her breasts. Her heart was racing.

He pulled her shirt over her head, unhooked her sports bra, and let it fall. His eyes moved over her body like he was seeing it for the first time.

“Tell me what you wanted. Tonight. When he touched you.”

“I don’t—” She shook her head. “I never let myself think about it. I just kept telling myself it didn’t mean anything.”

“Then what would have happened? If you hadn’t stopped him?”

The question landed somewhere low in her belly. “His hands. Between my legs.”

“And then?”

“I don’t know. I don’t—”

His hand slid down her belly. Under the waistband of her leggings. Under her underwear. She grabbed his wrist—not to stop him, just to hold onto something solid.

His fingers found her. Slick. Swollen. He didn’t say anything. Just looked down at her. She looked up at him, and this was worse than any of it. Worse than the confession, worse than the words. Her body had betrayed her completely.

He pushed two fingers inside her and her knees almost buckled.

“Your body knows.”

He fucked her hard against the wall. No more questions. Just his hands gripping her hips, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Riley wrapped her arms around his neck and held on.

This wasn’t how they fucked. Seven years of marriage and she knew every version of sex with Levi—lazy Sunday mornings, quick ones before Sophie woke up, the occasional date night when they’d both had wine. This was none of those. This was something new. Something that had been hiding underneath.

Her shoulders scraped against the wall with each thrust. She could hear herself making sounds she didn’t recognize. His breath harsh in her ear, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to bruise.

He shifted his angle and hit something that made her gasp. Did it again. Again. Building toward something she couldn’t stop.

“Come,” he said. Just that one word.

She did. It hit her like something rupturing, her whole body clenching around him, a sound coming out of her mouth that she had to muffle against his shoulder.

Levi followed a few seconds later. She felt him pulse inside her, his whole body shuddering, his forehead dropping to her shoulder.

Neither of them moved. Riley could feel his heart pounding against her chest. Could feel him softening inside her. Her legs were shaking. Her back hurt where it had scraped against the wall.

Levi’s hands loosened on her hips. He pulled out slowly, and without him holding her up, she slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor, leggings still tangled around her thighs. He sat down next to her, close but not touching.

The house was quiet. The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. Somewhere outside, a car passed on the street.

“What the fuck just happened?” Riley’s voice came out hoarse.

Levi didn’t answer. He was staring straight ahead, his chest still rising and falling.

“Levi.”

“I don’t know.” He ran a hand over his head. “I don’t know what that was.”

They sat there. Riley pulled her leggings up, more for something to do with her hands than out of modesty. Levi’s pants were still undone. Neither of them made a move to get up.

“He thought I was okay with it,” Levi finally said. “That we had some kind of arrangement.”

“Yeah.”

“For four months.”

“For whatever that’s worth.”

He turned to look at her. “So you were playing both of us.”

“I don’t—” She shook her head. “I didn’t have a plan. I wasn’t scheming. When he wasn’t around, I barely thought about him. It was just … when we were together, fighting, it kept happening. And I kept telling myself it didn’t count.”

“But it did.”

“Yeah.” Her voice was small. “It did.”

Levi leaned his head back against the wall. “I should be furious.”

“You’re not?”

“I am. Somewhere.” He looked down at himself, at the evidence of what they’d just done. “But, apparently, that’s not the only thing I’m feeling.”

Riley didn’t know what to say to that. She was still trying to understand what had happened. She’d confessed to cheating and her husband had fucked her harder than he ever had in seven years of marriage.

“Are we okay?” she asked.

He was quiet for a long moment. “I don’t know yet. But I’m not—” He stopped, started again. “I’m not going anywhere. And I’m not asking you to quit the team.”

“You’re not?”

“No.” He turned to look at her. “And he backed off? As soon as he found out you didn’t have permission?”

“Yeah. He was …” She remembered Wes’s face in the parking lot. The way the confusion had curdled into something worse. “He actually looked hurt. Like I’d been using him.”

“Hm.”

Riley couldn’t read his expression. “What?”

“Nothing. We should go to bed. Sophie’s going to be up in six hours.”

They cleaned up in silence. Riley used the bathroom first, then Levi. She was already in bed when he came in, lying on her side, facing the window. He slid in behind her but didn’t reach for her the way he usually did.

They lay there in the dark. Not touching. Riley could hear him breathing, could tell from the rhythm that he wasn’t asleep.

“I really am sorry,” she said.

“I know.”

More silence. She closed her eyes and waited for sleep that didn’t come. Her body was exhausted but her mind wouldn’t stop. The parking lot. Wes’s face. Levi’s hands. The sound she’d made when she came.

Eventually, her thoughts started to blur at the edges. She drifted.

Levi stayed awake. He stared at the ceiling and tried to make sense of what he’d learned tonight. His wife had been kissing another man for four months. She’d lied to him. She’d let someone else believe their marriage was open.

And hearing about it had made him harder than he’d been in years.

He didn’t know what that meant. He didn’t know what came next.

But he knew he wasn’t done thinking about it.




Chapter 2

Riley woke to the sound of Sophie’s voice drifting up from downstairs. Something about a cartoon, high-pitched and happy. Normal Wednesday morning sounds. Levi’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets already cool.

She lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling. Her body ached in places she didn’t usually ache. Her back, where it had scraped against the wall. Her hips, where his fingers had dug in. Between her legs, a different kind of soreness.

Eventually, she got up and showered, standing under the water longer than she needed to, watching it swirl down the drain. When she finally went downstairs, Levi was in the kitchen making Sophie’s lunch. Sophie sat at the table with a bowl of cereal, kicking her feet against the chair legs.

“Morning, Mommy!”

“Morning, baby.” Riley poured herself coffee and took a sip before setting it down. “Come here; let me do your hair.”

Sophie hopped down from the chair and settled on the floor between Riley’s knees. Her curls were wild from sleep, tangled at the back where she’d tossed and turned. Riley worked through them with her fingers first then reached for the spray bottle and wide-tooth comb they kept on the counter.

“Two braids or one?” Riley asked.

“Two. With the purple elastics.”

Riley sectioned her daughter’s hair, hands moving through the familiar routine. She could feel Levi behind her, moving around the kitchen. They hadn’t looked at each other yet.

She finished the braids and snapped the purple elastics into place. “There. Go check in the mirror.”

Sophie ran off to the bathroom. Riley stood, picked up her coffee, and leaned against the counter. Levi was zipping Sophie’s lunchbox closed. He still hadn’t looked at her.

“Sophie, we need to go,” he called. “Bus in ten minutes.” Then, quieter, to Riley, he said, “Can we talk for a second?”

They stepped into the hallway while Sophie grabbed her backpack from the hook by the door. The house felt too quiet.

Riley crossed her arms over her chest. “Are we okay?” she asked.

Levi rubbed the back of his neck. “I don’t know. Like I said last night, I’m … I don’t know how I feel. It’s weird. I’m not happy. This was some bad decision-making.”

“I know.”

“But you don’t have to quit the team or anything. I’m not going to make this into a thing.”

Riley nodded. She didn’t know what to say to that.

Sophie appeared at the end of the hallway, backpack on, sneakers Velcroed. “Dad, I’m ready!”

Levi held Riley’s gaze for a moment longer. “We’ll talk tonight.”

Then he was gone, Sophie’s hand in his, the front door clicking shut behind them.

Riley stood in the hallway and listened to the car start, back out of the driveway, and disappear down the street.

The house was too quiet without them.

Riley poured more coffee and sat down at the kitchen table with her laptop. She had a design review at eleven and three wireframes that needed revisions before then. She opened Figma and stared at the screen.

Twenty minutes later, she hadn’t touched any of it.

She kept thinking about Wes’s face in the parking lot. The way his confusion had turned into something harder. I thought we were— He’d cut himself off, but she knew what he’d been about to say.

She kept thinking about Levi’s hands on her. The way he’d pushed her against the wall. The sound he’d made when he came.

Her Discord notification pinged. She’d had it minimized, running in the background the way it always did during work hours. She clicked over to it.

The Apex Legends server was active. Normal day-after-game chatter.

@KaylaM: Stats from last night posted in #match-history. We need to talk about that third round.

@DustinT: lmao we got our asses handed to us

@KaylaM: It wasn’t THAT bad

@DustinT: it was pretty bad

@WesC: Their medic keeps drifting left on the second rotation. Watch the VOD at 4:23. We can exploit that Thursday if we adjust our flank timing.

Riley stared at his name. Green dot. Online. Posting strategy breakdowns like nothing had happened.

She scrolled up through the morning’s messages. Wes had been active for hours. Match analysis, clip links, a breakdown of another team’s defensive setup. Professional. Focused. Like last night hadn’t happened at all.

@WesC: @everyone Thursday lineup confirmed? Need to know if we’re running the same comp or switching Marcus to scout.

@MarcusR: I’m good with scout if you need me there

@KaylaM: Works for me. Riley, you in?

Riley’s cursor hovered over the text field. She didn’t type anything.

A DM notification popped up. Kayla.

KaylaM: You coming Thursday? Need to confirm roster.

RileyS: Yeah, I’ll be there.

KaylaM: Cool. We need to work on that left flank rotation. You and Wes were not on the same page last night.

Riley stared at that last message. She could picture Kayla typing it, oblivious, just talking about the game. Just talking about strategy.

She closed Discord without responding and sat there, staring at the desktop wallpaper. A photo from last summer. Her, Levi, and Sophie at the Grand Canyon, all three of them squinting into the sun.

League was tomorrow night. Wes would be there. And she had no idea what she was supposed to say to him.

***

Levi got home at six-thirty. Sophie was at the kitchen table, doing homework, tongue poking out the way it did when she was concentrating. Riley had made tacos because they were easy and she hadn’t been able to focus on anything more complicated.

“Daddy!” Sophie abandoned her worksheet and ran to hug him.

“Hey, bug.” He scooped her up, kissed her forehead, set her back down. “Homework?”

“Math. It’s boring.”

“Math is important.”

“That’s what Mommy said.”

Dinner was normal. Sophie talked about her day, some drama involving someone named Chloe and a stolen eraser that Riley couldn’t quite follow. Levi asked follow-up questions. Riley passed the salsa. They didn’t look at each other.

After dinner, Sophie finished her homework while Riley cleaned up. Levi helped with bathtime then read Sophie two chapters of a book about a magic treehouse. Riley listened from the hallway, leaning against the wall, arms crossed.

By eight-thirty, Sophie was asleep.

Riley was on the couch when Levi came downstairs. The TV was on, but she couldn’t have said what was playing. He sat down on the other end, leaving the middle cushion empty between them.

“So,” Riley said.

“So.”

The TV flickered. Some home renovation show. Someone was knocking down a wall with a sledgehammer.

“I’ve been thinking about it all day,” Riley said.

“Me, too.”

“And?”

Levi leaned back, stared at the ceiling for a moment, then looked at her. “I keep going in circles.”

Riley pulled her legs up onto the couch, tucking her feet under her. “You were hard. Last night. When I told you.”

“Yeah.”

“I mean … I know that’s a thing. For some people. I just didn’t think—”

“That it was my thing?” Levi shrugged. “Neither did I.”

They sat with that for a moment. On the TV, the couple had moved on to the kitchen. Granite countertops or quartz. Big decision.

“Do you want me to stop seeing him?” Riley asked. “I mean, I already stopped. But—”

“I don’t know what I want.”

Riley nodded. She didn’t have the right to push for more than that.

Levi was quiet for a while. “So, he thought we had an arrangement. Is that a thing in the Phoenix laser tag scene?”

Riley almost laughed. “I don’t know. Maybe? Kayla’s poly. There are a few couples in the league who … I don’t know the details. People hook up after tournaments. It’s not that unusual.”

“But you never told him we were open.”

“No. I think he just assumed. Because I was married and kept kissing him, anyway.”

“Can’t blame him for making that assumption.”

“No.”

They didn't speak. On the TV, the couple had chosen quartz.

Silence again. The TV droned on. Something about backsplash tile now.

“I’ve never done anything with anyone else,” Levi said.

Riley blinked. “I … I never thought you had.”

“Yeah, I know. It just seemed important to clear everything up while we’re talking about this.”

“About?”

Levi rubbed his hand over his head. “I got turned on thinking about you with him. About you kissing him. About you wanting him to do other things to you.” He paused. “I’ve been thinking about it all day. And the thought of you being so out of control, so horned up that you just need to get more dick from random men … it’s really hot. I don’t know.”

Riley couldn’t help it. She laughed, just a little. “I don’t think Wes is really a random guy.”

“Yeah, I get that. But he’s also not, like, trying to steal you from me or anything.”

“No,” Riley said, “he’s not.”

“And he backed off when he found out you didn’t have permission.”

“Immediately. He was pissed, but he stopped.”

Levi nodded, like that mattered. Like he was filing it away somewhere.

Riley pulled her knees up tighter. “So, what are you saying?”

“I don’t know what I’m saying.” He looked at her. “I’m just … thinking out loud.”

The renovation show had ended and something else was starting. Neither of them reached for the remote.

“If I didn’t object,” Levi said slowly, “would you want to have sex with him? If there were no consequences to us?”

Riley’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to ask it so directly.

“I … Yes.” The word came out before she could think about it. “I think I would.”

Levi nodded. Not surprised, just taking it in.

“But”—Riley shifted on the couch—“I know some people have open marriages. I just don’t even know what it all means.”

Levi chuckled. “A younger, more radical version of myself would start talking about how marriage used to be about securing property rights. Women were often little better than contracts with wombs, exchanged between families. Not that different from chattel slavery, just because someone was the wrong race.”

Riley smirked. She remembered that side of him. The guy who’d gone to protests, who’d had strong opinions about everything, who’d softened somewhere along the way as they’d settled into mortgages and school districts.

“So, marriage is slavery? And I’m the slave?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Just that things change. What was necessary for one time isn’t necessary for the next.”

Riley let that sit for a moment. “So, what’s necessary now?”

Levi shook his head. “I’m not saying I have this figured out. I’m just saying … I’m not as upset as I thought I’d be.”

They sat there. The new show was some kind of competition. People in chef’s whites running around a kitchen.

“League is tomorrow night,” Riley said.

“Yeah.”

“Wes will be there.”

“Yeah.”

“He’s probably angry at me.”

Levi was quiet for a moment. “Let him know that we talked. That I’m not angry. That we’re figuring things out.”

Riley looked at him. “Okay. We’ll see what he thinks.”

They turned off the TV and went upstairs. Brushed their teeth side by side at the bathroom sink, not talking. Got into bed.

Riley lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. Levi was next to her, close but not touching. She could hear him breathing.

“What if he doesn’t want anything to do with me now?” she asked.

“Then that’s his choice.”

“And if he does?”

Levi didn’t answer for a long moment. “Then we figure it out.”

Riley turned that over in her head. We figure it out. Not a yes. Not a no. A door left open.

She closed her eyes. Sleep didn’t come for a long time.




Chapter 3

Wes’s Mazda was already in the parking lot when Riley pulled in. She sat in her car for a minute, hands on the steering wheel, before making herself get out.

Galaxy Quest occupied a converted warehouse in Central Phoenix, the kind of industrial space that used to be something practical before the neighborhood gentrified. The exterior was unremarkable—corrugated metal, a loading dock that never got used—but inside was different. Riley pushed through the front doors, and the bass hit her first, something electronic and pulsing, loud enough to feel in her chest. The lobby was bathed in purple and blue neon, strips of light running along the ceiling and down the walls. Fog drifted at ankle level, spilling out from the arena entrance. A group of teenagers were clustered by the rental counter, waiting for a birthday party slot. The serious players went around them, toward the back.

The prep area was behind the main arena, a concrete room lined with charging racks for the equipment. Kayla was already there, adjusting the straps on her vest. Dustin was looking at something on his phone. And Wes was in the corner, checking his phaser’s calibration, not looking up when Riley walked in.

“Hey.” Kayla nodded at her. “You ready? We’re up against Nightfall in twenty.”

“Yeah.” Riley grabbed a vest from the rack and started strapping in. Her fingers felt clumsy on the buckles.

Wes was talking to Dustin now, something about their opponent’s defensive setup, pointing at something on Dustin’s phone. His voice was calm, professional. He didn’t glance in her direction once.

