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A Knight's Solace
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The sun dipped low on the horizon, casting a golden hue over the blood-soaked battlefield. The air was thick with the scent of iron and sweat, the cries of the fallen mingling with the triumphant shouts of the victors. Among the chaos stood Sir Amari Black, his towering frame clad in gleaming armor that bore the crest of the English crown. His skin, a deep, rich ebony, glistened with sweat and the occasional splatter of blood, a stark contrast to the pale faces of his comrades. His muscles, honed by years of rigorous training, flexed beneath the metal as he sheathed his sword, its blade still warm from the fight. The weight of his achievements pressed upon him, yet he carried himself with a quiet dignity, his dark eyes scanning the field for any remaining threats.

Sir Amari’s presence was commanding, his broad shoulders and powerful build making him a formidable figure on the battlefield. Yet, it was not his strength alone that had earned him the respect of his peers. It was his unwavering loyalty, his sharp mind, and his unyielding courage that had made him a knight of the realm. But despite his valor, he was acutely aware of the undercurrents of prejudice that flowed beneath the surface of the court. He was an African knight in a land that often viewed him as an outsider, a curiosity at best, a threat at worst. The whispers of the other knights, the sidelong glances, and the occasional slur were constant reminders of his place in this world.

As the battle drew to a close, Sir Amari’s gaze landed on Prince Fred, the heir to the throne, who was surrounded by a swarm of enemy soldiers. Without hesitation, Sir Amari charged forward, his sword flashing in the fading light. With precision and ferocity, he cut through the enemy ranks, creating a path to the prince. Each strike was calculated, his movements fluid and deadly, as if he were dancing with death itself. He reached Prince Fred just as a blade was about to strike him down, deflecting the blow with his shield and delivering a fatal strike to the attacker. The clash of metal and the grunt of the dying man echoed across the field, a grim reminder of the stakes.

“My prince, are you unharmed?” Sir Amari asked, his deep voice steady despite the chaos around them. His breath came in ragged gasps, but his tone remained calm, a testament to his discipline.

Prince Fred, his face pale but his eyes alight with gratitude, nodded. “Thanks to you, Sir Amari. You have saved my life this day.” His voice trembled slightly, a mix of relief and awe. He reached out to clasp Sir Amari’s arm, his grip firm. “I owe you more than words can express.”

The words were a balm to Sir Amari’s soul, a rare acknowledgment of his worth in a world that often sought to diminish him. He bowed his head respectfully, his dark hair brushing against the collar of his armor. “It is my duty, my prince. I am honored to serve.”

With a final glance at the battlefield, Sir Amari turned to ensure the prince’s safe retreat. The weight of his actions settled upon him as he escorted Prince Fred back to the safety of their camp. The other knights watched in silence, their expressions a mix of admiration and resentment. Sir Amari knew that his heroism would not erase the prejudices he faced, but for this moment, he allowed himself to feel a sense of pride.

Days later, the great hall of the castle was filled with the pomp and circumstance of a victory celebration. King Adam, resplendent in his royal robes, stood upon the dais, his crown glinting under the light of a thousand candles. Knights and nobles lined the hall, their faces a mix of pride and anticipation as the king began to bestow rewards upon those who had distinguished themselves in battle. The air was heavy with the scent of roasted meats and spiced wine, the murmur of conversation filling the vast space.

Sir Amari stood among them, his armor polished to a mirror shine, his posture rigid with discipline. He had saved the prince’s life, a feat that should have earned him the highest honors. Yet, as the king called forth one knight after another, his name remained unspoken. The tension in the hall grew palpable, whispers spreading like wildfire among the crowd. Sir Amari’s jaw tightened, but he remained still, his pride warring with his sense of duty. He had faced prejudice before, but never so openly, so cruelly, from the king himself.

Finally, Prince Fred stepped forward, his expression a mix of anger and determination. “Father,” he said, his voice carrying across the hall, “you have overlooked one who deserves the greatest praise. Sir Amari Black saved my life on the battlefield. His valor should not go unrecognized.” The prince’s voice was steady, but his hands clenched at his sides, betraying his fury.

