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The grand hall of the castle was alive with the hum of celebration, the air thick with the scent of roasted meats, spiced wine, and the faint metallic tang of polished armor. Torches flickered along the stone walls, casting long, dancing shadows across the tapestries that depicted ancient battles and forgotten heroes. At the far end of the hall, King Trevor stood upon a raised dais, his regal presence commanding silence as he raised a hand. The chatter died down, leaving only the crackling of the hearth and the distant echo of a lute being tuned in the corner.

Kofi stood before the king, his massive frame clad in well-worn leather armor that hugged the powerful contours of his muscles. The scars that crisscrossed his ebony skin—some thin and silvered, others thick and jagged—spoke of battles survived, of a life spent in the relentless pursuit of victory. His dreadlocks, thick and dark as midnight, were pulled back from his face, revealing sharp, intelligent eyes that missed nothing. A sword, its hilt wrapped in worn leather, rested against his back, a constant reminder of the life he had led. He had washed the blood from his hands before entering the hall, but the weight of it still lingered in his bones.

The king’s voice boomed, rich and authoritative, filling the hall without effort. “Kofi, my loyal warrior,” he began, his gaze sweeping over the assembled nobles before settling back on the man before him. “Your valor in the War of the Five Tribes has not gone unnoticed. The kingdom owes you a debt that can never be fully repaid.” A murmur of agreement rippled through the crowd, heads nodding in unison. Kofi remained still, his expression unreadable, though his fingers twitched slightly at his side—a telltale sign of the tension coiling within him.

Trevor continued, his tone shifting slightly, growing warmer. “And so, I offer you a reward befitting your courage and skill. A reward that will bind you to this kingdom not just in service, but in blood.” He paused, letting the weight of his words settle over the hall. Kofi’s dark eyes flickered with curiosity, but he said nothing, waiting. The king’s lips curved into a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I offer you the hand of my daughter, Princess Emily, in marriage.”

The words hung in the air like the toll of a bell, reverberating through the silence that followed. Kofi’s breath hitched almost imperceptibly, his broad chest expanding as he drew in a slow, measured inhale. Marriage? To a princess? The thought was so foreign, so utterly beyond anything he had ever dared imagine, that for a moment, he could only stare at the king, his mind racing. He had spent his life in the dirt and blood of battlefields, sleeping under the stars with only his sword for company. The idea of a wife—of a home—was a fantasy he had buried deep, too painful to acknowledge.

He bowed deeply, his dreadlocks swinging forward as he dipped his head. “Your Majesty,” he rumbled, his voice a low, gravelly timbre that carried the weight of years spent shouting over the chaos of war. “You’re far too kind.” His words were careful, measured, but there was a roughness to them, the accent of a man who had spent more time among soldiers than scholars.

The king leaned in slightly, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, though the hall was quiet enough that those nearest could still hear. “Beware, Kofi,” Trevor said, his tone laced with a warning that made the warrior’s jaw tighten. “Most men shy away from her... full figure.” The words were spoken as if they were a secret, a flaw to be hidden. Kofi’s gaze darkened, his fingers curling into fists before he forced them to relax. He had seen the way men looked at women who didn’t fit their idea of beauty—the sneers, the whispered jokes, the way they acted as though a woman’s worth could be measured by the span of her waist.

His voice was steady when he replied, a quiet strength underlying his words. “I’ve always wanted a wife, Your Majesty.” He lifted his head, meeting the king’s gaze without flinching. “I’m just happy to have someone.” There was no hesitation in his tone, no trace of the doubt that gnawed at him. He had spent his life being judged for the color of his skin, for the scars that marked him as a warrior. If the princess carried her own burdens, he would not be the one to add to them.

King Trevor studied him for a long moment, his sharp eyes searching Kofi’s face as if looking for some sign of deceit. Whatever he saw there must have satisfied him, because his stern expression cracked, his lips spreading into a genuine smile. He clapped Kofi on the shoulder, the sound echoing through the hall like a seal being stamped upon a decree. “Then it’s settled,” the king declared, his voice ringing with finality. “The wedding will be arranged.”

A murmur of surprise rippled through the crowd, noblemen and ladies exchanging glances, some shocked, others intrigued. Kofi barely noticed. His mind was already racing ahead, imagining what this would mean—a wife, a home, a life that wasn’t defined by the next battle. The thought sent a strange, unfamiliar warmth through his chest, something dangerously close to hope.