This was worse than anger. Anger she could work with. Anger was at least engagement. This was nothing. She might as well have been a stranger who’d wandered in off the street.

“You good?” Kayla had moved closer, voice low.

“Fine.” Riley checked her phaser, the familiar weight settling in her hands. “Just tired.”

Kayla looked at her for a beat too long but didn’t push.

The arena itself was three stories of industrial scaffolding, ramps, and barriers, all of it lit in shifting colors that made shadows move even when nothing was there. Fog rolled through the lower levels. The music was louder in here, bass thudding through the metal grating under their feet.

Nightfall was already in position on the far side. Riley could see their vests glowing faintly in the dark, five players spread across the upper platforms.

“Standard setup,” Wes said over comms. His voice was flat in her earpiece. “Riley, take the left flank with Kayla. Dustin, you’re mid. I’ll push right with—”

He rattled off the rest of the assignments. No discussion, no room for argument. Usually, they’d go back and forth, adjusting on the fly, fighting about angles and timing. Tonight, it was just instructions.

The starting tone sounded. Riley moved.

She and Kayla pushed left, cutting through a tunnel that ran beneath the main platform. The fog was thicker down here, swirling around their legs. Riley’s phaser was up, scanning for movement.

“Contact high left,” Kayla called.

Riley pivoted, fired twice. One hit registered on her vest display. Kayla got the second.

“Rotating,” Wes said in her ear. “Riley, cover the ramp.”

“Covering.” She moved to position, back against a barrier, sightline on the ramp that connected levels two and three.

A Nightfall player came down it. She tagged him clean, center mass.

“Nice shot,” Dustin said over comms.

Wes said nothing.

They pushed forward, coordinated and efficient. Calls were short, professional. Pushing mid. Covering right. Two down, three left. No banter. No arguments about positioning. No Wes in her ear telling her she was wrong about something.

They won by twelve points. It didn’t feel like anything.

The bar area was attached to the main lobby, a handful of high-top tables and a counter that served beer and overpriced nachos. The team clustered around their usual spot, Dustin already flagging down the bartender.

“That flank rotation was clean,” Kayla said, pulling up a chair. “We should run that again next week.”

“Their medic panicked,” Dustin said. “Made it easy.”

Riley stood at the edge of the group, not quite part of the conversation. She was watching Wes, who hadn’t come to the bar at all. He was by the gear racks, stowing his vest and phaser, moving with deliberate efficiency.

Then he grabbed his keys and headed for the door.

“Wes, you coming?” Kayla called.

“Not tonight.” He didn’t slow down. “Good game.”

The door swung shut behind him.

Kayla looked at Riley. Riley looked at the door.

“I’ll be right back,” she said and went after him.

The night air was cooler than she’d expected, the desert chill settling in now that the sun was down. Wes was halfway across the parking lot, walking fast.

“Wes, can we talk?”

He stopped but didn’t turn around. His keys were in his hand. “About what?”

“About the other night. I’m sorry.”

He turned then. His face was hard in the parking lot lights, jaw tight. “You lied to me for four months.”

“I never lied to you.”

“You let me think it was okay. You never corrected me.”

“I didn’t know what you were thinking. You never asked.”

Wes laughed, but there was no humor in it. “So it’s my fault for assuming that a married woman who kept kissing me had permission to do it?”

Riley didn’t have an answer for that.

“I know. I get why you’re mad. But do you really think I was trying to hurt you? While risking my marriage? I fucked up. I was selfish and stupid, not malicious.”

Wes stared at her. Some of the hardness in his face flickered.

“Whatever this was between us …” Riley paused, searching for the words. “I don’t know what to call it. It wasn’t friendship. It wasn’t … anything with a name. It just felt good. Like I could actually be myself.”

A moment passed. A car drove by on the boulevard, headlights sweeping across the lot.

“I believe you that this was not some well-thought-out plan to hurt me,” Wes said.

Riley breathed in. Breathed out. Smiled just a little. “I told my husband. Everything. The kissing, the parking lot, all of it.”

Wes’s expression shifted. Cautious now. “And?”

“He was mad at first. Not at you, though. He was mad at me, and then he wasn’t, and now we’re kind of figuring out what all of that means.”

Wes didn’t say anything. He looked at her then down at his keys, turning them over in his hand. “And now you’re here asking me to be part of … whatever arrangement you two worked out?”

“I don’t know. I know I hurt you, and I’m sorry. And I don’t really know what might be possible going forward.”

Wes took a small step toward her. Looked into her eyes. For a moment, she thought—

“I’m not interested in being some experiment for your marriage.”

The words landed hard.

Riley opened her mouth to respond, but Wes was already turning away, keys in hand.

“Wes—”

He opened the car door. “I’ll see you Tuesday.”

He got in, started the engine, and pulled out of the lot.

Riley stood there watching his taillights disappear down the boulevard.




Chapter 4

Two weeks passed.

Tuesday and Thursday nights came and went. Riley strapped into her vest, checked her gear, took her position on the left flank. Wes called the plays. She executed them. They won more than they lost.

“Rotating mid.”

“Copy.”

“Nice shot.”

“Thanks.”

That was it. That was all of it. Professional, efficient, empty. He didn’t linger after matches. Didn’t come to the bar. Didn’t look at her any longer than necessary. The rest of the team had stopped giving them looks. Whatever tension they’d noticed before had smoothed into something unremarkable. Just two co-captains who weren’t close. It happened.

Riley kept waiting for a crack in the wall. A moment where the old Wes would surface, the one who’d argue with her about loadouts or call her out for hesitating on a rotation. But he stayed behind the professional distance like it was a barrier he’d built and intended to maintain.

Saturday afternoon, Riley was at the kitchen table with her laptop, supposedly finishing a wireframe that was due Monday. Sophie was at a birthday party. Levi was running errands. The house was quiet.

Her Discord notification pinged.

She clicked over to the Apex Legends server. Someone had posted in the general channel.

@DustinT: anyone watching Strange New Worlds? finally a trek show that doesn’t suck

@KaylaM: SNW is solid. Pike deserved his own show

@DustinT: way better than Discovery ever was

@WesC: Discovery had potential. They just couldn’t stop shouting at the audience long enough to let the story breathe.

Riley leaned back in her chair. This was the most she’d heard from Wes in two weeks that wasn’t a callout during a match.

@DustinT: discovery was trash from episode 1

@WesC: The first season had interesting ideas. The execution was the problem.

@KaylaM: here we go

@DustinT: what interesting ideas? it was just explosions and crying

@WesC: The mirror universe arc. Lorca as a secret villain. The Klingon redesign was ambitious even if it didn’t work. They were trying things.

@DustinT: trying to make trek into generic sci-fi action

@WesC: I’m not saying it succeeded. I’m saying the problem wasn’t the ideas, it was the execution. They didn’t trust the audience to think. They just kept telling us how to feel.

@randomguy_47: lol sounds like someone’s mad they made trek “too woke”

Riley watched the typing indicator appear and disappear next to Wes’s name.

@WesC: I waited 12 years after Enterprise ended for new Trek. Twelve years. I was excited. I wanted it to be good. And in the first episode they blow up a ship called the Europa commanded by Admiral Whitebread just to make sure I know this isn’t my franchise anymore.

@randomguy_47: ok boomer

@WesC: I’m 32 and woke as fuck :P

@KaylaM: lmao

@DustinT: “woke as fuck” sure buddy

@WesC: I’m not the enemy here. That’s my whole point. The franchise I grew up loving decided I was the problem just because I’m a white guy, when I’ve been on their side the whole time. That’s what pisses me off.

@randomguy_47: cry more

@WesC: I’m not crying, I’m explaining why the show failed to connect with its core audience

@JordanF: Okay. OKAY. That’s enough. You know the rules. NO STAR TREK DISCOVERY DISCUSSIONS IN THIS SERVER. I don’t care who started it. I don’t care who’s right. We’ve been over this. Thread locked.

The channel went quiet. Riley scrolled back up through the exchange, reading it again from the beginning.

She’d known Wes was a nerd—they all were—but she’d never seen him lay it out like that before. The frustration, the sense of betrayal from something he’d loved. It was the most she’d heard from him in two weeks, and it wasn’t even directed at her.

She realized she missed arguing with him.

She went back to her wireframe. Couldn’t focus. Read the thread again. Closed Discord. Opened it five minutes later to see if anyone had posted anything else. They hadn’t.

Levi’s car pulled into the driveway around four. Sophie came home from the birthday party at five-thirty, hopped up on cake and full of stories about someone named Mia who had a trampoline. Riley made dinner while Sophie recounted every detail of the party to Levi, who nodded in all the right places.

After dinner, Sophie wanted to watch a movie. They put on something animated that Riley had seen three times already.

She sat on the couch with her laptop open, not really working, while Sophie sprawled on the floor with a blanket.

By eight-thirty, Sophie was asleep. Levi carried her upstairs. Riley stayed on the couch, laptop still open to the Discord thread.

Levi came back down and dropped onto the couch beside her. “She was out before I got her to the bed.”

“Birthday party sugar crash.”

“Every time.” He glanced at her laptop. “Working?”

“Not really.” She hesitated then turned the screen toward him. “Wes got into it with people on Discord today.”

“About what?”

“Star Trek. Discovery, specifically.”

Levi raised an eyebrow but took the laptop. He scrolled through the thread, taking his time. Riley watched his face. He read through the whole exchange, then scrolled back up and read parts of it again.

“Huh,” he said.

“What?”

“I get why he’d hate Discovery.”

Riley blinked. “You do?”

“Yeah.” Levi handed the laptop back. “Can’t blame a guy for being pissed when the franchise he sacrificed his puberty to starts friendly-firing at people like him. Progressive white guys getting that treatment from Trek of all things must feel like shit.”

“That’s kind of what he said.”

“At least they got Captain Pike and Strange New Worlds out of it.”

Riley looked at him. “Are you watching Star Trek without me?”

Levi put his hands up in mock terror. “Oh goodness, no. I just keep up on the wikis so I can follow along with some Reddit pages.”

“Huh. Okay.”

The house was quiet, just the hum of the refrigerator and the faint sound of Sophie’s white noise machine drifting down from upstairs.

"Do you want to talk to him?" Levi asked.


Riley didn't answer right away. She thought about the Discord thread. The way Wes had laid out his argument, point by point, getting more frustrated as people dismissed him.

"I miss arguing with him," she said. "That sounds stupid. But that's what I keep thinking about. Not the kissing. The arguing. He was usually right. His ego didn't come from nowhere. That's why it's fun."

"Why what is fun?"

"Challenging him. Making him work for it."

Levi considered that. "The kissing happened after fighting. You thought he'd earned it."

Riley's voice got quiet. "Yeah."

"What's it like now?"

"Now it's nothing." Riley pulled her knees up onto the couch, wrapping her arms around them. "He's polite. Professional. It's worse."

Levi shifted closer to her. His hand settled on her thigh. "Tell me what else you want to do with him."

Riley blinked. "What?"

"You miss challenging him. Making him work for it." His fingers traced slow circles through her leggings. "What else do you miss?"

She searched his face, trying to figure out where this was going. His expression was calm, but there was something underneath it. A tension in his jaw. The way he was watching her.

"I don't know," she said.

"Yes, you do." His hand moved higher. Not demanding, just present. Warm through the fabric.

"Levi—"

"Tell me." His fingers traced along her inner thigh.

"I miss the way he looked at me. When we were fighting." She felt her breath catch. "Like he wanted to either strangle me or—"

"Or what?"

Riley shifted under his hand, pressing into his touch. "Or fuck me."

"And which did you want?"

She met his eyes. "Both. Sometimes at the same time."

Levi stood up. Held out his hand. "Come on."

Riley took it. He led her upstairs, past Sophie's closed door, into their bedroom. He shut the door behind them and turned the lock.

When he turned back to her, his expression had shifted. Focused. Intent.

"Take off your clothes."

She pulled her shirt over her head. Unhooked her bra. Pushed her leggings and underwear down in one motion. Stood there naked in front of him while he was still fully dressed.

Levi sat on the edge of the bed and unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his pants. Freed his cock, already hard.

"Come here."

Riley crossed to him and kneeled between his legs. She knew what he wanted.

"Tell me what you imagined," he said. "In those parking lots. When you were kissing him."

She wrapped her hand around his shaft. "I imagined pushing him against the car."

Levi's eyebrow lifted slightly. "You pushing him?"

"Yes." She stroked him slowly. "Grabbing his shirt. Pulling him down to me."

"What else?"

She licked the head of his cock, tasting the salt of him. "His hands under my shirt. Like that last night."

"What were you doing?"

"Kissing him. Deciding how long." She hadn't quite thought of it that way before. But that's what it was.

Levi's hand went to the back of her head, but he didn't push. Just rested there. "You were deciding."

"Yeah." She took him in her mouth. Slow at first, letting her lips stretch around him. His fingers tightened in her hair.

She pulled back, stroking him with her hand. "I thought about what his cock would feel like."

"In your mouth?"

"Yes." She paused. "And what sounds he'd make. If I could make him—" She stopped, surprised by what she'd been about to say.

"Make him what?"

"I don't know. Lose control, maybe."

Something flickered across Levi's face. Not jealousy. Curiosity.

He pushed her head back down. She gagged slightly as he hit the back of her throat. Held her there for a moment, then let her up.

"You thought about making him lose control."

"Yes." Her voice was rougher now. "When I came home after. When we had sex. Sometimes I thought about him."

"While I was inside you."

"Yes."

He pushed into her mouth again, fucking her face with short thrusts. Riley braced her hands on his thighs and took it.

"What did you imagine?" He pulled her off by her hair, made her look up at him. "Exactly."

"Riding him." The words came before she could think about them. "Watching his face."

"Not him on top of you?"

She blinked. Considered it. "No. I want to see him. I want to watch it happen."

"Watch what happen?"

"All that tension he carries around." She was breathing hard. "I want to be the one who breaks it."

Levi was very still. His cock twitched in her hand.

"Keep going," he said.

"I want—" She stroked him, trying to find the words. "I want him desperate. I want him to want it so bad he can't think straight."

"And then?"

"Then I decide when he gets it."

Levi pulled her up by the hair. "On the bed. Hands and knees."

Riley climbed up, positioning herself the way he wanted. He stood behind her at the edge of the bed. His hands found her ass. Grabbed it, kneaded the flesh.

"How did I end up with such a slut for a wife?"

He slapped her, hard enough to sting.

Riley moaned and giggled at the same time. "Lucky, I guess."

The mattress dipped as he kneeled behind her. His hands ran down her spine, over the curve of her ass, between her legs where she was wet and ready.

"Tell me more," he said. "About what you want to do to him."

She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance. He didn't push in. Just held there, waiting.

"I want to feel him inside me," she said. "I want to know if he fucks different than you."

Levi pushed in an inch. Pulled back.

"Different how?"

"I don't know." She tried to push back against him but his hands held her hips still. "Wilder, maybe. Like he's desperate. What's under all that tension?"

Another inch. Then he slid all the way in. Riley gasped.

He started to move. Slow, deep strokes.

"What else?"

"I want to ride him. Watch his face while I—" She moaned as Levi hit deep. "While I make him come."

"You keep saying that. You on top. You making him."

"Yes."

Levi fucked her harder. His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her head back until her throat was exposed.

"Why?"

"Because—" She was panting now, struggling to form thoughts. "Because I want to see what he looks like when he lets go. When I make him let go."

His free hand slid around her hip, fingers finding her clit. She shuddered at the contact.

"What else do you want?"

"I want—" The words were right there, at the edge of something. "I want him to work for it. Earn it."

"Earn what?"

"Me." She was gasping now, Levi's fingers relentless. "I want to sit on his fucking face and make him beg to be allowed to fuck me."

Levi's rhythm faltered for just a second. Then he slammed into her, harder than before.

"Say that again."

"I want to make him beg." She was almost crying now, overwhelmed by the admission and the sensation. "I want him on his knees. I want—"

The orgasm hit before she could finish. It crashed through her, her whole body clenching around Levi, a cry tearing out of her throat that she barely remembered to muffle against the pillow. He followed seconds later, slamming deep and holding there, pulsing inside her.

They collapsed together onto the mattress. Breathing hard. Neither speaking.