King Adam’s face darkened, his eyes narrowing as he glared at his son. “And why should I praise an African monkey?” he spat, his voice dripping with disdain. “It sickens me that such a creature wears the armor of a knight. He is no more than a beast, unworthy of our gratitude.” The king’s words were like a dagger to Sir Amari’s heart, cutting deep into his sense of self-worth. The hall fell silent, the air thick with shock and discomfort.

Sir Amari’s jaw tightened, but he remained still, his pride warring with his sense of duty. He had faced prejudice before, but never so openly, so cruelly, from the king himself. The weight of the king’s words pressed upon him, but he refused to let it show. He was a knight, and he would not stoop to the level of his detractors.

Prince Fred’s face flushed with anger, but he held his ground. “Father, your words are unworthy of a king. Sir Amari is a knight of this realm, and he has proven his worth time and again. To deny him his due is an insult not only to him but to the very ideals of chivalry.” The prince’s voice trembled with passion, his eyes locked with his father’s.

King Adam’s lips curled into a sneer. “Ideals? Chivalry? Do not speak to me of such things, boy. The world is a harsh place, and we must protect our own. That... creature has no place among us.” With that, the king turned and stormed from the dais, leaving the hall in stunned silence. The sound of his retreating footsteps echoed through the chamber, a stark reminder of his disdain.

The hall fell into an uneasy quiet, the only sound the faint clinking of goblets and the murmur of shocked whispers. Sir Amari’s eyes met Prince Fred’s across the room, and the knight saw the shame and regret in the prince’s gaze. He bowed his head slightly, a silent acknowledgment of the prince’s attempt to defend him. The gesture was small, but it meant more to Sir Amari than any grand reward.

As the crowd began to disperse, Prince Fred approached Sir Amari, his steps purposeful. “Sir Amari,” he said, his voice low and earnest, “my father’s words were unforgivable. You do not deserve such treatment. Your valor and loyalty are beyond question.” The prince’s expression was one of genuine remorse, his blue eyes filled with sincerity.

Sir Amari’s voice was steady, though his heart ached. “My prince, it is an honor to serve you. I do not seek praise, only to fulfill my duty.” His words were true, but they could not mask the pain he felt. He had given his all to this kingdom, yet he was still seen as less than human.

Prince Fred shook his head, his expression resolute. “Nonsense. A knight deserves his due. Take these,” he said, pressing five gold coins into Sir Amari’s hand. The weight of the coins was surprisingly heavy, a tangible symbol of the prince’s gratitude. “While you may not have the gratitude of our king, you have mine. Take these coins to the pleasure house and see that you get your due.”

Sir Amari’s eyes widened in surprise, but he bowed his head in acceptance. “Thank you, my prince. Your kindness is a balm to my soul.” The words were heartfelt, a rare moment of vulnerability from the stoic knight. He closed his fingers around the coins, feeling their warmth against his palm.

With that, Sir Amari turned and made his way into the city, the weight of the gold coins heavy in his hand. The streets were alive with the sounds of merchants hawking their wares and the laughter of revelers. The pleasure house was a place he had never considered visiting, but the prince’s words had stirred something within him—a desire for recognition, for pleasure, for a moment of escape from the burdens he carried. It was a chance to feel like a man, not just a knight, and he intended to take it.

The pleasure house was a grand establishment, its facade adorned with intricate carvings and its windows glowing with soft, inviting light. Yet, as Sir Amari entered, he felt the weight of stares upon him. The patrons, all white, murmured among themselves, their eyes widening at the sight of the towering African knight. Their whispers were like knives, cutting through the air with their malice.

“You’re in the wrong place, boy,” one man sneered, his voice laced with contempt. “This ain’t no place for the likes of you.” The man’s breath smelled of ale, and his eyes were narrow with prejudice. Sir Amari’s jaw tightened, but he held his tongue, his gaze fixed on the woman who stood at the center of the room.

Madame Rose, a busty redhead with large, ample breasts that strained against the low-cut blue dress she wore, regarded him with a mixture of curiosity and disdain. Her green eyes flicked over him, taking in his size and the color of his skin. “None of my girls will touch you,” she declared, her voice sharp. “They don’t want to be tainted by a black cock. You’d ruin their business with the other men.” Her words were like a slap, but Sir Amari stood his ground, his pride refusing to let him back down.