Emily had been standing near one of the great stone pillars that lined the hall, her presence half-hidden by the shadows cast by the flickering torches. She had listened to her father’s proclamation with growing disbelief, her bright blue eyes widening as the words sank in. Marriage? To him? Her gaze flickered to Kofi, her breath catching in her throat as she took him in for what felt like the first time.

He was magnificent.

Tall, broad-shouldered, his muscles defined even beneath the leather armor that clung to his powerful frame. His skin was a deep, rich ebony, darker than anything she had ever seen, and it gleamed in the candlelight like polished obsidian. His dreadlocks were thick, coiled back from his face, and his beard was just as dark, neatly trimmed but full enough to give him an air of rugged masculinity. Scars crisscrossed his arms, his chest, even the back of his hands—each one a story, a battle survived. And his eyes... they were sharp, intense, the eyes of a man who had seen too much but still stood unbroken.

A shiver ran down her spine, her pulse quickening as she watched him. She had spent her life feeling invisible, overlooked in favor of her slimmer, more conventionally beautiful sisters. Men had never looked at her the way they looked at them—with hunger, with desire. But the way Kofi had spoken, the way he had not flinched at her father’s warning... it made her stomach flutter in a way she had never experienced before.

“Father,” she whispered, stepping forward before she could stop herself, her pastel pink gown swishing softly around her full figure. “You’re letting me marry him?” Her voice was tinged with disbelief, but beneath it, there was something else—something warmer, something that made her cheeks flush.

The king turned to her, his expression unreadable. “Yes, daughter,” he said simply, as if he had just announced a change in the evening’s menu rather than her entire future. “Unless you object?”

Emily’s gaze darted back to Kofi, who was watching her now, his dark eyes unreadable. She should have been terrified. She barely knew this man. He was a warrior, a stranger, a man who had spent his life in violence. And yet... there was something in the way he looked at her. Not with pity, not with disgust, but with a quiet intensity that made her feel seen in a way she never had before.

He’s... beautiful, she thought, the word echoing in her mind like a prayer. The warmth in her chest spread, pooling low in her belly, a heat she didn’t quite understand but couldn’t ignore.

She swallowed hard, her fingers twisting in the delicate lace of her skirt. “No,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t object.”

The throne room was bathed in golden light, the late afternoon sun streaming through the stained-glass windows and painting the stone floors in jewel-toned hues. The air was thick with the scent of roses and beeswax, the polished wood of the throne gleaming under the touch of the sunlight. Nobles and courtiers lined the walls, their murmurs hushed as they watched the proceedings, their eyes flickering between the king, the warrior, and the princess who stood before him, her hands trembling slightly at her sides.

Emily had been dressed in a gown of ivory and gold, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made her breath catch every time she glanced down. The neckline dipped just low enough to hint at the swell of her breasts, the sleeves hugging her arms before flaring out in delicate lace at her wrists. Her blonde hair had been woven into an intricate braid, threaded with tiny pearls and golden ribbons, and her delicate crown rested lightly upon her brow, catching the light every time she moved. The beauty mark above her left eyebrow stood out against her fair skin, a tiny dark contrast that only made her blue eyes seem brighter.

Kofi stood beside her, his leather armor replaced with a tunic of deep crimson, the color rich against his dark skin. His dreadlocks had been left loose, framing his face in a way that made him look even more imposing, more regal. His sword was absent for the first time in memory, and the absence of its weight against his back felt strange, as if he were missing a limb. But when he looked at Emily, standing there in her finery, her cheeks flushed with nerves, he found he didn’t miss it at all.

The priest began the ceremony, his voice a sonorous drone that filled the room. Emily barely heard the words. Her entire world had narrowed to the man beside her, to the heat radiating from his body, to the way his fingers brushed against hers when they clasped hands. His palm was rough, calloused from years of gripping a sword, and the contrast with her own soft skin sent a shiver through her.

“Do you, Kofi of the Black Sands, take Princess Emily of the Eastern Lands to be your lawfully wedded wife?” the priest intoned, his gaze flickering between them.

Kofi’s voice was steady, deep, when he replied. “I do.”

The priest turned to Emily. “And do you, Princess Emily, take Kofi to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

Emily’s breath hitched. She looked up at Kofi, her blue eyes wide, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure everyone in the room could hear it. There was no hesitation in his gaze, no doubt. Only a quiet strength, a promise. She swallowed, her fingers tightening around his. “I do,” she whispered, her voice trembling but sure.