Riley lay face-down on the bed, Levi's weight half on top of her. She could feel his heartbeat against her back, slowly returning to normal.

After a while, he rolled off her. They lay side by side, staring at the ceiling.

"So," Levi said. "That was new."

Riley laughed, still catching her breath. "Yeah."

"You want to make him beg."

She covered her face with her hands. "I can't believe I said that."

"But you meant it."

She was quiet for a moment. Dropped her hands. Stared at the ceiling. "Yeah. I think I did."

Levi turned his head to look at her. "I don't think I've ever seen that side of you before."

"I don't think I knew it was there." She met his eyes. "Is that... okay?"

"The thought of you dominating another man."

Riley looked suddenly vulnerable. "Yeah?"

"It is one of the hottest things I've ever considered."

Riley turned onto her side, facing him. "I don't know where that came from."

"Doesn't matter." Levi traced a finger along her shoulder. "It's real." He paused. "Of course, you know the problem with that."

"We're married?"

He laughed softly. "No. I was going to say you have no idea if he'd be okay with it."

"Oh." Riley blinked. "Yeah."

"You should go find out."




Chapter 5

Riley pulled into the Galaxy Quest lot and found a spot near the entrance. She checked her phone—nothing from Levi, just a text from her mom she’d deal with later—and headed inside.

The team was doing the usual pre-match prep. Kayla checking her vest straps, Dustin scrolling through something on his phone, Wes in the corner running calibration on his gear. He looked up when she walked in. Nodded once. Looked back down.

Progress, maybe. Or just muscle memory.

The match was against a team called Static Shock. Riley strapped into her vest and took her position at the starting zone, Kayla beside her, Wes and Dustin on the right flank.

“Standard setup,” Wes said over comms. “Riley, Kayla, push left. I’ll call rotations.”

The starting tone sounded. Riley moved.

The arena was different at night than during the day sessions—darker, the neon more vivid, the fog thicker at ground level. She and Kayla cut through the lower tunnel, footsteps clanging on the metal grating.

“Contact, upper platform,” Kayla called.

Riley spotted him—Static Shock’s scout, crouched behind a barrier. She fired twice. One hit registered.

“Nice,” Kayla said.

“Rotating mid,” Wes said in her ear. “Riley, cover the ramp.”

“Covering.”

She moved to position, back against a pillar, sightline on the ramp. A Static Shock player came down it, moving fast. She tagged him center mass.

“Two down,” Dustin said. “Pushing right.”

The match unfolded the way their matches always did now—efficient, coordinated, bloodless. Wes called the plays. Riley executed. They didn’t argue, didn’t banter, didn’t do anything but win.

Final score: Apex Legends 847, Static Shock 762.

Afterward, the team gathered in the bar area. Dustin was already on his second beer, recounting a kill he was particularly proud of. Kayla was pulling up the match stats on her phone.

“Wes, your K/D was insane tonight,” she said. “Fourteen and two.”

“Their scout kept taking the same route.” Wes shrugged. “Predictable.”

“Unlike certain Discord arguments,” Dustin said, grinning. “Speaking of predictable.”

Kayla groaned. “Don’t start.”

“I’m just saying, Jordan locked that thread so fast—”

“Because we’ve been over it,” Wes said. His voice was flat but not angry. “Discovery’s a sore subject. People have feelings.”

Riley took a sip of her beer. “Can’t blame you, honestly.”

Wes looked at her. Actually looked at her for the first time in weeks.

“Progressive white guys getting friendly-fired from the franchise they sacrificed their puberty to,” she said. “That must feel like shit.”

Wes stared at her. Something shifted in his expression—surprise, maybe, or recognition.

“Yeah,” he said. “Exactly that.”

Dustin looked between them, sensing he’d missed something. Kayla suddenly became interested in her phone.

“They did listen to the fan reaction, though,” Wes said. “Season two was a lot better.”

“And we got Strange New Worlds out of it.”

Wes tilted his head. “You’ve seen it?”

“I … started it recently.”

Something flickered across his face. Interest, maybe. “What do you think?”

“I like it. Pike’s good.”

Kayla stood up, pocketing her phone. “I’m gonna head out. Good game, everyone.”

“Same,” Dustin said, draining his beer. “See you Thursday.”

They left. Riley and Wes stayed at the table, the conversation about Star Trek hanging in the air between them like a door that had cracked open.

The bar area was emptying out. A few players from other teams lingered by the counter, but no one Riley knew. The neon lights pulsed overhead, purple and blue.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said,” Wes said. “In the parking lot.”

“Which part?”

“The part where you weren’t trying to hurt me.” He turned his beer glass in his hands, not looking at her. “I believe you. I did then, too. I was just pissed.”

“You had a right to be.”

He shrugged, took a sip of his beer. Set it down. “I’m glad it didn’t screw things up. With your husband. I was worried about that.”

Riley hadn’t expected that. “You were?”

“Yeah. I mean …” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I didn’t want to be the reason something blew up for you. Even if I was angry.”

She felt something loosen in her chest. “It didn’t blow up.”

“Good.”

They sat with that for a moment. Someone at the bar laughed loudly then quieted.

“We talked,” Riley said. “Actually talked. Figured some things out.”

Wes looked at her. “I’m not just some sex toy, you know. Here to make your marriage more exciting.”

“Yeah, I know that. Everyone does.” Riley took a breath. “Listen … I don’t know where this is going, or if like, the rules of my marriage are shifting under my feet. But I do know that I’m very attracted to you. I’ve wanted to”—she looked him up and down, moving her hands in something like exasperation—“do everything to you for a while. And I know it won’t screw up my marriage if I do. So … there. That’s everything.”

Wes chewed his lip for a moment, looking at her. “Everything?”

Riley felt heat rise to her cheeks. “Yeah. Definitely yes.”

He held her gaze. The bar noise faded into background static. Someone dropped a glass somewhere and neither of them flinched.

“I have keys,” Wes said. “For late practice runs. Stats review. That kind of thing.”

“Yeah?”

“Everyone should be cleared out in about forty-five minutes.” He glanced toward the door then back at her. “You could come back.”

Riley’s heart was pounding. “I could do that.”

***

Riley drove around the corner to the Target and parked. She sat in her car for a few minutes then went inside because sitting felt unbearable.

She wandered the aisles without seeing them. Home goods. Kitchen stuff. A display of throw pillows she walked past three times. Her phone was in her hand.

She texted Levi: Going to be late. Talking to Wes.

Three dots appeared. Then … Okay.

A pause.

Just talking?

Riley stared at the screen.

Maybe not.

A longer pause this time.

Okay. Text me when you’re heading home.

She stood in the candle aisle, phone in hand, heart hammering. This was really happening.

She checked the time. Thirty-two minutes to go.

She bought a candle she didn’t need and a pack of gum. The cashier asked if she’d found everything okay. Riley said yes without hearing the question.

Back in her car, she checked the time again. Twenty minutes.

She drove to a gas station and filled up her tank, even though it was three-quarters full. Watched the numbers tick up on the pump. Checked her reflection in the car window. Wondered if she should have worn something different than leggings and a team hoodie.

Too late now.

At forty-three minutes, she pulled back into the Galaxy Quest lot. It was nearly empty. Wes’s Mazda was still there, parked near the side entrance.

Riley sat in her car for a moment. Breathed in. Breathed out. Then she got out and walked to the door.

The side door was unlocked. Riley slipped inside and let it close behind her.

The arena was different empty. The music was off, but the neon still glowed—purple and blue strips running along the walls, casting long shadows across the concrete floor. The fog machines were on low, a thin haze drifting at ankle level. Emergency lighting gave everything a dim, underwater quality.

“Up here.”

Wes’s voice came from above. Riley looked up and saw him on the observation deck, leaning against the metal railing, looking down at her.

She climbed the stairs. Metal steps, industrial and loud in the silence. By the time she reached the top, her pulse was in her throat.

Wes was standing by the railing, backlit by the neon glow from below. He’d changed out of his gear and into jeans and a T-shirt. His arms were crossed, but his posture wasn’t closed off. Just waiting.

“Hey,” Riley said.

“Hey.”

She walked over to stand beside him. From up here, the arena floor spread out below them—barriers and ramps and platforms, all of it washed in purple and blue light, fog curling through the lower levels. It looked like a different place without the music and the chaos of a match.

“I used to come up here to call strategy,” Wes said. “Back when I first joined. Before we figured out the comms setup.”

“I remember.”

“You were always arguing with me. Even then.”

“You were always wrong. Even then.”

He laughed. A real laugh, not the bitter one from the parking lot weeks ago. “God, I missed that.”

Riley turned to face him. “I missed it, too. The professional distance thing was worse than fighting.”

“I know.” He uncrossed his arms. “I didn’t know what else to do. I was pissed, and then I wasn’t pissed anymore, and then I just didn’t know how to go back.”

“And now?”

“Now you’re here.” He took a step closer. “Telling me you want to do everything to me.”

“I did say that.”

“You did.”

They were close now. Close enough that she could see the pulse in his throat. Close enough to smell him—sweat, and deodorant, and something else underneath, something that made her abs tighten.

“Wes.”

“Yeah?”

“Are you going to kiss me, or are we going to keep talking about Star Trek?”

He kissed her.

Not like the parking lot kisses—angry, stolen, always stopping before they went too far. This was slower. Deliberate. His hand came up to cup her jaw, tilting her head back, and Riley felt something unclench in her chest.

She grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him closer. He made a sound against her mouth—surprised, pleased—and his other hand found her hip, fingers pressing into the curve of her waist.

“I thought about this,” he said against her lips. “Every time. In those parking lots.”

“Me, too.”

“What it would be like if we didn’t stop.”

“Show me.”

His hands slid under her hoodie, under her shirt, finding bare skin. Riley shivered. His palms were rougher than Levi’s, callused in different places. He pulled the hoodie over her head and tossed it aside, then her shirt, leaving her in just her sports bra.

He stepped back to look at her. The neon light from below painted her skin in shades of purple and blue. His eyes moved over her like he was memorizing something.

“Come here,” she said.

She pulled his shirt off. He was leaner than Levi, more wiry. A scattering of hair across his chest. She ran her hands over him, learning the shape of him, feeling his abs tighten under her touch.

They kissed again, harder this time. His hands found the clasp of her sports bra and fumbled with it for a moment before getting it free. Riley let it fall, and then his mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, moving lower.

“I should warn you,” she breathed. “I just played a full match.”

“So did I.” He looked up at her, grinning. “I don’t care if you don’t.”

She laughed and pulled him back to her.

His lips found her nipple and she gasped. His tongue circled it slowly, then faster when she made a sound. Her fingers dug into his shoulders. He smelled like sweat and exertion and something underneath that was just him.

He walked her backward until her shoulders hit the railing. The metal was cold against her bare skin. Below them, the fog drifted through the empty arena, neon light pulsing in slow waves.

Wes dropped to his knees in front of her.

He tugged at her leggings, pulling them down along with her underwear. She stepped out of them, kicking off her shoes, and then she was naked against the railing with Wes kneeling between her legs.

He looked up at her once, checking, and she nodded.

His mouth found her.

Riley’s head fell back, her grip tightening on the railing behind her. He wasn’t tentative about it—didn’t ease in or tease. Just his tongue, flat and hot, licking through her folds until he found her clit and stayed there.

She moaned, the sound echoing in the empty arena. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open, holding her still. The metal railing bit into her back. Below them, the fog swirled through purple light.

His tongue moved in steady circles, relentless, and Riley felt herself climbing faster than she expected.

“Wes—”

He didn’t stop. His grip on her thighs tightened. She looked down and saw him watching her, eyes dark, and that was what pushed her over. She came with a sharp cry, her whole body shuddering, one hand leaving the railing to grip his hair.

He stayed with her through it, gentling as she came down, until her legs were shaking and she had to push him away.

“Get up here,” she said.

He stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Riley pulled him into a kiss, tasting herself on his lips. Her hands went to his belt, working it open, shoving his jeans and boxers down.

He was hard, straining. She wrapped her hand around him and he groaned into her mouth.

He spun her around, pressing her forward against the railing. Riley gripped the metal, looking down at the arena floor below—fog and neon, purple and blue, swirling in the empty space. She felt him behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance.

He pushed inside her, and she moaned.

This was what she’d imagined. All those parking lot kisses, all those nights lying awake. Him behind her, taking her, finally letting go of all that tension. His hips snapped forward and she braced herself against the railing, the metal biting into her palms.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Riley—”

He fucked her hard, one hand fisted in her hair, pulling her head back. She could see the arena spread out below, the fog catching the light, and it felt like being on display even though no one was watching.

He was different from Levi. Not rougher—more desperate. Like he’d been holding himself so tightly wound for so long that now he couldn’t slow down if he tried. His hands moved constantly—her hips, her back, her hair—like he couldn’t decide where to touch her.

“Wanted this so badly.” His voice cracked on the last word. Something about that vulnerability made Riley’s chest tighten. She pushed back against him, meeting his rhythm.

“Wait,” she said. “Wait—I want to see you.”

He pulled out, breathing hard. Riley turned and pushed him backward until he sat down on the metal grating of the observation deck. She straddled him, knees on either side of his hips, and sank down onto him slowly.

Wes’s head fell back. His hands found her hips, fingers digging in, but he let her set the pace.

She rode him slowly at first, watching his face. The neon light from below caught the planes of his cheekbones, the column of his throat. His eyes were half-closed, his lips parted. She’d never seen him like this—unguarded, undone.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did. His eyes met hers and she saw it—all that tension she’d wanted to unravel finally coming loose.

She moved faster. His hands tightened on her hips but he didn’t try to take over, just held on while she rode him. His breath came in short gasps. Sweat gleamed on his chest. She could feel him getting close, feel his thighs tensing beneath her, his cock swelling inside her.

“Riley—”

“I know.” She didn’t slow down. “I want to watch.”

She braced her hands on his shoulders and rolled her hips, grinding down on him. His fingers dug into her skin. His head fell back and then snapped forward again, eyes finding hers like he couldn’t look away.

“Fuck, I’m—”

“Let go,” she said. “I’ve got you.”

His jaw clenched. His whole body went taut beneath her. She watched his face as he came—the way his eyes squeezed shut, his mouth falling open, a sound tearing out of him that echoed through the empty arena. She felt him pulse inside her, his hips jerking up, and she kept moving through it, drawing it out.

When he finally stilled, his eyes opened. He looked at her like he was seeing her for the first time.

“Your turn,” he said, voice rough.

His hand slid between them, fingers finding her clit. She was already close, had been close since she watched him fall apart. He circled her slowly, then faster when she whimpered.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Come on.”

She shattered. It rolled through her in waves, her whole body clenching around him, her nails raking down his shoulders. She buried her face in his neck to muffle the sound.

They stayed like that, tangled together on the cold metal floor, breathing hard. The fog drifted below them. The neon pulsed. Somewhere in the building, a ventilation system hummed.

After a while, Riley lifted her head. Wes was looking up at her, his expression soft in a way she’d never seen from him. No tension in his jaw. No sharpness behind his eyes.

They stayed tangled together for another moment before Riley finally shifted, climbing off him. Her legs were unsteady. She found her underwear, her leggings, pulled them on. Wes stood and grabbed his jeans.

They got dressed slowly, neither of them rushing. Riley pulled her hoodie back on, ran her fingers through her hair. Wes watched her, something settled in his expression that hadn’t been there before.

“I should go,” Riley said.

“Yeah.” He stepped closer, kissed her once more. Slower this time, without the desperate edge. “I’ll see you Thursday.”

“Yeah. You will.”

They walked down the metal stairs together, through the empty arena. At the side door, Wes held it open for her. The parking lot was dark and quiet, just their two cars under the sodium lights.

“Drive safe,” he said.

“You, too.”

Riley walked to her car and got in. Started the engine. Wes was already pulling out of the lot, his taillights disappearing down the boulevard.

She sat there for a moment, hands on the steering wheel, letting herself just breathe.

Her phone buzzed.

Levi: How’d it go?

Riley smiled.

Good.

Three dots appeared.

I’m glad. Drive safe. See you soon.

She put the phone down. Started driving.

The streets were quiet this time of night. She took the familiar route home, twenty minutes north through Phoenix, strip malls giving way to residential streets.