Sir Amari’s pride bristled, but he remembered the prince’s words. He held up the gold coins, their gleam catching the light. “I am here by order of Prince Fred. He has seen fit to reward me for my service.” His voice was steady, his tone leaving no room for argument. The coins were a symbol of his worth, and he intended to use them.

Madame Rose’s eyes widened at the sight of the coins, her lips parting in surprise. She bit her lip, her gaze flicking between Sir Amari and the coins. Greed warred with her prejudice, and for a moment, Sir Amari saw the calculation in her eyes. “Listen,” she said, her voice softening, “while none of my girls could... entertain you, I don’t want the crown angry with me. If you’re looking to get your dick wet, I’d... oblige you.” Her offer was reluctant, but it was an offer nonetheless.

Sir Amari’s eyebrows rose, but he nodded in agreement. Madame Rose took one of the gold coins, her fingers brushing his as she did so. The touch was fleeting, but it sent a spark through him. “This way,” she said, her voice low and husky. She turned and led him up a narrow staircase, her hips swaying with each step. The scent of her perfume, a mix of roses and musk, filled his nostrils, teasing his senses.

She led him to an empty bedroom, the air heavy with the scent of perfume and incense. The room was lavishly furnished, with a large, plush bed dominating the space. Velvet curtains draped the windows, and the walls were adorned with tapestries depicting scenes of love and lust. Madame Rose turned to him, her expression unreadable. “Well, get to it,” she said, hiking her dress and positioning herself on her hands and knees, her ample backside presented to him. Her tone was brusque, but her body was inviting, a contradiction that intrigued him.

Sir Amari hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. “Madame,” he began, his voice hoarse, “I must confess... I am a virgin. I have never... been with a woman.” The admission was difficult, but he knew it was necessary. He was no longer on the battlefield, where strength and skill were all that mattered. Here, he was vulnerable, and he needed her guidance.

Madame Rose’s laughter was rich and full, filling the room. “Figures,” she said, turning to regard him with a mischievous glint in her eye. “You can kill a man but can’t fuck a woman. Come here and lay on your back.” Her tone was teasing, but there was a warmth to it that put him at ease. She moved with the grace of a woman who knew her worth, her every gesture exuding confidence.

Sir Amari did as he was told, his body tense with anticipation. He lay on the bed, the soft sheets cool against his skin. Madame Rose moved with practiced ease, her hands deft as she removed his trousers, revealing his thick, erect cock. Her eyes widened at the sight, a smile playing on her lips. “Well, well,” she murmured, her voice low and appreciative. “You’ve got a big cock. The biggest I’ve ever seen.” Her fingers traced the length of him, her touch sending shivers down his spine.

Before Sir Amari could respond, she leaned forward, her lips enveloping the head of his cock. He gasped, his body arching as a wave of pleasure washed over him. Her mouth was warm and wet, her tongue skilled as she sucked him deep, her hands stroking the length of him. The sensation was overwhelming, unlike anything he had ever experienced. He felt his hips bucking involuntarily, his body responding to her touch with a mind of its own.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she warned, her voice muffled against his skin. “Not yet.” Her words were a command, but they were laced with desire. She rose, her dress hiked up to her waist, revealing her mature, curvaceous body. Her breasts were full and heavy, her nipples tight buds of pink. She positioned herself above him, her hands guiding his cock to her entrance. With a slow, deliberate motion, she lowered herself onto him, her walls tight and wet as they enveloped him.

Sir Amari groaned, his hands reaching up to grasp her wide hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. Madame Rose began to move, her body rising and falling in a rhythmic motion, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. “You like that, don’t you, boy?” she teased, her voice breathy and laced with desire. Her hair fell around her face in loose curls, framing her features in a halo of red.

Sir Amari nodded, his eyes closed as he savored the sensation. “Yes,” he murmured, his voice thick with need. “It’s... incredible.” The word felt inadequate, but it was all he could manage. He felt her heat surrounding him, her body moving in perfect harmony with his. It was as if they were one, their desires intertwining in a dance as old as time.

Madame Rose smiled, her hands reaching down to cup her own breasts, offering them to him. “Then come in me,” she whispered, her voice a seductive invitation. Her eyes locked with his, her expression intense. Sir Amari’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers squeezing the soft, yielding flesh. He held her hips, his thrusts becoming more urgent as the pleasure built within him. Her moans filled the room, a symphony of desire that spurred him on.