The priest smiled, raising his hands. “Then by the power vested in me by the crown and the gods, I pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride.”

The room erupted in cheers, the sound washing over them like a wave. But Emily barely heard it. Kofi’s hands cupped her face, his touch gentle despite the roughness of his skin, his thumbs brushing over her cheeks as if she were something precious, something fragile. She tilted her head up, her lips parting slightly as he leaned down, and when their mouths met, it was like the first spark of a fire.

His lips were warm, firm, and for a moment, he was still, as if savoring the feel of her. Then she sighed against him, her hands coming up to rest against his chest, and he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a slow, exploratory stroke. A gasp escaped her, her fingers curling into the fabric of his tunic as heat flooded her body. The cheers of the crowd faded into nothingness, the world narrowing to the press of his mouth, the scent of him—leather and spice and something uniquely male—filling her senses.

When he finally pulled back, his dark eyes were heated, his breath coming just a little faster. Emily’s lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, her body humming with an energy she didn’t understand but craved more of. The crowd was still cheering, but neither of them looked away. In that moment, it was as if they were the only two people in the world.

The chambers prepared for them were vast, the bed a monstrous thing draped in silks and furs, the fireplace crackling merrily in the corner. Candles flickered in sconces along the walls, their light casting long shadows that danced across the tapestries depicting hunting scenes and ancient battles. The air was warm, scented with the faint hint of lavender and the deeper, muskier scent of the man who now stood in the center of the room, his broad back to her as he unfastened the clasp of his tunic.

Emily hovered near the door, her fingers twisting in the fabric of her gown. She had been led here by her handmaidens, their giggles and whispered advice still ringing in her ears. “Just lie back and let him do the work, Your Highness.” “He’s a big one, isn’t he? Oh, you’ll feel that in the morning!” She had shooed them out as soon as they’d finished helping her undress, her cheeks burning with embarrassment and something else—something hotter, something that made her thighs press together.

Kofi turned, his tunic slipping from his shoulders to pool at his feet. Emily’s breath caught in her throat.

He was magnificent.

His chest was a landscape of muscle, broad and powerful, his skin a deep, rich ebony that gleamed in the candlelight. Scars crisscrossed his torso—thin white lines and thicker, jagged marks, each one a testament to battles survived. His arms were corded with strength, his shoulders so wide they seemed to block out the light. And lower... her gaze flickered downward, her pulse stuttering as she took in the way his leather trousers clung to his thighs, the unmistakable bulge between his legs.

She had seen statues of men, of course. Had even glimpsed a stable boy or two in various states of undress during her younger, more curious years. But she had never seen this. Never seen a man built like a warrior, like a god carved from dark stone and given life.

Kofi’s voice was rough, low, when he spoke. “You’re trembling.”

Emily startled, her gaze snapping up to meet his. She hadn’t even realized she was shaking, her body caught between nervousness and something far more primal. “I—I’m sorry,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing. “I’ve just... I’ve never...”

He took a step toward her, then another, his movements slow, deliberate, as if he were approaching a skittish deer. “Never what, Emily?” His voice was a rumble, deep and soothing, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She swallowed hard, her fingers clutching at the neckline of her gown. “Never been with a man,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m a virgin.”

Kofi’s expression darkened, his jaw tightening. For a moment, she thought she had said something wrong, that he was disappointed. But then he reached out, his hand cupping her cheek, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “Then I’ll be gentle,” he promised, his voice rough with something that sounded almost like awe. “You’re mine now, Emily. And I take care of what’s mine.”

The words sent a thrill through her, her breath hitching as his thumb traced the curve of her lip. She had spent her life feeling like she belonged to no one, like she was an afterthought in her own family. But the way he said it—mine—made her feel wanted. Cherished. Desired.

His hands moved to the laces of her gown, his fingers deft as he began to undo them. The fabric loosened, the corset beneath it no longer biting into her skin, and Emily exhaled a shaky breath as the gown slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a whisper of silk. She stood before him in nothing but her chemise, the thin fabric clinging to her curves, doing little to hide the fullness of her breasts, the soft roundness of her belly, the width of her hips.

Kofi’s breath hitched, his dark eyes roving over her with an intensity that made her skin prickle with heat. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick, his hand coming up to trace the curve of her waist, her hip, as if he were memorizing her. “So soft.”