Her body was still humming. Her mind was still processing. But underneath it all was something simple and clear: this had been right.

She pulled into the driveway. The living room light was on. Levi was waiting.

Riley got out of the car and walked to the front door.




Chapter 6

The house was dark except for the living room lamp. Riley let herself in and found Levi on the couch, TV off, just sitting there. Waiting.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She set down her bag. Took off her shoes. Crossed to the couch and sat down next to him, close but not touching. The house was quiet. Sophie had been asleep for hours.

Levi looked at her. She could feel him reading her face, taking in whatever was written there.

“Tell me what happened,” he said.

Riley took a breath. “We talked. After the match. Discovery came up again, and I actually said that thing you said. About the friendly fire.”

Levi’s eyebrows went up. “You said that to him?”

“Yeah.”

He laughed—genuine, surprised. “How’d that go over?”

“It actually kind of worked. Things thawed.” She smiled a little, remembering. “He said they listened to the fan reaction. Season two was better.”

Levi shook his head slowly, still grinning. “So I accidentally wing-manned my wife. Using Star Trek.”

“Apparently.”

“This is not how I thought my life would go.”

“Is that a complaint?”

“No.” He was still smiling, but his eyes were sharper now. Focused. “And then?”

“We talked more. After the team left.” Riley looked down at her hands. “I told him we figured things out. That it wasn’t an experiment.”

“What did he say?”

“He said he has keys. For late practice runs.” She glanced at Levi. “He told me to come back in forty-five minutes.”

Levi leaned back against the couch cushions, one arm stretched along the back. Not touching her, but close. “So you went to Target.”

“You saw the bag.”

“I saw the candle you’ll never light.”

Riley laughed, some of the tension breaking. Levi’s mouth quirked, but he was watching her carefully. Waiting.

“And then you went back,” he said.

“And then I went back.” She tucked her feet up under her, turning to face him more fully. “The arena was empty. Just the neon lights and the fog machines running on low. He was up on the observation deck.”

She could feel Levi’s attention sharpen, though he didn’t move.

“We talked for a bit. About the arguing, about missing it.” She paused. “And then we stopped talking. He kissed me. Not like before—not like the parking lot. Slower.” Riley picked at a thread on her leggings. “We ended up on the observation deck. You can see the whole arena from up there. All the neon, the fog.”

Levi didn’t say anything. Just watched her.

“We … It was good. He was good.” She was hedging now; she could hear it in her own voice. Skipping over details, smoothing the edges. “It felt like something we’d both been waiting for.”

“That’s it?”

“I mean, we had sex. Obviously.”

“Obviously.” Levi’s voice was mild, but his eyes weren’t. “Did you think about me?”

The question caught her off guard. “Of course. All the time.”

Levi tilted his head slightly. Squinted at her. “Really,” he said. “The entire time, you were thinking about me?”

Riley hesitated. Something in his expression told her she’d made a mistake.

“I thought you said it was good,” Levi said.

“It was.”

“So good you were thinking about your husband the whole time?”

She opened her mouth to respond then closed it. The room felt quiet.

“Don’t lie to me, Riley.”

His voice wasn’t angry. Wasn’t hurt. Just calm. Firm. Like he already knew the answer and was waiting for her to catch up.

“I wasn’t—” She stopped. Took a breath. “Not always. I wasn’t thinking about you the whole time.”

“So he fucked you so good you forgot about me?”

Riley couldn’t tell if he was serious or playing. Maybe both. Her stomach flipped.

“I don’t know about that …”

Levi leaned forward slightly. His voice dropped, quieter now. “What was he doing so well that you forgot about your husband?”

Riley felt heat creep up her neck. Not embarrassment—something else. The way he was looking at her. The control in his voice.

“I didn’t forget—”

“Riley.”

She stopped.

He just looked at her. Waiting.

“When he went down on me.” Her voice was softer now, matching his. “He’s really good at it.”

Levi didn’t react. Just waited.

“I could have forgotten my own name.”

“What else?”

Riley’s hands twisted in her lap. She was wet, she realized. Just from this—from his voice, from confessing.

“When I was riding him. When I made him come.” She swallowed. “The noises he made. The look on his face.”

Levi was still.

“I wanted to watch him fall apart,” she said. “I wanted to be the one who did that to him.”

“And?”

Riley stared at her hands. “And suddenly, this man I’ve been fighting with forever, who I’ve wanted to fuck forever, was underneath me. Inside me. All that tension he carries, all that control—and I broke it. I made him lose it.” She paused, searching for the words. “I felt so powerful.”

Silence. The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. Somewhere outside, a car passed on the street.

Riley looked up at him. “I gave him what he needed. I gave him everything.”

Levi didn’t say anything. The silence stretched between them—not uncomfortable, but heavy. Weighted.

Riley watched his face, trying to read it. He wasn’t angry. Wasn’t hurt. Something else was there, something she was only beginning to understand.

“That’s what you wanted to hear,” she said. “Isn’t it.” It wasn’t a question.

Levi stood up. Looked down at her. “Stand up.”

Riley stood. Her legs felt unsteady.

Levi stepped closer. His hands went to the hem of her hoodie, and he pulled it over her head, slow and deliberate. Then her shirt. He unhooked her bra and let it fall.

She stood there, bare from the waist up, while he was still fully dressed. He looked at her the way he’d looked at her during the interrogation—calm, controlled, taking his time.

His hands went to her leggings. He pushed them down along with her underwear, and she stepped out of them. Naked now, in the middle of their living room, while he hadn’t removed a single piece of his own clothing.

“You were his,” Levi said.

Riley’s throat tightened. “What?”

"You said that you gave him everything. Doesn't matter who was in control. You were his."

Riley looked at the ground, searching for a response.

“You forgot about me.”

She breathed in. Understanding that Levi was building a case against her. “Yes.”

He started unbuttoning his shirt. Unhurried. “Say it.”

The words caught in her chest. She knew he wanted to hear it. She wanted to say it. But it still felt like stepping off a cliff.

“I forgot about you.”

It came out barely above a whisper. A confession she shouldn’t be making to her husband. A truth that should have destroyed something but didn’t.

Levi finished unbuttoning his shirt and let it fall. His belt came next, then his pants. He took his time with all of it, watching her watch him.

When he was naked, he closed the distance between them. His hand came up to her jaw, tilting her face toward his. “Turn around.”

She did.

He bent her forward over the arm of the couch, one hand gathering her hair, holding her in place. She felt exposed, open—still raw from confessing.

But he didn’t enter her. Not yet.

His free hand traced down her spine, over the curve of her ass, then slid between her legs. His fingers found her soaked, swollen.

“You can’t control yourself at all, can you?” His voice was quiet, almost gentle. “You just need to get this filled up.”

Riley’s breath shuddered. “Yes.”

“One cock at home isn’t enough for you.”

“No.”

His fingers circled her clit slowly, and she whimpered. He tightened his grip on her hair.

“You know, when we got married, I had these funny thoughts.” His tone was conversational, almost idle. “Wondering if you’d miss white dick. If you’d ever want it again.”

Riley felt tears prick at her eyes. He’d never said anything like this to her before. Neither had she.

“Apparently, you do. Tell me,” he said. His fingers kept moving, slow and relentless. “Tell me you want more.”

“I want more.” Her voice broke on the words.

“More what?”

She squeezed her eyes shut. Tears slipped down her cheeks—not from sadness, not from shame. From being cracked open like this. From saying the unsayable.

“More white dick.”

“Look at me.”

She turned her head as much as his grip on her hair allowed. His face was calm. Patient. Waiting.

“Say it properly.”

“Yes, Sir.” The words came out rough, barely a whisper. “I want more white dick inside me.”

“Good girl.” He leaned down, pressed a kiss to her shoulder blade. Tender, almost sweet. “Telling the truth.”

His fingers moved with more purpose now, circling her clit with intent. His other hand stayed fisted in her hair, keeping her exactly where he wanted her.

“You’re dripping,” he said. “Just from telling me this. Just from confessing what a slut you’ve been.”

Riley could feel her thighs trembling. The arm of the couch pressed into her hips. Levi’s body was warm behind her, close but not touching, except for his hands.

“Yes.”

“How many times did you come tonight?”

She tried to shift her hips, chasing his fingers, but he pulled her hair sharply and she stilled.

“Twice.”

“Did you scream?”

“I tried not to.” Her voice was ragged. “The arena echoes.”

“But you wanted to.”

“Yes.”

His fingers slowed, drawing circles that made her whimper. She could feel the orgasm building, could feel how close she was, and she knew he could feel it, too. He was holding her right at the edge.

“You’re going to fuck him again.” It wasn’t a question.

Riley dug her fingers into the couch cushion. “Levi—”

“What? You don’t want to fuck him again?”

Tears were sliding down her cheeks now. Her whole body was shaking, held in place by his grip on her hair, by the relentless pressure of his fingers. She could barely form words.

“No … I do.”

“Then you will.” He pulled her hair again, harder this time, angling her head back so her throat was exposed. His fingers pressed down on her clit. “Say it.”

“I’m going to fuck him again.”

“Because you need it.” His breath was hot against her ear. “Because one cock isn’t enough for you.”

“Yes.” She was sobbing now, not from pain, not from shame—from the intensity of being held open like this. From saying things she’d never said out loud.

His fingers moved faster. Relentless.

“Come.”

She did. It crashed through her, her whole body convulsing against the arm of the couch, a cry tearing out of her that she couldn't have stopped if she tried. Levi held her through it, his hand in her hair, his fingers working her until she was shaking and gasping and begging him to stop.

He eased off slowly. Let go of her hair. His hand stroked down her spine, gentle now.

"Such a good girl." His voice was soft. "Telling me everything."

He turned her around. Guided her down onto the couch, onto her back, and settled over her. His weight was familiar, grounding. He brushed the tears from her cheeks with his thumb.

Then he pushed inside her, slow and deep, and his eyes never left hers.

He didn't fuck her hard. Didn't take her the way he usually did when they played like this. He moved slowly. Gently. His forehead resting against hers, his breath mingling with hers.

"I love you," he said. "You know that."

"I know."

"This doesn't change that."

Riley reached up and cupped his face in her hands. His eyes were soft, the control from before melted away into something else. Something that made her chest ache.

"I love you, too," she said.

He kissed her. Slow, deep, nothing like the commanding way he'd handled her moments ago. His hips kept moving in that same unhurried rhythm, filling her, withdrawing, filling her again.

She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer. Her hands traced the familiar planes of his back, the muscles she'd touched a thousand times. He felt like home.

He came quietly, his face buried in her neck, a shudder running through him. Riley held him through it, stroking his back, feeling his heartbeat slowly return to normal.

They lay tangled together on the couch, neither of them moving. The house was quiet around them. Sophie asleep upstairs, oblivious. The life they'd built still intact, just … expanded.

After a while, Levi spoke. "That thing you said before. About wanting to be in control with him."

Riley shifted against his chest. "Yeah?"

"Was it like that tonight? With him?"

She thought about the observation deck. The way she'd kissed Wes first. Pulled him to her. Climbed on top and rode him while he watched her face. She hadn't given him orders. But she'd been the one deciding. The one setting the pace.

"A little," she said. "I didn't plan it. But I was... in charge. More than I expected."

"And he was okay with that?"

She remembered the way Wes had looked up at her. The tension draining from his face as she moved on top of him. The sound he'd made when he finally let go.

"I think he liked it."

Levi was quiet for a moment. His hand traced slow circles on her back.

"Did you get it out of your system?" he asked. "Was what you did to him tonight enough?"

Riley hesitated. Then she looked at Levi. A smile spread slowly across her face.

"No," she said.

Levi raised an eyebrow, curiosity flickering in his eyes. "Hm. Okay then." He smiled.




Chapter 7

Thursday night. Two days since the arena with Wes. Two days since everything that followed at home.

Riley pulled into the Galaxy Quest lot and grabbed her gear bag from the back seat. The nerves she’d expected weren’t there. No awkwardness coiling in her stomach, no rehearsed lines about how to act around Wes. Just the familiar pre-match buzz she always got on league nights.

Inside, the team was already gearing up. Kayla had her vest on and was stretching her shoulders. Dustin was arguing with someone on his phone, something about a fantasy football trade. Wes was at the equipment rack, checking battery levels.

He looked up when she walked in. Smiled. Not a loaded smile, not a secret smile. Just … a smile.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey.”

She grabbed a vest and started strapping in.

“Killswitch tonight,” Kayla said, pulling up the bracket on her phone. “They’re two spots above us in the standings.”

Riley finished tightening her vest straps and tested the fit, bouncing on her heels. The prep area smelled like ozone and sweat, the way it always did on busy league nights. Through the double doors, she could hear the bass thump of the arena music and the muffled pop of laser fire from the match before theirs.

“Their scout is fast,” Wes said. He was leaning against the equipment rack, arms crossed, already in game mode. “But predictable. He always pushes the same corridor on the second rotation.”

“So we bait him,” Riley said. “Let him think he’s flanking, then collapse on him.”

Wes looked at her. “That’s risky. If he doesn’t take the bait—”

“He will. He’s aggressive. He can’t help himself.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Then I adjust. I’ll read it live.”

Wes held her gaze for a moment. Something passed between them—not tension, not anymore. Understanding. Then he nodded. “Okay. We run it your way.”

Dustin looked up from his phone. “Did you two just agree on something?”

“Shut up,” they said in unison.

Kayla grinned. “This is going to be a good night.”

The arena was packed for a Thursday. Riley could see Killswitch through the observation window, finishing their warm-up on the lower level. Their captain was a stocky guy named Hernandez who’d been playing competitively for years. Good instincts, solid tactics. But rigid. He ran the same playbook every match because it usually worked.

Tonight, it wasn’t going to work.

“Okay,” Wes said, gathering the team. “Standard positions to start. Riley and Kayla left, me and Dustin right. But we’re going to shift early—second rotation, Riley pulls back to mid and we set the trap. Everyone clear?”

Nods all around.

The buzzer sounded. Previous match ending. Their turn.

They filed into the arena through the eastern entrance. The fog was thick tonight, curling around their ankles, and the neon had been cranked up—purple and blue washing everything in that surreal glow that made the space feel like another world. The music pulsed through the floor grating.

Riley’s heart rate kicked up the way it always did in these moments. The anticipation. The focus.

She took her position on the left flank. Checked her sightlines. Breathed.

The starting tone sounded.

Riley moved. Kayla was a half-step behind her, both of them cutting through the lower tunnel toward the left stairwell. The fog swirled around their legs. Above them, she could hear footsteps on the metal grating—Killswitch already pushing high.

“Contact upper left,” Wes said in her ear. “Two of them.”

“Copy. Holding position.”

She pressed her back against a barrier, sightline on the ramp. Kayla mirrored her on the opposite side. They waited.

A Killswitch player came down the ramp fast—their scout, just like Wes predicted. Riley let him pass. Let him think he’d gotten through.

“Now,” she said.

She and Kayla pivoted simultaneously, catching him in a crossfire. Two hits registered on his vest. He swore and raised his hands, heading for the respawn zone.

“One down,” Kayla said.

“Rotating mid,” Riley called. “Wes, you ready?”

“Ready. Dustin’s got eyes on their medic.”

Riley climbed the side ladder to the second level, keeping low. The music shifted—something heavier, more urgent. She could see the center platform from here, fog pooling beneath it, neon light cutting through in slashes of purple.

“Their scout’s respawning,” Wes said. “He’s going to push the same corridor again.”

“No, he won’t,” Riley said. “He got burned once—he’ll adjust.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I know how aggressive players think. He’s pissed now. He’s going to try to prove something.”

A beat of silence on the comms. Then Wes said, “So, what’s the call?”

Riley scanned the arena from her elevated position. Fog, neon, shadows moving on the far side. “He’ll push mid this time. Try to catch us off guard. Dustin, hold right. Kayla, swing wide. Wes, you’re with me.”

“Since when do you call the rotations?” Wes asked.

“Since I’m right and you know it.”

She heard him laugh through the earpiece. Actually laugh. “Fine. Moving to your position.”

Thirty seconds later, Wes was beside her on the second level platform. They crouched behind a low barrier, shoulders almost touching. Below them, the scout emerged from the respawn zone and headed exactly where Riley said he would.

“Told you,” she murmured.