Madame Rose’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached her climax, her walls clenching around him. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “That’s it... fill me up...” Her body shook, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Sir Amari’s eyes widened as he felt his own release building, a tension coiling deep within him. With a cry, he surrendered to the sensation, his body convulsing as he unleashed his seed into her, his cum filling her to the brim.

The orgasm was explosive, a release of tension that left him trembling. He felt his essence spilling into her, a primal connection that left him breathless. Madame Rose collapsed onto him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice soft and satisfied. “That was... amazing. Your big black cock... it’s incredible.” Her words were a balm to his soul, a validation of his worth.

She kissed his cheek, her lips lingering for a moment before she rose from the bed, her dress falling back into place. “I haven’t cum like that in years,” she said, a wink in her eye as she turned to leave. “You’ve got a gift, Sir Amari. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.” Her words were a gift in themselves, a recognition of his value that he had never expected.

Sir Amari lay on the bed, his body relaxed and sated, a smile playing on his lips. The world outside seemed distant, the prejudices and slights fading into insignificance. For the first time in a long while, he felt a sense of peace, of belonging. The pleasure house, with all its decadence, had given him something he had never found on the battlefield: acceptance.
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Dom Pérignon and Desire
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The elevator hummed softly as it ascended, the polished brass doors reflecting Evan’s broad frame—shoulders squared, biceps straining the sleeves of his fitted black button-down. The champagne bottle in his hand was cold against his palm, condensation already beading along the glass, mirroring the restless energy thrumming beneath his skin. He hadn’t been able to shake the memory of Heather’s voice on the phone earlier that evening, low and teasing, when she’d murmured, “Don’t be late. And bring something to celebrate with.” The way she’d drawn out the last word, like a promise wrapped in silk, had his cock twitching in his slacks before he’d even hung up.

The doors slid open with a quiet ding, revealing the dimly lit hallway of Heather’s high-rise apartment building. The air smelled faintly of lemon polish and expensive perfume, the kind that clung to skin long after it was sprayed. His dress shoes made no sound on the plush carpet as he strode toward her door, the number 2703 gleaming in gold above the peephole. He didn’t knock. He never did. Instead, he pressed his thumb to the buzzer, the chime echoing through the apartment beyond, rich and melodic—like the opening note of something inevitable.

The door swung inward before the sound had even faded.

Heather stood there, one shoulder leaning against the frame, her blonde hair tumbling in loose waves over the curve of her breast. The strap of her silk robe had slipped just enough to tease the swell of her cleavage, the fabric clinging to the damp heat of her skin. Her lips were painted a deep, sinful red, the same shade as the wine she’d been sipping—he could see the rim of the glass resting on the counter behind her, the crimson liquid catching the low light. But it was her smile that hit him first, slow and knowing, like she’d been waiting for this moment for weeks. Like she’d already undressed him in her mind a dozen times over.

“Took you long enough,” she purred, her voice a smoky drawl that curled around his spine.

Evan exhaled, a rough sound that wasn’t quite a laugh. The bottle in his hand felt heavier suddenly, the weight of what was about to happen pressing between them like a third presence. “Had to stop by the liquor store,” he said, lifting the champagne just enough for her to see the label—Dom Pérignon, 2010. “Didn’t want to show up empty-handed.”

Heather’s gaze flicked to the bottle, then back to him, her blue eyes darkening as they traced the line of his jaw, the pulse throbbing in his throat. “Mmm. Good choice.” She stepped aside, the robe whispering against her thighs as she turned, the scent of vanilla and something darker—musky, like warm skin—filling the space between them. “Come in, Evan. Before I decide to drink this all myself.”

He crossed the threshold, the door clicking shut behind him with a finality that sent a jolt through his chest. The apartment was all sleek lines and muted luxury—cream-colored couches, a glass coffee table reflecting the city lights beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, the kitchen island a slab of marble so polished it looked wet. But none of it held his attention for more than a second. Not when Heather was moving ahead of him, the robe parting just enough with each step to flash the shadowed cleft of her ass, the dimples above it.

She didn’t look back as she reached for two flutes from the cabinet, her fingers long and elegant, nails painted the same damn red as her lips. The cork popped with a sharp crack, the sound echoing off the high ceilings, and Evan’s cock jerked in response, the fabric of his slacks suddenly too tight, too restrictive. He watched, mesmerized, as she poured the champagne, the golden liquid foaming slightly before settling, the bubbles rising like tiny promises.