Emily shivered under his touch, her nipples tightening beneath the chemise, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t fully understand but couldn’t resist. “Kofi,” she breathed, her hands coming up to rest against his chest. His skin was hot beneath her palms, the muscle beneath firm and unyielding. She had never touched a man like this before, had never dared to. But with him, it felt natural. Right.

His hands slid up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts, and she gasped, her back arching slightly. “Do you like that?” he asked, his voice a low growl, his dark eyes locked on hers.

“Y-yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling. His touch was everywhere, his hands large enough to span her ribs, his fingers tracing patterns over her skin that left her breathless. When his thumbs finally brushed over her nipples, even through the fabric of her chemise, she moaned, the sound torn from her throat before she could stop it.

Kofi’s lips curved into a smile, sharp and satisfied. “Good,” he rumbled, his hands moving to the hem of her chemise. “Because I’m just getting started.”

He lifted the fabric over her head, tossing it aside without a second thought, and then she was bare before him, her body exposed to his gaze for the first time. Emily’s instinct was to cover herself, to hide the softness of her belly, the fullness of her thighs. But the way Kofi looked at her—like she was a feast laid out before a starving man—made her hesitate. Made her want to be seen.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his voice rough, his hands coming up to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard peaks, aching for more. “You’re perfect, Emily. Every inch of you.”

She whimpered, her hands gripping his wrists as he leaned down, his mouth replacing his fingers. The first touch of his tongue against her nipple sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her legs trembling, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Kofi—!” she cried, her fingers tangling in his dreadlocks as he lavished attention on first one breast, then the other, his teeth grazing, his lips sucking, his tongue swirling in ways that made her entire body clench with need.

His hands slid lower, mapping the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, before gripping her thighs, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. “Spread for me,” he commanded, his voice a dark purr against her skin.

Emily obeyed without thought, her legs parting, her breath hitching as his hand slid between her thighs. She was wet—so wet, her arousal slick against her inner thighs, and when his fingers found her, stroking through her folds, she moaned, her hips jerking forward instinctively.

“You’re dripping for me,” Kofi growled, his fingers circling her clit, teasing the sensitive bundle of nerves until her legs were shaking. “Is this all for me, Emily?”

“Y-yes,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Only for you.”

His fingers slid lower, one thick digit pressing against her entrance. She was tight—so tight, her body untouched, unclaimed. He groaned, his forehead pressing against her shoulder as he pushed inside, just the tip of his finger breaching her. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he rasped, his voice strained. “I can’t wait to feel you around my cock.”

The word sent a fresh wave of heat through her, her walls clenching around his finger as he slowly worked it deeper, stretching her, preparing her. “Kofi, please,” she begged, her voice high and needy. She didn’t even know what she was asking for, only that she needed more. Needed him.

He added a second finger, scissoring them gently, stretching her further, and Emily cried out, her head falling back as pleasure and pain twisted together inside her. “That’s it,” he murmured against her ear, his free hand gripping her hip, holding her steady. “Take it, Emily. Take me.”

She was panting, her body trembling, her release coiling tight within her. And then his thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing in tight circles, and she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her with a force that stole her breath. She cried out, her body arching against him, her walls fluttering around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her.

Kofi didn’t stop. He worked her through it, his fingers never stilling, drawing out every last tremor until she was boneless in his arms, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat.

Only then did he withdraw his fingers, bringing them to his mouth. His dark eyes locked on hers as he sucked them clean, his tongue swirling over the digits glistening with her arousal. “Sweet,” he rumbled, his voice a dark promise. “Just like I knew you’d be.”

Emily watched him, her body still humming, her mind hazy with pleasure. And then he was stepping back, his hands moving to the fastenings of his trousers. The fabric fell away, and his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, darker than the rest of him, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

Emily’s breath left her in a rush.

He was huge.

Long and thick, veined, the head broad and flushed. She had never seen anything like it, had never imagined something so... intimidating. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, a fresh wave of arousal dampening her folds. “Kofi,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I—I don’t know if that will fit.”

Kofi stepped forward, his hand wrapping around his shaft, stroking it slowly as he loomed over her. “It will,” he promised, his voice a dark purr. “You were made to take me, Emily. Every inch.” He guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed, and then she was falling, her back hitting the soft furs as he followed her down, his body covering hers, his weight pressing her into the mattress.
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