“Don’t gloat. It’s unbecoming.”

“You love it.”

He didn’t deny it.

They caught the scout in a crossfire. Riley tagged him twice before he could react, and Wes finished him off as he tried to retreat. His vest lit up red—deactivated—and he raised his hands, heading back to the respawn zone again.

“Two down on their side,” Dustin reported. “I got their medic trying to flank.”

“Nice. Kayla, status?”

“Holding left. Their captain is playing conservative. Staying back near their base.”

Riley looked at Wes. “Hernandez is waiting for us to overextend.”

“So we don’t overextend.”

“Or we bait him out.” She was already thinking three moves ahead. “If Dustin pushes right and makes noise, Hernandez will think we’re committing. He’ll move up to support.”

“And then?”

“And then you drop down to lower level, come up behind him while I keep his attention from here.”

Wes considered it. “That’s a lot of movement. If their scout respawns while I’m out of position—”

“Kayla covers the scout. Dustin keeps their medic busy. It’s fifteen seconds, maybe twenty.”

“Fifteen seconds is a long time.”

“You’re fast.” She met his eyes. “Trust me.”

Wes held her gaze for a moment. Then he nodded. “Dustin, make some noise on right. Draw their attention.”

“On it.”

Riley watched through the barrier as Dustin broke from cover and pushed aggressively down the right corridor, firing as he went. The sound echoed through the arena—laser fire, Dustin whooping, deliberate chaos.

Below, she saw movement. Hernandez, stepping out from his protected position near the Killswitch base. Taking the bait.

“He’s moving,” she said. “Go.”

Wes dropped over the railing, catching the ladder and sliding down to the lower level. Riley lost sight of him in the fog, but she could track his progress by the faint sound of his footsteps on the metal grating.

She stood up from cover. “Hey, Hernandez!”

The Killswitch captain spun toward her, raising his gun. She fired twice, keeping him focused on her position. He ducked behind a barrier, returning fire. Her vest registered a hit—five seconds of deactivation. She dropped back down, counting.

Three. Four. Five.

Her gun hummed back to life. She popped up again, firing to keep Hernandez pinned.

“Now,” she said into the comms.

Wes emerged from the fog behind Hernandez like a ghost. Three shots, center mass. The Killswitch captain’s vest lit up red.

“Got him,” Wes said. She could hear the grin in his voice.

After that, Killswitch fell apart.

Without Hernandez directing them, their coordination crumbled. Riley and Wes picked them off one by one—the scout pushing too aggressively again, the medic caught out of position, the remaining players making desperate solo plays instead of working together.

“Push their base,” Riley called. “Finish it.”

The four of them moved as a unit, sweeping through the lower level, clearing corners, covering each other’s angles. It felt different than it had in weeks. Fluid. Natural. Like something had finally clicked into place.

They hit the Killswitch base with two minutes left on the clock. Kayla tagged the last defender, and the buzzer sounded.

Final score: Apex Legends 1,247. Killswitch 891.

Not even close.

The bar area was loud. Dustin had bought a round of beers and was replaying the Hernandez takedown for anyone who would listen, complete with hand gestures.

“And then Wes just appears out of nowhere—like Batman, I swear—and Hernandez didn’t even see it coming.”

“I saw it coming,” Kayla said. “Riley called it thirty seconds before it happened.”

“That’s because Riley’s a goddamn psychic.” Dustin raised his glass toward her. “Seriously, what was that? You were reading them like a book.”

Riley shrugged, but she couldn’t keep the smile off her face. “They were predictable.”

“They’re ranked above us—were ranked above us.” Kayla pulled up the standings on her phone. “We just jumped two spots. If we keep playing like this, we’re a lock for regionals.”

“When we keep playing like this,” Wes corrected, leaning back in his chair, relaxed in a way Riley hadn’t seen in weeks. “That’s the best we’ve played all season.”

“Agreed.” Kayla looked between Riley and Wes. “Whatever you two worked out, keep doing it.”

Riley finished her beer and stood up. “I should head out. Sophie’s got a thing tomorrow morning.”

“I’ll walk you out,” Wes said, pushing back from the table. “Need to grab something from my car, anyway.”

Kayla and Dustin exchanged a look but said nothing.

Outside, the night air was cool, a relief after the heat of the arena. They walked toward the parking lot in comfortable silence.

“Good game,” Wes said.

“You, too.”

He smiled. “Thursday?”

“Thursday.”

She got in her car and watched him walk toward his Mazda. Her phone buzzed before she’d even started the engine.

Wes: For the record, you were right about the scout.

She laughed and typed back: I’m always right.

Wes: Don’t push it.

A pause. Then another message.

Wes: I’m hoping what happened wasn’t a one-time thing.

Riley stared at the screen for a moment. Then typed: It wasn’t.

Wes: Good.

***

The house was quiet when she got home. Levi was on the couch, laptop open, something work-related on the screen. He closed it when she walked in.

“How’d it go?”

“We destroyed them.” Riley dropped her gear bag by the door and flopped onto the couch beside him. “Killswitch. They were ranked two spots above us.”

“Were?”

“Were.” She grinned. “We jumped them in the standings. Kayla says we’re a lock for regionals if we keep playing like this.”

Levi shifted to face her. “So things are good? With the team?”

“Things are great. It was the best we’ve played all season.” She tucked her feet under her, still buzzing. “Wes and I were actually arguing again. During the match, I mean. Calling plays, adjusting strategy. It was like before, but better. Like something clicked.”

“Funny how that works.”

Riley smiled. “Yeah. Funny.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a moment. The house was dark except for the lamp beside the couch. Sophie had been asleep for hours.

“I want to watch sometime,” Levi said.

Riley was still riding the high from the match. “Well, if we make it to the championship, I’d expect you to come. It’s in Vegas this year. We could make a whole—”

“Riley.”

She stopped. Looked at him.

“I wasn’t talking about laser tag.”

Oh.

The buzzing energy in her chest shifted into something else. Something lower, warmer.

“You want to watch me with him.”

“Yeah.”

Riley let that settle over her. She’d known it was coming, somewhere in the back of her mind. Ever since that night on the couch, maybe before. But hearing him say it out loud made it real.

She waited for the nervousness to hit. The hesitation. It didn’t come.

Instead, she thought about the observation deck. The neon light, the fog, the arena spread out below. Wes inside her while Levi watched from the shadows.

“I’d have to ask him,” she said. “If he’d be okay with it.”

Levi nodded. “Of course.”

“It’s not just about us. He has to want it, too.”

“I know.” He reached over and took her hand. “I’m not trying to rush anything. Just … telling you what I want.”

Riley looked at their intertwined fingers. His skin dark against hers. The ring she’d worn for seven years.

“Okay,” she said.

Not a question. A decision.

“We’ll figure it out,” Levi said.

“Yeah. We will.”




Chapter 8

Andromeda was Galaxy Quest’s bigger, shinier cousin. Same industrial bones—converted warehouse, metal scaffolding, fog machines—but everything scaled up. Three arenas instead of one, stadium seating for spectators, a proper announcer booth with screens showing live feeds of the matches. Teams from across Arizona and New Mexico had driven in for the weekend. The parking lot was packed by noon.

Riley strapped into her vest in the staging area, rolling her shoulders to settle the weight. They’d already won their first two matches—one against a team from Tucson that barely put up a fight, another against a Phoenix crew they’d played before. Now it was the finals.

“Decimation,” Dustin said, reading the bracket on his phone. “That’s who we’re up against.”

Wes made a face. “I hate that name.”

“Why?”

“Because ‘decimate’ means to reduce by one tenth. It’s a Roman military punishment. Killing one in ten soldiers. It doesn’t mean total destruction.”

“Dude,” Dustin said, “nobody cares about—”

Riley cut him off. She walked straight up to Wes, looked him in the eye, and dropped her voice into a raspy growl. “Use your aggressive feelings, boy. Let the hate flow through you.”

She turned to the others with exaggerated seriousness. “We must give into the anger. It gives us focus.”

Kayla groaned. “Oh my god. Get a room, you two.”

Wes was staring at Riley. “You just quoted Emperor Palpatine. From both Return of the Jedi and Revenge of the Sith.”

Kayla and Dustin turned away, already moving toward the equipment check station. “We’re gonna go make sure the batteries are topped off,” Kayla called over her shoulder.

Riley looked back at Wes. “He was only ‘Chancellor Palpatine’ in Revenge of the Sith.”

Wes bit his lip. His jaw tightened, but his eyes dropped to her mouth.

The others had moved on, checking gear, not listening.

Riley leaned in close, her voice dropping. “I am going to take really good care of you when we win.”

She turned and walked away, putting way more sway in her hips than was strictly necessary. She could feel his eyes on her back.

She smiled to herself, knowing she was both an incredible dork and a sexual force of nature. Somehow, those two things weren’t mutually exclusive.

Decimation had earned their name—linguistic accuracy be damned. They were fast, coordinated, and their captain ran a tight ship. Within the first two minutes, they’d tagged Dustin twice and pinned Kayla in a bad position on the lower level.

“They’re collapsing on left,” Riley said into comms. “Wes, I need you to—”

“Already moving.”

He emerged from behind a barrier on the second level, drawing fire away from Kayla. Riley used the opening to rotate mid, finding a sightline on their medic.

Two shots. Hit.

“Nice,” Wes said.

“Push now. Before he respawns.”

They fought for every point. Decimation didn’t give them anything for free. Riley took a hit pushing through the lower tunnel and had to jog back to the respawn zone, watching the play unfold without her for precious seconds. The lead changed hands three times in the first half. Andromeda’s fog machines were cranked higher than Galaxy Quest’s, thick enough that she lost sight of Kayla twice in the chaos. Her vest was soaked with sweat, clinging to her back. Her throat was raw from calling plays, and somewhere along the way, she’d scraped her palm on a metal railing hard enough to sting.

Around the eight-minute mark, Decimation’s captain made a bad read—pushed too aggressively on a rotation Riley had been waiting for. She and Wes caught him in a crossfire, same play they’d run on Hernandez two weeks ago.

Their medic overcompensated, tried to cover too much ground, and Dustin picked her off from the upper platform. Their scout respawned and pushed the same corridor he’d pushed three times already—Kayla was waiting.

Final score: Apex Legends 1,389. Decimation 1,102.

The buzzer sounded. Riley stood in the center of the arena, breathing hard, and then Kayla slammed into her with a hug that nearly knocked her off her feet.

“We did it! We fucking did it!”

Dustin was whooping somewhere behind them. Wes jogged over from his position on the upper level, grinning wider than Riley had ever seen him. He high-fived Dustin, then Kayla, then turned to Riley.

For a moment, she thought he might kiss her right there. Instead, he pulled her into a hug—brief, hard, appropriate for teammates.

“Vegas,” he said in her ear.

“Vegas.”

Photos with the team, handshakes with the tournament organizers, a cheap plastic trophy that Dustin immediately pretended to drink from. The Andromeda staff announced their qualification for nationals—Vegas, three weeks out—and Riley felt something expand in her chest.

They’d actually done it.

“Drinks,” Kayla announced. “On me. There’s a place around the corner.”

The bar was loud and crowded, full of other teams from the tournament. They squeezed into a booth near the back, Kayla and Dustin on one side, Riley and Wes on the other. The waitress brought a pitcher of beer and four glasses without being asked.

“To us,” Dustin said, raising his glass. “Regional champs. Vegas bound.”

They clinked glasses. Riley took a long drink, the cold beer hitting her dry throat.

“Okay, but seriously,” Kayla said, leaning forward. “That play on their captain. The crossfire. You two have been running that same setup for weeks now. How did they not see it coming?”

“Because Riley sells it,” Wes said. “She draws their attention, makes them think she’s the threat. By the time they realize I’m flanking, it’s too late.”

“It only works because Wes moves fast,” Riley said. “If he’s even two seconds slower, I’m exposed.”

Dustin shook his head. “You two are disgusting. You know that, right? The rest of us are just here to fill out the roster.”

“That’s not true,” Riley said. “You got their medic on that upper platform shot. That was huge.”

“She’s right,” Wes said. “If you didn’t make that shot, they’d stabilize and we’d be in trouble.”

Dustin sat up straighter. “Yeah. Yeah, I did do that.”

Kayla rolled her eyes and poured herself another glass.

“So Vegas,” she said. “Three weeks. We need to talk logistics.”

“Jordan said he might be able to get us a team rate at one of the hotels,” Wes said. “He knows someone who knows someone.”

“As long as it’s on the Strip, I don’t care,” Dustin said. “I want to be able to stumble back from the blackjack tables.”

“You’re going to lose all your money before the tournament even starts,” Kayla said.

“That’s the plan.”

“No one is getting wasted before we play,” Wes said. “We didn’t come all this way to lose because someone’s hungover.”

“Fine, fine.” Dustin held up his hands. “I’ll save the blackouts for after we win.”

“After we win,” Kayla agreed. “Then you can do whatever you want.”

Riley laughed. “What’s the format for nationals? Same as regionals?”

“Double elimination bracket,” Wes said. “Sixteen teams. Two days. Finals on Sunday night.”

“Who else qualified from our region?”

“Killswitch, probably. Maybe Vanguard if they won their bracket today.”

“Killswitch again.” Dustin groaned. “Hernandez is going to be out for blood after what we did to him.”

“Good,” Riley said. “Let him be angry. Angry players make mistakes.”

Wes glanced at her, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Use your aggressive feelings, boy.”

“Let the hate flow through you,” Riley finished.

Kayla threw a napkin at them. “I swear to god, if you two start quoting Star Wars at each other again—”

Riley’s phone buzzed. She glanced at it then let her expression shift into a frown.

“Ugh. Kid stuff.” She stood up, grabbing her jacket. “Sorry, I gotta go deal with this.”

“Everything okay?” Kayla asked.

“Yeah, just … you know. Mom duties never stop.” She dropped cash on the table. “Great game today. See you all Thursday.”

Ten minutes later, Wes yawned elaborately and stretched.

“I should head out, too. Meeting tomorrow morning, New York time.”

Dustin squinted at him. “On a Sunday?”

“Finance people.” Wes shrugged. “They don’t care.”

***

She drove to Galaxy Quest, her body still buzzing from the win. The parking lot was empty. She texted Wes: I’m here.

Wes: 5 min.

She leaned against her car and waited, the night air cool against her skin. The adrenaline from the tournament was still there, humming underneath everything. They’d won. They were going to Vegas.

Headlights swept across the lot. Wes pulled in beside her and cut the engine.

He pulled out his keys and unlocked the side door. “After you.”

Inside, the arena was dark except for the neon—purple and blue strips glowing along the walls, casting long shadows across the concrete.

Riley looked at the fog machine controls on the wall. “Turn those on,” she said.

Wes raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. He flipped the switch and the machines hummed to life, haze beginning to curl across the floor.

Riley walked down the entrance ramp and stepped onto the arena floor itself. The metal grating under her feet. The barriers and scaffolding rising around her. It felt different without her vest on. Without the chaos and the other players. Just the space where they’d spent months fighting, arguing, wanting.

Wes followed her down. He stopped a few feet away, backlit by neon, fog swirling around his ankles.

“We won,” Riley said.

“We did.”

She crossed the distance between them and grabbed the front of his shirt. “I told you I was going to take care of you.”

“You did.”

She kissed him hard, her teeth catching his lower lip. He made a sound against her mouth—surprised, pleased—and his hands came up to her waist.

She walked him backward through the fog until his shoulders hit a barrier. The same barriers they’d used for cover during matches, crouched behind with vests on and guns raised. Now she pressed him against it, her hands working at his belt.

“Riley—”

“Shut up.” She bit his lower lip again. “You don’t get to talk right now.”

His belt came loose. She shoved his jeans down just far enough, wrapping her hand around his cock. He was already hard, straining against her palm.

“You’ve been thinking about this all day,” she said.

He nodded.

“Since the bar? Or before?”

“Since you quoted Palpatine at me.”

She laughed, low and pleased. “That’s what does it for you?”

“You have no idea.”

She stroked him slowly, watching his face. The neon caught the lines of his jaw, the way his throat worked when he swallowed.

“Take off your shirt,” she said.

He pulled it over his head. She ran her free hand across his chest, feeling his muscles tense under her touch.