“You’re staring,” she murmured, glancing at him over her shoulder. The robe had slipped further now, the curve of her hip exposed, the pale skin there begging for his teeth.

Evan set the bottle down on the island with a deliberate thunk. “Can’t help it.”

Heather turned, pressing one of the flutes into his hand, her fingers brushing his knuckles just long enough to make his breath hitch. The glass was cold, but her touch burned. “Then don’t,” she said simply, before lifting her own flute to her lips. She didn’t drink—not yet. Just let the rim rest against her lower lip, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop of condensation. “To... new adventures?”

Evan’s throat went dry. He clinked his glass against hers, the crystal ringing clear and bright, like a bell tolling the start of something reckless. “To finally doing what we’ve both been thinking about for months.”

The champagne was crisp, effervescent, the bubbles popping against his tongue as he swallowed. But it was the way Heather’s eyes locked onto his, unblinking, that made the alcohol hit his bloodstream like a shot. She set her flute down first, the click of glass on marble loud in the quiet apartment. The sound sent a spike of heat straight to his groin.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, her voice dropping to a huskier register, the kind that made his balls tighten.

Evan watched, motionless, as she turned and walked away, the robe swaying with each step, the tie at her waist loosening with every movement until it gave way entirely, the fabric parting to reveal the smooth expanse of her back, the dip of her spine, the swell of her ass—bare. His fingers twitched around the stem of his glass, the champagne forgotten as she disappeared into the bedroom, the door clicking shut behind her.

The apartment felt ten degrees hotter.

Evan drained his flute in one swallow, the alcohol burning a path down his throat, doing little to cool the fire licking at his skin. He set the glass down with a sharp exhale, his pulse roaring in his ears. The couch groaned as he sank onto it, his thighs spreading, his cock already half-hard and aching for release. He palmed himself through his slacks, the fabric rough against his length, and groaned low in his throat.

Fuck.

He hadn’t even touched her yet, and he was already on the edge.

The bedroom door creaked open.

Evan’s head snapped up, his breath stalling in his lungs.

Heather stood in the doorway, one hand braced against the frame, her body draped in black lace so sheer it might as well have been painted on. The lingerie cupped her breasts like an offering, the dark fabric a stark contrast against her pale skin, her nipples already hard, pressing against the delicate material. The thong between her legs was little more than a strip of lace, the swell of her pussy visible beneath it, the scent of her arousal—sweet, musky—hitting him like a punch to the gut.

His cock jerked, straining against his zipper, the ache bordering on pain.

Heather’s lips curved, slow and sinful, as she took in the way his chest rose and fell, the way his fingers dug into the couch cushions. “Like what you see?” she asked, her voice a purr, her hips swaying slightly as she stepped forward.

Evan didn’t answer. He didn’t breathe. His hands moved on their own, fingers working the buttons of his shirt free, the fabric parting to reveal the hard planes of his chest, the dark trail of hair leading down, down, down. Heather’s breath hitched as he stood, the shirt slipping from his shoulders, his pants following suit, the belt clinking as it hit the floor. He toed off his shoes, his socks, until he was standing there in nothing but a black thong, the fabric stretched obscenely over his cock, the outline of his length thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

Heather’s gasp was sharp, her fingers flying to her lips as her eyes locked onto the bulge between his legs. “Oh my God,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “Evan, what the fuck?”

He smirked, rolling his hips just enough to make his cock twitch beneath the fabric, the movement drawing her gaze like a magnet. “Told you you’d like it.”

She swallowed hard, her throat working, her chest rising and falling faster now. “I—I didn’t think you meant that big.”

Evan took a step toward her, then another, his bare feet silent on the hardwood. The air between them crackled, charged, the scent of her arousal thickening with every breath. “You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby.”

Heather’s breath hitched as he closed the last of the distance between them, his hands finding her waist, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts through the lace. She was soft where he was hard, her skin like silk beneath his calloused fingers, her pulse fluttering wildly beneath his touch. When he dipped his head, his lips finding the sensitive skin just below her ear, she melted against him with a whimper, her hands flying to his chest, her nails digging in.

“Evan—” she gasped, her head tipping back as his teeth grazed her earlobe, his tongue following the sting.

“Shhh,” he murmured against her skin, his hands sliding down to grip her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her moan. “Just feel.”

He walked her backward, his mouth never leaving hers as she stumbled, her legs hitting the edge of the bed. She fell onto the mattress with a soft oomph, her hair fanning out around her, her lips parted, her chest heaving. Evan followed her down, his body covering hers, the heat of him pressing her into the sheets. His mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue plunging between her lips, tasting champagne and something sweeter, something hers. Heather arched into him, her fingers tangling in his short hair, her nails scraping his scalp as she kissed him back with a desperation that made his cock throb.

Evan broke the kiss with a growl, his lips trailing down her throat, his teeth nipping at the delicate skin there, marking her. Heather’s back bowed off the bed, a broken sound tearing from her throat as his mouth found the swell of her breast, his tongue flicking over her nipple through the lace. The fabric was damp now, clinging to her, the dark peak of her nipple visible beneath it. He sucked hard, his cheeks hollowing, and Heather cried out, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, her thighs pressing together.

“Evan, please—”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t stop. His hands slid down her body, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her thong, dragging it down her legs with a slow, deliberate pull. The scent of her hit him full force—wet, musky, ready—and his cock jerked violently, pre-cum dripping from the tip, soaking the front of his thong. He tossed the lace aside, his breath coming in rough pants as he spread her thighs, his palms sliding up the inside of her legs, his thumbs brushing the damp heat of her pussy.

Heather’s hips jerked, a whine spilling from her lips as his fingers teased her, tracing her slit, collecting the slick arousal there. “You’re dripping,” he groaned, his voice rough, his cock aching. “Fucking soaked for me.”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her breath came in sharp, shallow gasps as his fingers circled her clit, his touch feather-light, maddening. Her hips rocked, chasing his touch, her fingers twisting in the sheets. “Evan, I need—please—”

“I know what you need,” he murmured, his breath hot against her inner thigh as he shifted, his shoulders pressing her legs wider apart. The first swipe of his tongue was slow, deliberate, the flat of it dragging through her folds, collecting her taste. Heather’s back arched, a broken cry tearing from her throat as his mouth sealed over her, his tongue fucking into her with deep, relentless strokes.

“Oh God—” Her fingers flew to his head, her nails digging into his scalp as he devoured her, his tongue swirling around her clit before sucking it between his lips. The sound of his mouth on her was obscene, wet and sloppy, her arousal coating his chin, dripping down his throat. He groaned against her, the vibration making her tremble, her thighs clamping around his head.

“Evan, I’m—I’m gonna—”

He didn’t let up. His fingers joined his mouth, two of them pressing into her tight, drenched hole, curling upward to find that rough patch inside her that made her see stars. Heather’s orgasm hit her like a freight train, her back bowing off the bed, her cry loud and raw as her pussy clenched around his fingers, her release gushing over his tongue, his chin, soaking the sheets beneath her. Evan lapped at her through it, his cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum leaking in a steady stream, his balls drawn up tight.

He didn’t give her time to recover.

With a growl, he surged upward, flipping her onto her stomach with a rough tug, her ass in the air, her chest pressed into the mattress. Heather whimpered, her body still trembling from her release, but the sound turned into a moan as Evan’s hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh there. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, thick and relentless, and Heather gasped, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the sheets.

“Evan, wait—”

“You can take it,” he growled, his voice a dark promise as he pushed forward, his cock breaching her in one smooth, brutal thrust.

Heather’s cry was half pleasure, half shock, her body stretching around him, her pussy fluttering as he bottomed out, his balls pressing against her clit. He was huge—thicker than anything she’d ever taken, the stretch burning even as her body tried to adjust, her walls clenching around him.

“Fuck,” Evan groaned, his hips rolling, his cock dragging against her inner walls, the sensation so intense his vision blurred at the edges. “You feel amazing, baby. So fucking wet.”

Heather couldn’t form words. She could only feel—the stretch, the burn, the way his cock filled her so completely she could barely breathe. Her nails dug crescents into the mattress as he pulled back, his length dragging against her sensitive flesh, before slamming back into her with a sharp smack of skin on skin.

“Evan—harder—” she gasped, her voice breaking.