“Now lie down.”

He lowered himself onto the metal grating of a low platform, the fog swirling around him. Riley stood over him for a moment, looking down. Then she kneeled between his legs and took his cock in her mouth.

She went slow. Teasing. Taking him deep, then pulling back to lick the head while he groaned above her. His hips jerked and she pressed them down with both hands.

“Stay still.”

“Riley—”

“What did I say about talking?”

She took him deep again, feeling him twitch against her tongue. She could have made him come like this. Could have kept going until he fell apart. But she had other plans.

She released him with a wet pop and stood up. Pulled her shirt over her head, unhooked her bra, let them fall. Stripped off her jeans and underwear while he watched, his chest heaving.

Then she moved up his body and straddled his face, one hand bracing against a barrier for balance.

“Your turn.”

His mouth found her immediately. Riley gasped, her grip tightening on the barrier. He licked through her folds, finding her clit with that same focused intensity she remembered from the observation deck.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

She reached back with her free hand and found his cock, stroking him in time with his tongue. He groaned against her and the vibration made her shudder. The fog swirled around them, cool against her heated skin. Neon light painted everything in shades of purple.

She ground down against his mouth, taking what she wanted. His hands came up to grip her thighs, but she knocked them away.

“No hands. Just your mouth.”

He obeyed. His tongue circled her clit, then flattened against it, then circled again. She could feel herself climbing already, wound tight from hours of anticipation.

“I’m going to come on your face,” she said. “And then I’m going to ride you until you can’t remember your own name.”

He moaned against her. His hips bucked up into her hand.

“Not yet,” she said. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

She felt the orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly. His tongue was relentless, circling and pressing exactly where she needed it. She stopped stroking him—couldn’t focus on anything except the pleasure building between her legs.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

He didn’t. She came with a cry that echoed through the empty arena, her thighs clamping around his head, her whole body shaking. He kept licking her through it, gentler now, until she had to pull away.

She sat back on his chest, breathing hard. Looked down at him. His face was wet, his lips swollen, his eyes glazed.

“Good boy,” she said.

His cock twitched against her back.

She shifted down his body, positioning herself over him. Took his cock in her hand and guided it to her entrance.

“Now,” she said, “you can come when I tell you to.”

She sank down onto him slowly, inch by inch, watching his face the whole time. His jaw clenched. His hands fisted at his sides.

“You want to touch me,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Ask nicely.”

“Please.” His voice was strained. “Riley, please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me touch you.”

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. He squeezed, his thumbs brushing her nipples, and she rewarded him by rolling her hips.

She rode him slow at first, grinding down, feeling every inch of him. The metal grating bit into her knees, but she didn’t care. The fog swirled around them. The neon pulsed.

“God, you feel good,” she breathed.

He nodded, beyond words now.

She picked up the pace. Braced her hands on his chest and rode him harder. One of his hands moved to her hip, gripping tight, while the other stayed on her breast, squeezing, his thumb circling her nipple.

“Riley … I’m close—”

“Not yet.”

She slowed down, keeping him right at the edge. He groaned in frustration, his head falling back against the platform.

“That rotation on their captain,” she said, still moving slowly. “You were perfect.”

“Are you—” He let out a shaky breath. “Are you seriously talking about the match right now?”

She lifted almost all the way off him then sank back down. Slow. Deliberate.

“When you came out of the fog behind Hernandez …” She did it again. Up. Down. “I wanted to fuck you right there.”

“Jesus.”

“In front of everyone.” She clenched around him. “Would you have let me?”

He couldn’t answer. His jaw was tight, every muscle in his body straining. His hand squeezed her breast harder.

She leaned down, her lips against his ear. “Would you have let me ride you in the middle of the arena? With Kayla and Dustin watching? With Hernandez watching?”

“Yes.” It came out like a sob. “Fuck, yes.”

She sat back up and started moving again. Faster now, but not fast enough to push him over.

“I love watching you like this,” she said. “All that control you carry around … gone.”

His hand on her hip tightened hard enough to bruise. She didn’t mind.

“Please, Riley.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

She rode him harder, chasing her own pleasure now. She could feel another orgasm building, different from the first—deeper, slower.

“Not until I do,” she said. “Can you hold on that long?”

“I don’t … I don’t know—”

“You can.” She ground down against him, finding the angle that hit her just right. “You will.”

She rode him faster, one hand braced on his chest, the other reaching down to touch herself. His eyes tracked the movement, dark with want.

“Watch me,” she said.

He did. His hand on her breast squeezed in rhythm with her movements. His hips bucked up to meet her and she let him, let him chase it, both of them climbing together.

“That’s it.” Her fingers circled her clit. “Just like that.”

The orgasm was right there, right at the edge. She could feel him swelling inside her, feel how hard he was fighting to hold back.

“Riley … please … I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.” She was gasping now, her thighs burning, sweat slicking her skin. “Just a little longer.”

She ground down hard, rubbing her clit, and it hit her—a wave of pleasure that started deep and radiated outward.

She cried out, clenching around him, her whole body shaking.

“Now,” she managed. “Come now.”

He did. His back arched off the platform, a sound tearing out of him that echoed through the empty arena. She felt him pulse inside her, his hand gripping her hip so hard it would leave marks. She kept moving, drawing it out, until he was shaking beneath her.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them breathing hard. The fog swirled around them, the neon pulsing overhead.

They lay there for a while, tangled together on the platform. The metal grating was cold against Riley’s skin, but she didn’t want to move. Wes’s hand traced lazy patterns on her back. Her head was on his chest, rising and falling with his breath.

“We should probably get up,” he eventually said.

“Probably.”

Neither of them moved.

Riley shifted, propping her chin on his chest so she could see his face. “Vegas in three weeks.”

“Yeah.” He was smiling, loose and satisfied. “Nationals. Can you believe it?”

“I can, actually. We’re good.”

“We are.”

The fog had started to thin, the machines cycling down. The neon still pulsed, painting everything in soft purple light. Riley traced a finger along his collarbone, feeling his heartbeat slow beneath her.

“Levi wants to watch sometime,” she said.

Wes’s hand stilled on her back. “Well, it’s the championship. Of course he should watch.”

“That isn’t what I meant.”

Silence. She felt his chest rise and fall. His hand resumed its movement on her back, slower now.

“Oh,” he said.

They lay in silence for another minute. Riley could almost hear him thinking.

“You don’t have to say yes,” she said. “If you’re not into it, we don’t do it. No hidden rules, no pressure. Just … tell me what you actually want.”

Wes was quiet for a moment. His hand resumed its movement on her back.

“I think I’d be okay with it,” he said slowly. “I think. But let me sit with it for a bit. We can talk before Vegas.”

“Okay.”

He paused. “When I met Levi, I thought he could be kind of … intense.”

Riley laughed. “He can be.”

“That’s not a bad thing. Just …” He paused. “He seemed like someone who doesn’t do anything halfway.”

“He knows how to calibrate in different circumstances.”

“Good to know.” He smiled, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. “Now, can we get off this metal grating? My ass is freezing.”

Riley laughed and rolled off him.

They gathered their clothes from where they’d scattered across the arena floor, dressing in the dim purple light.

At the side door, Wes paused with his hand on the handle.

“You leave first,” he said. “I’ll lock up.”

“Maintaining discretion?”

“Something like that.” He leaned in and kissed her, softer than before. “Good game today. All of it.”

“You, too.”

She walked out into the cool night air. The parking lot was still empty except for their two cars. She got into hers and pulled out her phone. It was still on “do not disturb” from the tournament.

One text from Levi, sent twenty minutes ago: How was it?

She typed back: Great! We won!

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Levi: That isn’t what I meant. And you already told me.

She laughed out loud in her empty car.

Riley: Heading home now. I’ll tell you everything.

She started the engine. In her rearview mirror, she saw the lights inside Galaxy Quest flicker off.

Three weeks to Vegas.




Chapter 9

Thursday night league was looser than usual. The pressure of qualifying was behind them, and nationals was still two weeks out. They played a team called Phantom Brigade and won by a comfortable margin—not their best game, but solid. Everyone was still riding the high from the tournament.

“Drinks?” Kayla asked as they stowed their gear.

“Can’t tonight,” Riley said. “Sophie’s got an early thing tomorrow.”

“I should head out, too,” Wes said. “Need to review some footage before Tuesday.”

Dustin rolled his eyes. “You two are no fun.”

Fifteen minutes later, Riley was staring down at Wes while he pressed his mouth into her. She held the back of his head, fingers twisted in his hair.

“Don’t you dare look away from me,” she said.

He didn’t. His eyes stayed locked on hers while his tongue worked, kneeling on the concrete floor of the prep area while she stood over him, her back against the equipment rack.

“Slower,” she said. “Right there.”

He obeyed. His tongue circled her clit with maddening patience. Her thighs were shaking but she kept her grip on his hair, kept her eyes on his. His hands stayed where she’d put them—flat on the concrete, palms down. She could see the bulge in his jeans, the way his hips shifted slightly, searching for friction that wasn’t there.

“Good. Now faster.”

His tongue picked up the pace. She watched his eyes glaze over, watched him disappear into the task of making her come.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

She came with her hand fisted in his hair, pulling hard enough to hurt. He kept licking her through it, gentler now, until she pushed him away.

“Stand up.”

He did, his cock straining against his jeans. She kicked her jeans and underwear off from around her ankles and turned around, bracing her hands on the equipment rack.

“Take me from behind. And keep your hands behind your back.”

She heard his belt buckle, the rustle of fabric. Then she felt the head of his cock searching for her opening, nudging against her, adjusting without the help of his hands. She smiled to herself.

He found the right angle and pressed into her, stretching her open, his hands clasped obediently at the small of his back.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now fuck me. Slow.”

He moved the way she told him. Long, slow strokes that made her feel every inch of him. Without his hands to grip her hips, he had to work harder to find his rhythm—his thrusts slightly unsteady, searching.

“Faster,” she said.

He sped up.

“Harder.”

He slammed into her, the equipment rack rattling against the wall. She braced herself and pushed back to meet him.

“Don’t come until I tell you.”

A strangled sound from behind her. She smiled.

She reached down between her legs, fingers finding her clit, and started rubbing in tight circles. He kept fucking her, his breath ragged, his pace faltering as he fought to hold back.

“Now,” she gasped. “Come now.”

He groaned and slammed into her one last time, his whole body shuddering. She came a second later, clenching around him, her forehead pressed against the cold metal of the rack.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing hard.

“You can put your hands down now,” she said. “Touch my ass if you want.”

He immediately did.

***

An hour later, Riley was bent over the arm of the couch, Levi’s hand coming down hard on her ass.

“So you made him kneel,” Levi said.

“Yes.” She gasped as he spanked her again. “On the concrete floor. While I stood over him.”

“And he wasn’t allowed to touch you.”

“Just his mouth.” Another smack, harder. “Hands flat on the ground.”

“Such a mean, slutty little girl.” His fingers slid between her legs, finding her soaked. “What else?”

“I made him fuck me from behind.” She was wet, aching, his hand print burning on her skin. “Hands behind his back. He couldn’t touch me at all.”

Levi pushed two fingers inside her. “You love that. Controlling him.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me more.”

She did. Every detail—the way his eyes stayed locked on hers, the strain in his jaw, the sound he made when she finally let him come.

Levi positioned himself behind her. “I bet you’re already thinking about what you’re going to do to him next,” he said, pushing inside her.

She smiled into the couch cushion. “Yes, Sir.”

***

The following Tuesday, Riley looked down between her thighs at Wes’s face. His eyes were closed, his mouth working against her, his hands gripping her hips. She leaned forward over his body, his cock in her hand, slick with the lube she’d tucked into her jacket pocket before leaving home.

“I’m going to take my time with this,” she said.

She stroked him slowly—too slowly to get him anywhere. Every time his hips bucked up, she eased off. Every time his tongue faltered against her clit, she squeezed him as a reminder to keep working.

She lost track of how long they stayed like that. Ten minutes. Twenty. His thighs were trembling. His groans vibrated against her, desperate and muffled.

“Please,” he managed between licks. “Riley, please—”

“Not yet.”

She ground down against his face and kept stroking, her grip feather-light, keeping him right at the edge.

She came twice before she decided to let him finish. The first one slow, rolling through her while she ground against his tongue. The second sharper, her thighs clamping around his head while she stroked him faster, then slower, then stopped entirely while she caught her breath.

“You’ve been so patient,” she said. His cock twitched in her hand, leaking. “Do you want to come?”

“Yes.” The word was muffled against her. “God, yes, please—”

She started stroking again. Faster this time. With purpose.

“Then make me come one more time.”

His tongue found her clit with renewed desperation. She rocked against his face, her hand working his cock in rhythm with her hips. She could feel him straining beneath her, feel how close he was, how hard he was fighting to hold on.

She came first—shuddering, gasping, her ass pressing back against his face. And then she finally let her grip tighten, let her strokes speed up, and felt him pulse in her hand, his whole body arching off the floor beneath her.

She stayed on top of him while they both caught their breath.

Exactly seventy-eight minutes later, Levi fucked her from behind while she told him about it.

“I didn’t let him come for—I don’t even know how long,” she said, her voice catching as Levi thrust into her. “Half an hour, maybe.”

“While he ate you out.”

“Yes. Every time he got close, I stopped.” She moaned as Levi’s hand found her hair, pulled her head back. “Made him wait.”

“How many times did you come?”

“Three.”

“Before you let him finish.”

“Yes.”

Levi’s pace picked up. “Say it.”

She knew what he wanted. “I need all that white dick.”

“Good girl. Telling me the truth.”

He came inside her, his hand still fisted in her hair. She followed a moment later, clenching around him.

Afterward, lying in bed, he traced lazy circles on her back.

“What are you going to do to him next?” he asked.

She smiled at him, a devious glint in her eye. “You get to find out after I do it.”

Levi looked at her for a moment. Smiled. Looked up at the ceiling. “Cruel woman.”

***

The following Thursday, after league night, Riley reached into her bag and pulled out a silk blindfold she’d ordered online three days earlier.

Wes looked at it. Looked at her.

“On the floor,” she said.

He started to move, but she held up a hand. “Wait.”

She reached into her bag again and pulled out a thin blanket, spreading it over the metal grating. Then a small pillow, which she set at one end.

“That’s very kind of you—”

She pressed her forefinger against his lips. “Shh. I didn’t say you could talk.” She held his gaze. “Get naked and lie down.”

He stripped without a word and lay down on the blanket, his head on the pillow. The fog machines were running, neon light painting his skin in shades of purple and blue. She kneeled beside him and tied the blindfold over his eyes, checking that it was tight.

“Don’t move,” she said. “Don’t touch me unless I say.”

She stood and undressed slowly, watching him lie there. His hands were flat at his sides, fingers twitching against the blanket. His cock was already hard, straining upward. He couldn’t see her, couldn’t know when she’d touch him or where.

A smile spread across her face.

She stood over him, one foot on either side of his hips. Slowly, she lowered herself into a squat, letting the head of his cock brush against her opening. He sucked in a breath but stayed silent.

She teased him, rubbing the tip through her wetness, feeling herself slick against him. His hips strained upward, but he didn’t move, didn’t reach for her. She could see his jaw clenching, his hands fisting the blanket.

When she finally sank down onto him, they both groaned.

She rode him slowly, savoring the way his body responded to every movement. His head was tilted back, lips parted, completely at her mercy. He couldn’t anticipate her rhythm, couldn’t watch her face to know when she’d speed up or slow down. Every shift of her hips was a surprise.

She touched herself while she rode him, her fingers circling her clit. He could probably hear the wet sounds, could feel her clenching around him, but he couldn’t see any of it.

“You feel so good,” she said, more for herself than for him.

A strangled noise escaped his throat. His hands stayed flat on the blanket, obedient even as his whole body strained beneath her.

She came first, grinding down hard, her thighs shaking. Then she picked up the pace, riding him faster, chasing his orgasm now. He came with a groan that echoed through the empty arena, his back arching off the blanket.

She stayed on top of him while their breathing slowed. Then she leaned down and kissed him—soft, sweet, tender. A contrast to everything that had come before.

“Count to one hundred before you move,” she whispered against his lips. “See you Thursday.”

She climbed off him, got dressed, and walked out without looking back.

She was halfway home when her phone buzzed.

Wes: You’re mean.

She laughed out loud and sent back a gif of a witch cackling over a cauldron.

Wes: BTW. I thought about the Levi thing.

Riley’s heart rate picked up. She pulled into a gas station parking lot so she could focus on the conversation.

Riley: And?

Wes: How about after we win the championship?

Riley: You’re sure?

Wes: Yeah. I’m sure.

Riley: Okay. After the championship.

Wes: After we WIN the championship.

Riley: When we win.

***

That night, she told Levi everything. The blindfold. The teasing. The way she’d left him counting on the floor.

Levi laughed, genuinely impressed. “You’re cruel.”

“He loves it.”

He bent her over the bed and spanked her, his other hand fisted in her hair.

“One of these days, you’re gonna pay for tormenting his white ass like this,” he said.

She gasped as his palm landed again. “Isn’t that what you’re punishing me for, Sir?”

“No, no.” Another smack. “This is for being a slut. Not for being a bitch.”

She smiled into the mattress.

Later, lying tangled together, she told him the rest.

“He said yes. About watching. After the championship.”

Levi went still. “He’s sure?”

“Yeah. He suggested it, actually.”

Levi was quiet for a moment, processing. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Okay.” He pulled her closer. “One week.”

“One week.”




Chapter 10

Saturday morning, Riley met the team for breakfast in the hotel restaurant. The tournament venue was a twenty-minute drive from the Strip—a converted convention center that made Andromeda look like a garage. Sixteen teams from across the country. Two days of competition. Finals tomorrow night.

Levi had kissed her goodbye in the hotel room an hour earlier. “I’ll be in the stands,” he’d said. “Go win.”

Now she sat across from Kayla, pushing eggs around her plate while Dustin talked strategy and Wes reviewed bracket predictions on his phone.

“The Paradigm is the top seed,” Wes said. “If we make finals, that’s probably who we’re facing.”

“When we make finals,” Riley corrected.

He looked up and smiled. “When.”

The staging area was chaos. Sixteen teams crammed into a space designed for maybe ten, everyone checking gear, running last-minute strategy, eyeing the competition. Riley found Wes near their designated prep station, Levi beside her.

“Wes,” Levi said, extending a hand. “Good to see you again.”

“Levi.” Wes shook it. “Thanks for coming out.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.”

They stood there for a moment, the three of them, something unspoken hanging in the air. Then Kayla’s voice cut through the noise.

“Riley! I need you over here—vest calibration is being weird.”

Riley glanced between the two men. “I’ll be right back.”

She walked away, leaving them alone.

From across the staging area, Riley watched them out of the corner of her eye while Kayla fiddled with her vest sensors.

Levi leaned against the equipment rack, arms crossed. “So, the stereotype is a white husband and a white woman who can’t get enough Black men. Right?”

Wes blinked. Took a beat. Then laughed. “Yeah. Yeah, that is the stereotype.”

“So we’re doing this backward.”

“I thought about that, actually.” Wes rubbed the back of his neck. “Wasn’t going to bring it up.”

“Almost didn’t either.”

They stood in silence for a moment, watching the chaos of the staging area.

“This is new territory for Riley and me,” Levi said. “But I trust her. And from what she tells me about you, I think you’re in this for … understandable reasons.”

Wes nodded slowly.

“I’m not jealous,” Levi continued. “That’s not the right word. I’m … intrigued.”

“Intrigued.”

“You seem to see a side of her I didn’t even know was there. I don’t know if it was always there and I missed it, or if something about you brought it out.” He paused. “Either way, I’m glad she gets to explore that.”

Wes was quiet for a moment. Then his face reddened slightly. “I, uh … I assume she’s shared stuff. She likes to talk.”

Levi smiled. “Oh yeah, she does. The girl has no vault.”

They both laughed—genuine this time, the tension breaking.

“All right.” Wes straightened up. “I should go take care of some team business.”

“Good luck today.”

“Thanks.”

Wes walked off toward the rest of the team. A minute later, Riley returned.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Levi said.

“What did you two talk about?”

“Nothing important.” He kissed her forehead. “Go win a championship.”

***

They won their first match against Spectre—a team from Oregon that played too conservatively, giving up map control early and never recovering.

The second match was harder. Firestorm out of Texas had a scout who moved like smoke, slipping through their rotations twice before Riley adjusted.

“He’s using the lower tunnel,” she said into comms. “Kayla, hold there. Wes, with me.”

They caught him on his third attempt. After that, Firestorm fell apart.

By Saturday evening, they’d advanced to the final eight. The team grabbed dinner at a steakhouse on the Strip, Levi joining them, folding naturally into the group.

When Dustin flagged down the waiter for a second beer, Wes shook his head. “Don’t.”

“It’s one more drink—”

“Finals are tomorrow,” Riley said. “You promised.”

Dustin looked between them, then at Kayla, who offered no support.

“Fine.” He waved the waiter off. “Water, I guess.”

“Good boy,” Kayla said, and everyone laughed.

Levi caught Riley’s eye across the table. She was in her element here—part of something, leading without dominating. He’d seen her at work functions, at parents nights, at family dinners. This was different. Looser. More herself, somehow.

They walked back to the hotel along the Strip, the lights garish and bright. Levi’s hand found hers.

Back in their room, Riley collapsed facedown on the bed. “Everything hurts,” she said into the pillow.

Levi sat beside her and started working on her shoulders. She groaned as his thumbs found the knots.

“You’re incredible out there,” he said, pressing into a tight spot near her spine.

“Yeah?”

“I had no idea.” His hands moved down her back, methodical, unhurried. “I mean, I knew you were good. But watching you lead that team—”

“It’s just laser tag.”

“It’s not.” He worked on her lower back, feeling the tension slowly release. “Tomorrow, you’re going to win a national championship.”

She turned her head to look at him. “And then?”

His hands stilled for a moment. They both knew what came after.

“And then,” he said quietly, resuming the massage, “we celebrate.”

She smiled into the pillow and let him work the soreness out of her muscles until she fell asleep.

Sunday morning brought the quarterfinals against Ironside from Chicago. They were good—disciplined, patient, willing to wait for mistakes rather than force plays.

By the six-minute mark, Apex Legends was down by forty points. Kayla had been tagged twice, pushing too aggressively. Riley and Wes were pinned on the second level, unable to rotate without exposing themselves to Ironside’s scout.

“We need to reset,” Wes said. “Fall back to base, regroup.”

“No time,” Riley said. “Dustin, where are you?”

“Upper platform. I’ve got eyes on their medic.”

“Take the shot.”

“She’s behind cover. I don’t have an angle.”

Riley checked the arena layout in her head. “If I draw her out, can you hit her?”

“Maybe. It’s tight.”

“Do it on my call.” She broke from cover, sprinting across the exposed walkway. Ironside’s scout lit her up—two hits, vest flashing red. But the medic stepped out to get a better angle, just for a second.

“Now!”

Dustin fired from the upper platform. The shot caught Ironside’s medic clean, her vest going red.

“Got her!”

With their medic down, Ironside’s formation cracked. Riley respawned and pushed hard with Wes. They clawed back the deficit point by point.

Final score: Apex Legends 1,156. Ironside 1,098.

“Holy shit,” Kayla said afterward. “That was too close.”

“We’re through,” Wes said. “That’s what matters.”

Levi watched from the stands, gripping the railing. There had been a time, not so long ago, when he hadn’t taken any of this seriously. Laser tag. Grown adults running around in vests, shooting infrared beams at each other. He’d supported Riley because she loved it, but he’d never understood it.

Now, watching her rally her team after a close call, watching her adapt, and strategize, and lead, he understood. This was who she was. One more thing to love about her.

But it was her relationship with Wes on the course that struck him the most. Wes was the captain, made most of the calls—Levi could see that. But he and Riley seemed like they shared a brain. They barely had to tell each other what they were doing. A glance, a half-word, and they moved in sync. Anticipating. Adapting. Finishing each other’s thoughts before the thoughts were even fully formed.

He didn’t know her like that. He didn’t feel jealousy—that wasn’t it. Envy was the right word. He would never want to take that away from her or Wes. But he felt the slightest disappointment that this was yet another pocket of her life he could only watch.

***

Semi-finals were Sunday afternoon. They drew Vanguard—who’d qualified from their region’s other bracket. The margin was wider this time. Riley and Wes ran their crossfire play twice, and it worked both times.

Final score: Apex Legends 1,312. Vanguard 1,089.

One match left.

Riley watched The Paradigm warm up across the staging area. They moved like a single organism—four players shifting positions in perfect sync, barely speaking, communicating through glances and gestures. Their captain was a woman named Torres. Riley had looked her up the night before: two-time national champion, competing since the sport went professional.

“Don’t let them dictate pace,” Wes said, pulling Riley’s attention back. “They want to control the tempo. We have to disrupt.”

Riley nodded. “Aggressive early. Make them react to us.”

The arena was packed. Spectators filled every seat, screens showing live feeds from multiple angles. The announcer’s voice boomed through the speakers, hyping up the finals. Riley tuned it all out.

The starting tone sounded.

They pushed hard out of the gate—Riley and Kayla taking left, Wes and Dustin splitting right. The Paradigm responded instantly, adjusting their formation before Apex Legends could establish position.

“They read it,” Wes said. “Fall back, reset.”

“No.” Riley kept pushing. “Trust me.”

She drew fire from two Paradigm players, her vest flashing as she took a hit. But it opened a lane for Kayla, who tagged their scout before he could reach cover.

“One down,” Kayla called.

“Push now,” Riley said, already moving toward respawn. “Before he’s back up.”

The first half was brutal. Every point contested, every rotation a battle. The Paradigm didn’t make mistakes—they just waited for Apex Legends to make theirs.

By the midpoint, they were down by twenty-three.

“They’re reading our rotations,” Wes said during the brief reset. “We need something they haven’t seen.”

Riley wiped sweat from her forehead. “The tunnel push. We haven’t run it all tournament.”

“It’s risky. If they’re waiting—”

“They won’t be. Torres is playing conservative. She thinks she has us.”

Wes looked at her for a long moment. Then nodded. “Okay. Your call.”

They came out of the reset with Riley and Dustin pushing the lower tunnel while Wes and Kayla drew fire from the upper platforms. Torres took the bait—committed two players to the high ground fight.

Riley emerged behind The Paradigm’s line. Dustin was a step behind her.

“Contact,” she said, and started firing.

They tagged Torres and her medic before either could turn around. The Paradigm’s formation shattered.

“Push everything,” Wes called. “Now.”

They clawed back the deficit. Tied it up with two minutes left. Then pulled ahead by eight points with ninety seconds on the clock.

The Paradigm’s scout made a desperation play—flanked hard through a corridor Riley thought was covered. She saw him too late, already exposed on the lower platform, no cover within reach.

“Riley, down!” Wes’s voice in her ear.

She dropped flat. A shot passed over her head—not from the scout, but from Wes, firing from the upper level. The scout’s vest lit up red.

“Clear,” Wes said. “You’re good.”

From the stands, Levi found himself watching Wes instead of Riley for the first time all tournament. He couldn’t know for certain—the scoreboard didn’t break it down that way—but glancing between Wes and the stats display, it seemed like Wes never took a hit and simultaneously never missed.

He moved up and down the scaffolding like a machine. Not aiming where The Paradigm was, but where they were about to be.

Like a blind samurai, Levi thought and chuckled to himself.

He had to admit; if he were into laser tag, and men, he’d want to find a way to reward Wes, too.

Final thirty seconds.

The Paradigm pushed hard, desperate to close the gap. Kayla took a hit. Dustin took two. But Riley and Wes held the line, trading shots, keeping Torres pinned until the buzzer sounded.

The buzzer sounded.

Final score: Apex Legends 1,347. The Paradigm 1,298.

For a moment, nobody moved. Then Kayla screamed—a raw, triumphant sound that echoed through the arena—and tackled Riley from behind. Dustin was shouting something incoherent, his vest still flashing from his last hit. Wes stood on the upper platform, hands on his knees, breathing hard.

National champions.

Kayla spun Riley around and kissed her straight on the mouth. Riley’s eyes went wide, but she didn’t pull away. When Kayla released her, she was laughing.

“What was that for?”

“We’re national fucking champions!” Kayla turned and did the exact same thing to Wes, who looked equally stunned. Then Dustin, who looked delighted. “I’m kissing everyone tonight!”

The trophy presentation was a blur of handshakes and camera flashes. Riley held the trophy while someone took photos, then passed it to Wes, then to Kayla, then to Dustin who pretended to drink from it again. The crowd was still cheering. The announcer was saying something about Apex Legends’ incredible run, about the underdog story, about next year’s defending champions.

Riley looked up into the stands.

Levi was there, exactly where he’d been all weekend. He was applauding—not the wild cheering of the fans around him, just a steady, proud clap. When he caught her eye, he gave her a small nod.

She smiled.

Dinner was at a steakhouse on the Strip—just the team crammed into a corner booth, trophy sitting in the middle of the table like a centerpiece. Levi had kissed her in the staging area and told her to go celebrate with her people. “I’ll be in the room,” he’d said. “Take your time.”

They ordered too much food. Dustin, finally free from his promise, was working on his second whiskey before the appetizers arrived.

“To Apex Legends,” Kayla said, raising her glass. “National fucking champions.”

“National fucking champions,” they echoed.

“Okay, but seriously,” Dustin said, leaning forward, “that tunnel push. Riley, how did you know Torres would commit high?”

“She’d been doing it all match. Every time we pressured left, she pulled two players up top.”

“So you just … trusted it would work?”

“I trusted Wes would be ready if it didn’t.”

Wes shrugged. “I wasn’t worried. Riley’s reads are usually right.”

“Usually,” Kayla repeated. “High praise from Captain Cautious.”

“I’m not cautious. I’m strategic.”

“You literally made us run the same opener for six weeks before regionals.”

“Because it works.”

Riley laughed, sipping her vodka soda. The food arrived—steaks, sides, and a ridiculous amount of bread that Dustin immediately started demolishing. They rehashed the tournament match by match, arguing about close calls, celebrating clutch plays.

“Dustin’s shot on their medic in the quarterfinals,” Wes said. “That saved us.”

Dustin sat up straighter. “Thank you. Finally, some recognition.”

“Don’t let it go to your head.”

“Too late.”

By the time dessert came, Dustin was on his third drink and telling increasingly exaggerated stories about their earlier matches to a group of fans who’d recognized them from the tournament.

“And then I just”—he made a shooting gesture with both hands—“boom, boom, two shots, both headshots—”

“That’s not how laser tag works,” Kayla said.

“It is when I play it!”

Wes caught Riley’s eye across the table and smiled. She smiled back.

By nine, the adrenaline was fading. Riley’s body ached from two days of competition. The vodka soda was still half full.

“I should head out,” she said, pushing back from the booth. “Long day. I’m exhausted.”

“Lightweight,” Dustin called after her.

Kayla stood, too. “I need the bathroom. Walk with me?”

They made it halfway down the hallway before Kayla stopped and turned. “Just admit you and Wes are fucking.”

Riley didn’t flinch. “We aren’t. My husband is here. I’m going to go fuck him.”

Kayla studied her for a moment. “Hmm. Unless Levi is into it.” A slow smile. “That would break stereotype, though.”

“Exactly.” Riley matched her smile. “Take care of Dustin. Or, frankly, let him get into trouble. Maybe he’ll learn not to drink so much.”

Kayla laughed. “Fine. But I’m watching you.”

“I know you are.”

They hugged—brief, tight—and Riley walked back to the table to grab her jacket.

“Night, guys. Great tournament.”

“Night, champ,” Dustin slurred.

Wes raised his beer in a small salute. Riley held his gaze for just a moment then headed for the exit.

Ten minutes later, her phone buzzed.

Wes: Where?

Riley: Room 1847.

Wes: 10 minutes.

Riley: No … 45 minutes. Just for fun, let’s take showers first this time ;)

Wes: haha … Yes, Ma’am.

Riley let herself into room 1847. Levi was sitting on the edge of the bed, still dressed from dinner.

“How was it?”

“Good. Dustin’s going to be hurting tomorrow.” She dropped her jacket on the chair. “I need to shower. And … get ready.”