He didn’t need to be told twice.

His hands tightened on her hips, his fingers bruising as he fucked into her, his cock pistoning in and out of her drenched hole, the sound of it obscene, wet and sloppy, her arousal coating his shaft, dripping down his balls. The bed rocked against the wall with each thrust, the headboard knocking rhythmically, the noise mixing with Heather’s broken moans, her pleas for more, for deeper, for everything.

Evan’s breath came in rough grunts, his muscles coiled tight, his cock swelling inside her. He could feel her pussy fluttering around him, her walls milking him, her body trembling as another orgasm built within her. “That’s it, baby,” he growled, his voice a dark rumble. “Take my cock. Let me feel you gush all over me.”

Heather’s response was a broken sob, her body tightening, her release crashing over her as her pussy clenched around him, her juices flooding out, soaking his cock, his balls, the sheets beneath them. Evan groaned, his hips stuttering as her orgasm milked him, his own release barreling toward him with a force that stole his breath.

With a guttural curse, he pulled out, his cock slipping free of her with a wet pop, his hand flying to his shaft as he stroked himself, his thumb swiping over the swollen head. The first rope of cum hit Heather’s back, thick and white, splashing across her shoulder blades, dripping down her spine. She gasped, her body still trembling, as another shot followed, this one landing across her chest, her collarbone, the warm liquid pooling between her breasts.

Evan’s breath came in ragged pants as he milked the last of his release onto her skin, his cum dripping down her sides, marking her. Heather whimpered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns through the mess, her body boneless, her mind hazy with pleasure.

Evan collapsed beside her a moment later, his chest heaving, his skin slick with sweat. He pulled her against him, her back to his front, her head resting on his chest as his fingers traced idle circles on her hip. The room smelled like sex—musky and sweet, the scent of them mingled together, intoxicating.

Heather’s breath was slow, her body limp against his. “We’re doing this again, right?” she murmured, her voice slurred with exhaustion.

Evan chuckled, the sound vibrating against her ear as he pressed a kiss to her temple. “Oh, baby,” he rumbled, his thumb hooking into the waistband of her lingerie, tugging it just enough to expose the fresh bruise his teeth had left on her hip, dark against her pale skin. “We’re just getting started.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Stadium Heat and Reckless Desire
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The air crackled with anticipation as Devon and Paige stepped into the football stadium, their excitement as palpable as the neon lights that bathed the sprawling arena. The roar of the crowd enveloped them, a cacophony of cheers, chants, and laughter that seemed to vibrate in their very bones. Hand in hand, they weaved through the throngs of fans, their hearts pounding in unison with the pulsating energy around them. The scent of grilled hot dogs, spilled beer, and sweat hung heavy in the air, a heady mix that only heightened the intoxicating atmosphere.

Devon, tall and lean with a mischievous glint in his deep brown eyes, wore his team's jersey with pride. The vibrant colors contrasted sharply against his sun-kissed skin, and his dark, tousled hair framed his face, accentuating the grin that never seemed to leave his lips. Beside him, Paige was a vision of curves and confidence. Her full figure was accentuated by a form-fitting tank top and shorts that showcased her toned legs. Her long, wavy brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her face was boldly painted with the team's colors—a streak of blue and gold across her cheeks. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, matching Devon's intensity as they pressed forward, beers clutched tightly in their hands.

They found their seats just as the national anthem began. The crowd rose as one, voices blending in a chorus of reverence and pride. Devon draped an arm around Paige’s shoulders, pulling her close, their bodies pressed together in a familiar, comforting way. She leaned into him, her laughter bubbling up as she took a long swig from her beer. The cold liquid slid down her throat, a temporary reprieve from the heat of the moment. The stadium lights blazed overhead, casting a golden glow over the sea of faces, each one alive with anticipation.

As the game kicked off, the tension in the air thickened, electric and palpable. The crowd erupted with every play, cheers and groans rising and falling like the tide. Devon and Paige were no exception, their voices hoarse from shouting, their beers long forgotten as they stood, arms raised, faces flushed with excitement. The adrenaline of the game coursed through them, fueling a desire that had been simmering since the moment they arrived. Every tackle, every goal, every near miss only stoked the fire burning between them—a heat that had nothing to do with the summer evening and everything to do with the way their bodies hummed in unison.

Paige’s laughter was infectious, her joy unbridled as she jumped up and down, her curves bouncing with every movement. Devon watched her, his gaze hungry, his heart racing not just from the game but from the way she moved, the way she exuded life and passion. He reached out, his hand brushing hers, their fingers intertwining in a silent promise of what was to come. The alcohol warmed their veins, loosening inhibitions, heightening sensations. The world around them blurred, the crowd’s cheers becoming a distant hum as their focus narrowed to each other.

The game reached its climax in a flurry of action, the final minutes a blur of speed and skill. When the winning goal was scored, the stadium erupted in a frenzy of celebration. Fans hugged, strangers high-fived, and the air was thick with the smell of victory. Devon and Paige were swept up in the euphoria, their bodies pressed together in the chaos, their lips inches apart. She turned to him, her eyes gleaming with desire, her breath hot against his ear. “Let’s go,” she whispered, her voice a husky command that sent a shiver down his spine.

He didn’t need to be told twice. Their hands found each other’s, their movements purposeful as they navigated through the jubilant crowd, their laughter mingling with the cheers. The plan was unspoken, a shared understanding that needed no words. They moved with the urgency of two people who knew exactly what they wanted and were determined to get it. The stadium’s corridors were a maze of bodies, but they moved with a singular focus, their destination clear.

The men’s bathroom was their sanctuary, a cramped, dimly lit space that offered a fleeting moment of privacy in the midst of chaos. The air was thick with the smell of stale urine and disinfectant, a stark contrast to the vibrant energy outside. Paige pushed open the door to a stall, her movements swift and confident. She stepped inside, her curvy figure accentuated by the tight space, her presence filling the small area with a raw, unapologetic sexuality.

Devon followed, his heart pounding in his chest, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. The stall was barely large enough for the two of them, their bodies pressed together, the heat between them palpable. Paige turned to face him, her eyes locked on his, her lips parted in anticipation. She reached out, her hands gripping his jersey, pulling him closer, their bodies flush against each other. The world outside seemed to fade away, the cheers of the crowd a distant echo as their focus narrowed to the here and now.

She didn’t say a word, her actions speaking volumes. With a swift motion, she pushed him back against the stall door, her hands roaming over his chest, her touch electric. He groaned, his hands sliding down her waist, pulling her closer, their bodies moving in a rhythm as old as time. The alcohol and adrenaline fueled their desire, their movements urgent, their need undeniable.

Paige stepped back, her eyes never leaving his, her lips curved in a sultry smile. She bent over, her hands bracing against the cold metal wall, her curvy figure on full display. Her shorts hugged her hips, her thighs plump and inviting, her ass a perfect curve that begged to be touched. Devon’s breath caught in his throat, his desire a tangible thing, a force that pulled him toward her.

He didn’t hesitate, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. She moaned, her head falling back, her hair cascading over her shoulders, her body arching in anticipation. He entered her with a swift, sure motion, their bodies connecting in a way that left no room for doubt. The stall was small, the space cramped, but it only added to the intensity of the moment, their bodies pressed together, their movements synchronized.

Paige’s moans were muffled by the chaos outside, her body moving in rhythm with his, their breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the small space, a primal, raw noise that spoke of their unbridled passion. Her pussy was wet and welcoming, her walls gripping him tightly as he thrust into her, their bodies moving as one. The scent of their desire hung heavy in the air, a heady mix of sweat and lust that only added to the intensity of the moment.

Devon’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he moved deeper, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Paige’s body responded in kind, her moans growing louder, her movements more frantic. The world outside seemed to fade away, the cheers of the crowd a distant memory as their focus narrowed to the here and now. Their bodies moved in perfect harmony, their desire a tangible thing, a force that pulled them closer, deeper, higher.

Devon’s thrusts became more relentless, his cock pounding into her with a rhythm that bordered on brutality. Paige’s pussy was drenched, her walls clenching around him as she cried out, her voice hoarse with need. “Harder,” she gasped, her nails digging into the cold metal wall. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He growled in response, his hips snapping forward with renewed force. The stall shook with each impact, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing in the confined space. Paige’s ass was flushed, her thighs trembling as she took every inch of him, her moans turning into incoherent pleas. The air was thick with the scent of their arousal, the tang of sweat and sex filling their nostrils.
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