Levi raised an eyebrow. “Get ready?”

“I brought something. Normally, it’s just whatever we were wearing at the match.” She unzipped her bag and pulled out a tangle of black lace and straps. “Tonight, I want to blow his mind. Maybe help distract him from my husband watching us.”

Levi laughed. “That actually sounds like a really good idea.”

She disappeared into the bathroom. Forty minutes later, she emerged in black lace—a sheer bra that didn’t hide much, matching panties, a garter belt, and thigh-high stockings. She’d done her makeup, too, sharper than usual, darker. Eyes lined in black. Lips a deep red.

Levi looked at her for a long moment.

“Damn,” he said quietly.

“Too much?”

“No.” He stood and crossed to her, his hands finding her waist. “You look like you’re about to destroy someone.”

“That’s the idea.”

A knock on the door.

They both went still. Riley’s heart kicked against her ribs.

“You ready?” Levi asked.

She nodded.

She crossed to the door and opened it.




Chapter 11

Wes stopped breathing the moment he saw her.

Riley watched his eyes travel down her body—the sheer black bra, the lace panties, the garter belt and stockings. The dark makeup. She’d never dressed like this for him before. It had always been whatever they’d worn to the match, stripped off in haste on arena floors and metal grating.

She stepped back and let him in, closing the door behind him.

She turned to face him, standing in the center of the room. Let him look. His gaze moved slowly—her legs, her hips, the way the garter straps framed her thighs. When his eyes finally reached her face, she smiled.

He glanced past her shoulder to where Levi sat on the edge of the bed.

“Don’t mind me,” Levi said. He stood, crossed to an armchair on the far side of the room, and sat down. “I’m just a fly on the wall.”

Riley stepped closer to Wes, closing the distance between them. She reached up and stroked his face, feeling the tension in his jaw.

She kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth, slow and possessive. He tensed at first—aware of Levi watching from across the room—but she grabbed a fistful of his shirt and pulled him harder against her. His hands came up to her waist. She felt the moment he stopped thinking about anything but her.

When she finally pulled back, she traced her fingers around his mouth. His lips were wet. His eyes were glazed.

“You’re going to be a good boy for me tonight?”

“Yes, Ril—”

She pressed a finger to his lips. “I do like it when you call me Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed down. “And I love it when you do so on your knees.”

He sank to the floor, looking up at her. “Yes, Ma’am.”

From the corner of her eye, Riley caught Levi watching. Not with jealousy. Not with lust—not exactly. Something else. He looked … proud.

She turned her attention back to Wes.

She lifted one stockinged foot and pressed it against his crotch. He was already hard, straining against his jeans. She rubbed slowly, watching his breath catch.

“I want you to smell me,” she said.

She stepped forward, guiding his face between her thighs. He breathed in deep, his nose pressing against the lace of her panties.

“Better with a shower?” she asked.

Wes chuckled, his breath warm against her. “No, Ma’am. Just different.”

“I want you naked,” she said. “Now.”

He stood and stripped quickly—shirt over his head, jeans kicked off, boxers following. She stayed exactly where she was, still in the lingerie, watching him bare himself. When he was done, she let her eyes travel down his body. Lean, wiry, his cock hard and waiting.

“Good.” She pointed at the floor. “Back on your knees.”

He obeyed.

“Now worship me.” She extended one leg, the stocking catching the light. “Start at my feet. Work your way up.”

His lips found her ankle. He kissed slowly, reverently, moving up her calf. She felt his breath through the thin fabric of the stocking as he reached her knee, then her thigh. His hands stayed at his sides—he knew better than to touch without permission at this point.

“Higher,” she said.

He kissed along the top of her stocking, where the lace met bare skin. His breath was ragged now, his lips brushing the inside of her thigh.

She turned around, presenting her ass to him.

“Keep going.”

He pressed his lips to the curve of her ass through the lace. Soft kisses at first, then more deliberate.

“Pull them down. With your teeth.”

He caught the lace between his teeth and tugged. She felt the fabric slide down her hips, down her thighs. When they reached her knees, she stepped out of them and kicked them aside.

She reached back and spread her cheeks. “Deeper.”

She looked over her shoulder. Wes was staring, his face inches away, uncertain.

“You heard me.” She winked at him. “That’s the benefit of showering first.”

He smiled. Then his tongue found her, circling her rim before pressing inside. She gasped, her head falling forward. He licked slowly, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as she pressed back against his face.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Good boy.”

From his chair across the room, Levi watched his wife grind against another man’s mouth. Watched her spread herself open and demand exactly what she wanted. Watched Wes obey without question.

He’d known she was dominant with Wes. She’d told him everything—the kneeling, the edging, the blindfold. But hearing about it and seeing it were different things.

This woman commanding the room, using this man for her pleasure—she was his wife. The mother of his child. And she was magnificent.

He felt the strangest, most unexpected feeling settle in his chest: pride.

Riley turned back around to face Wes.

“Now use your mouth properly.”

She guided his head between her thighs. His tongue found her immediately—slick, eager, desperate to please. She grabbed a fistful of his hair and held him in place.

“Right there,” she breathed.

He didn’t stop. His tongue circled her clit, then flattened against it, finding the rhythm she liked. She looked down at him—naked, kneeling, his face buried between her legs while she stood over him in her garter and stockings and sheer bra.

She glanced at Levi. He was watching, transfixed. She held his gaze for a moment, then closed her eyes and let herself feel.

“Faster.”

Wes obeyed. Her thighs started to tremble. She tightened her grip on his hair, pulling him harder against her.

She came with a moan that filled the room, her whole body shuddering. Wes kept licking, gentler now, until she pushed him away.

She stepped back and lay down on the bed, her legs hanging over the edge. Wes was still on his knees at the foot of the bed, looking up at her, waiting.

“Again,” she said.

He grabbed her thighs and pulled her toward him, burying his face between her legs. Greedy, hungry, his tongue pushing inside her before moving back to her clit.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Yes.”

She let her head fall back against the mattress. Her hands found his hair again, holding him in place while he devoured her. She could hear the wet sounds of his mouth, feel his desperation to make her come again.

She did—harder than the first time, her back arching off the bed, her thighs clamping around his head.

She pushed him back and sat up, catching her breath. Wes’s face was slick, his eyes glazed.

She leaned forward and licked his cheek, tasting herself on his skin. Then his chin. Then his lips. Claiming him.

“On the bed,” she said. “Lie down.”

He climbed up and lay on his back. She kneeled beside him, running her fingers lightly down his chest, his abs, finally wrapping her hand around his cock. He was hard, straining, leaking at the tip.

“You’ve been patient,” she said, stroking him slowly. “I appreciate that.”

She glanced at Levi again. He hadn’t moved from the chair, but his eyes followed every movement of her hand.

She straddled Wes, positioning herself over him. Sank down slowly, taking him inside her inch by inch. His hands came up to her hips and she let him—he’d earned that much.

“Don’t move,” she said. “I’ll do the work.”

She reached back and unclasped her bra, letting it fall away. She shook her breasts for him—just a little, playful—knowing how much he liked it. His eyes went wide. She took his hands and placed them on her breasts.

“There. Now hold on.”

She rode him at her own pace, grinding down, chasing her pleasure. The stockings and garter were still on, framing her body. She watched his face—the strain, the desperation, the way his jaw clenched every time she slowed down. His hands squeezed her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples.

She came again, shuddering on top of him, clenching around his cock.

She didn’t let him come. Not yet.

She climbed off him and lay on her back, knees bent, feet planted on the mattress.

“Your turn,” she said. “Fuck me.”

Wes moved over her, positioning himself between her legs. She lifted her hips to meet him as he pushed inside. He started slow, finding his rhythm, but she could feel how close he was—the tension in his arms, the hitch in his breath.

“Harder,” she said.

He gave her what she wanted. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper.

From his chair, Levi watched Wes’s back—the muscles working, his ass clenching with each thrust. He could see Riley’s legs wrapped around him, her stockinged feet crossed at the ankles. He could hear her moans, muffled against Wes’s shoulder.

But he couldn’t see her face.

He realized, slowly, that this was intentional. She’d positioned them this way on purpose. She could look at him over Wes’s shoulder if she wanted to—he’d seen her glance his direction earlier. But she was choosing not to.

This was her show. She was directing everything. Including what he got to see.

She was taunting him, just a little.

He smiled. His wife was a goddamn mastermind.

“Come for me,” Riley whispered in Wes’s ear. “Now.”

He groaned and buried himself deep, his whole body shuddering as he came inside her.

Wes collapsed on top of her for a moment, breathing hard. Then he rolled off and stood, running a hand through his hair, trying to steady himself.

Riley reached up and touched his face. “Hey. Go take a shower, okay? Take your time.”

He nodded, grateful, and disappeared into the bathroom. A moment later, the water started running.

Levi crossed to the bed and sat on the edge beside her.

“That,” he said quietly, “was possibly the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Riley smiled. “I’d bow, but I just got fucked really well.”

“My wife has such a filthy mouth.”

“Did you ever want to join in?” Riley asked.

Levi was quiet for a moment. His hand found her thigh, tracing the top of her stocking. “I didn’t want to disrupt what you two have. It’s beautiful, even if it isn’t for me.”

Riley smiled at him, leaning into his touch. “I figured.” She reached for his hand and brought it to her lips, kissing his knuckles. “I’m the luckiest slut in the world to get all this, though.” She paused, her mouth still against his fingers. “Still …”

“What?”

She pulled his hand down between her legs, letting him feel how wet she was. “I was kind of hoping I might have two dicks in me at once.”

Levi looked at her. His fingers slid through the slickness, making her shiver. She watched the idea land, watched him turn it over.

“That’s what you want?” His thumb circled her clit, slow and teasing.

“Mmhmm.” She arched into his hand.

“And you think Wes would be okay with that?” He slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right.

She gasped. “I think if I ask him nicely—”

Another finger, stretching her.

“—he’ll do just about anything for me.”

“Would he let you be captain of Apex Legends?”

Riley laughed, clenching around his fingers. “Okay, that’s probably the line.”

The bathroom door opened. Wes emerged with a towel around his waist, steam trailing behind him. He looked better—steadier, more present.

Riley patted the bed beside her. “Come here.”

He sat down, glancing between her and Levi. “Everything okay?”

“Everything’s great.” She traced a finger along his arm. “I want to ask you something.”

“Okay.”

“I want both of you. At the same time.” She held his gaze. “Would you do that for me?”

Wes blinked. Looked at Levi, then back at Riley. “Of course. I just came pretty hard, though.”

Riley smiled. “I could use the challenge.”

She slid off the bed and kneeled in front of him, tugging the towel away. He was soft, spent. She looked up at him, holding his eyes, and took him in her mouth.

She went slow. Patient. Coaxing him back to life with her tongue, her lips, the gentle suction. She watched his face the whole time—watched his breath catch, watched his eyes go glassy again.

Even on her knees, even with his cock in her mouth, she was still in charge. And they both knew it.

When he was hard again, she pulled back and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Good boy.” She stood and turned to Levi. “Get undressed.”

Levi raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. He stripped efficiently—shirt, pants, boxers—while Riley positioned herself on the bed. On her back, her head hanging off the edge, looking up at Wes upside down.

“Pillow,” she said to Levi. “Under my hips.”

He grabbed one and slid it beneath her, lifting her pelvis. She spread her legs for him.

“Wes, come here.” She reached up and wrapped her hand around his cock, guiding him toward her mouth. “I want to feel you deep in my throat.” She looked up at him. “Have fun, but don’t think this changes anything between us.”

Wes smiled down at her. “Of course not, Ma’am.”

“Good.” She opened her mouth and he slid inside.

Wes slid deeper, his cock pushing into her throat. The angle opened her up perfectly—she could take more of him like this, feel him filling her mouth. She relaxed her jaw, let him set a slow rhythm.

Levi positioned himself between her legs. She felt him line up against her entrance, felt the familiar thickness of him.

He pushed inside.

She moaned around Wes’s cock, the vibration making him groan above her. She was full—completely full—her two favorite men inside her at once.

Levi started to move. Slow, deep strokes that pressed against something inside her. Wes matched his rhythm, sliding in and out of her throat. She could feel them both, could feel herself stretched and used and utterly overwhelmed.

She lost track of time. Lost track of everything except the sensation of being filled from both ends, the rhythm they found together. Levi’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Wes’s fingers tangled in her hair, holding her head steady while he fucked her throat.

She came without warning—a wave that crashed through her, making her whole body shake. She cried out around Wes’s cock, her back arching off the bed.

Levi didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, harder now, his breath coming faster.

“That’s my girl,” he said. “Take it.”

She came again. And again. She lost count. Tears streamed down her temples from the intensity of it, from Wes in her throat, from Levi driving into her relentlessly.

“I’m close,” Levi said.

She reached for him, grabbed his arm, pulled him deeper. He groaned and buried himself inside her, pulsing, filling her with his cum.

Levi pulled out slowly, catching his breath. He looked down at her—wrecked, tear-streaked, his cum leaking out of her. He moved aside.

Wes was still hard, still sliding in and out of her mouth. She could feel him getting close—the tension in his thighs, the way his rhythm was faltering.

She pulled her mouth off him and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking fast.

“On my face,” she said, looking up at him. “I want to feel it.”

He came with a groan, spurts of cum landing on her cheeks, her lips, her chin. She closed her eyes and let him cover her, felt the warmth dripping down her face.

She licked some off her lips, tasting him. Then she opened her eyes and looked up at him.

“Good boy.” She smiled. “Thank you, Wes.”

For a long moment, nobody moved. Riley lay on the bed, cum drying on her face, her body still trembling. Wes stood beside her, one hand braced on the mattress. Levi sat on the edge of the bed, watching them both.

Then Riley laughed—a soft, exhausted sound.

“Fuck,” she said.

“Yeah,” Wes agreed.

Levi handed her a towel from the nightstand. She wiped her face, then dropped it on the floor and let her head fall back against the pillow.

“I need a minute,” she said. “Or an hour. Possibly a year.”

Wes found his clothes scattered across the room. He dressed slowly, still unsteady on his feet. When he was done, he looked at Riley, then at Levi.

“So … see you Tuesday?”

Riley smiled. “See you Tuesday.”

He nodded at Levi and moved toward the door.

“Hey, Wes.” Levi said.

Wes turned.

“Congratulations on the championship.”

Wes smiled. Looked back at Riley, then at Levi. “It’s been a good day.”

He left. The door clicked shut behind him.

Riley and Levi lay side by side, staring at the ceiling. The room smelled like sex and sweat. Her body ached in the best possible way.

“I hope I didn’t unbalance anything,” Levi said. “Between you two.”

Riley turned her head to look at him. “You didn’t.”

“You sure? That’s … a lot to add to a dynamic.”

She smiled, rolling onto her side to face him. “It’s funny. During laser tag, he’s basically in charge. He’s the captain, makes most of the calls. I defer to him.” She traced a finger along Levi’s chest. “Then we come off the course and it flips completely. He defers to me.”

“And tonight?”

“Tonight was new. But it doesn’t change anything.” She paused, a grin spreading across her face. “Though I am thinking about ordering a collar and leash for next time. Just to make it really clear who’s in charge.”

Levi laughed. “Cruel woman.”

“You love it.”

“I do.” He pulled her closer, her head settling against his chest. “I really do.”

They lay there for a while, tangled together. Riley’s breathing slowed. The Vegas lights filtered through the curtains, painting faint patterns on the ceiling.

“We won a national championship today,” she murmured.

“You did.”

“And then I had two dicks inside me at once.”

Levi laughed quietly. “Big day.”

“The biggest.” She yawned, her eyes growing heavy. “Sophie’s going to be so excited when we get home. We’ll have to show her the trophy.”

“We’ll leave out some of the details.”

“Obviously.”

She pressed closer to him, feeling his heartbeat against her cheek. His hand moved slowly up and down her back, soothing, familiar.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you, too.”

She closed her eyes. Tomorrow, they’d fly home, pick up Sophie from Levi’s parents, return to normal life. Tuesday, she’d be back at Galaxy Quest for league night, arguing with Wes about rotations, pretending nothing had changed.

But something had. Something had expanded—not broken, not replaced, just … more.

She smiled against Levi’s chest and let sleep take her.

THE END
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