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Faceoff in the Spotlight

Devon Black


Northgate University, Michigan, 2014
Standing at the base of the stairs, I checked the time for the fifteenth time, trying not to curse. The tension built in my temple, like a subtle but insistent pressure, as if a tiny knot were forming, gradually intensifying the ache. 
“Ayana, let’s go!”
“I’m almost ready!” she called, and I gritted my teeth. We were already running ten minutes late, and any more delays and I’d miss the first practice of the season. 
“Let’s go, Ayana, or else you won’t get a treat after school.”
“What treat?” She walked downstairs, carrying her backpack, wearing nothing but her pajamas. Black wild curls tumbled down her shoulders, and I rushed over to quickly comb her hair and fix her clothes. Her bright tawny beige skin stood out in the light while her enormous eyes stared up at me.
“I told you to get dressed,” I hissed at her. 
“I want to wear my pajamas. All the other kids are.”
“Put on your clothes now!”
“But, Dad, everyone else—”
“I said now, Ayana! And don’t come down again without your clothes on.” Her chin wobbled, but she ran back upstairs to change.
“Don’t forget Ayana has ballet after school!” my mom yelled just as Ayana ran back downstairs.
“Okay!” I said, hurrying my daughter out the door to ensure we wouldn’t be late. I got her seated in the back seat of my crappy 2003 Honda minivan and raced down the freeway like a bat out of hell. Tires squealing, I pulled into the parking lot of her school and walked her to the front, ready to flee, but one teacher spotted me.
“Oh, Mr. Black, I’m so glad you’re here. Do you have a moment to speak?”
“I’m running late, sorry.”
“It won’t take much time. You see, Ayana’s ballet class hasn’t been paid yet, and—”
“I’ll get to it when I can, but I really can’t be late.” I knelt in front of Ayana and kissed her cheeks. “Be good. Don’t cause trouble.” She nodded, but her gaze was sad. I didn’t have time to think about it as I rushed off, and then, with growing horror, saw all the other kids arriving in their pajamas. 
Today was Pajama Day. Fucking hell. Running a hand over my three-day stubble, I snarled, revving up the engine and burning rubber as I sped off to university. I’d make it up to her later. Right now, I was running late to practice.

      ***Bursting through the double doors, I hurried into the locker room just as the guys were heading onto the ice. 
“Devon, you’re late!” one guy called. I flipped him off and then quickly stripped from my clothes and got into my gear. I took a deep breath, inhaling the familiar rich scent of the metal rink filling my nostrils. An icy wind slapped at my cheeks as I took center stage in front of the team, while Coach Leroy stood off to the side, his gaze unyielding. 
Things had changed at Northgate University since Grayson left. I regained my position as team captain, but it came with a whole new set of responsibilities. Most of the guys would graduate this year, just like me, and the state nationals were looming. We had to make this the best game of the season.
“Listen up, Frost Vipers! We’ve got a game coming up in three weeks, and we’ve got to crush it,” I said, locking eyes with each player. “We can win this, but only if we keep it together! Remember our motto: On the ice, We Strike Twice!”
“On the ice, We Strike Twice!” they roared back.
“Now, let’s play!” I shouted. Vaulting down the rink, my heart hammered as Luke took his first shot, and I intercepted. My skates sliced through the ice with precision, as if I were born for this moment. We executed a fast, coordinated play. Everyone knew it was go hard or go home. I had no intention of letting my team go slack on my watch. On the ice, I locked eyes with Luke, the tension palpable between us as we faced off. The puck dropped, and we were in motion.
With swift, calculated moves, I weaved through the opposition, my skates slicing across the ice like blades. Vaulted down the ice, moving faster than a bullet as I intercepted Frank, who was too slow, and then weaved past Liam before passing the puck to Dustin, who lined up and took a shot. 
“You’re off your game guys! Keep it moving!” I shouted, trying to keep the momentum up. Skating backward, I received a pinpoint pass from Jake, one of our most reliable forwards. I wound up for the shot, with my stick poised to strike. 
Fuck, I loved this game. The seconds felt like hours. Mike’s focus was unyielding, but he couldn’t anticipate my next move. With a quick flick of my wrist, I released the puck with precision. It soared through the air, a streak of determination, and found its mark in the back of the net. 
Yes! I pumped my first and kept going. We had several hours left and I wasn’t going to go easy on these guys. 
Coach Leroy blew his whistle sharply, and the entire team gathered around him on the ice. “Alright, listen up, team. We’re going to run the 2-1-2 offensive play in the next period. Luke, you’ll take the lead on this one, and Mike, be ready to back him up.” He spoke in a calm, measured tone, but it was his eyes that unnerved most people. They were sleek and intense, like glossy beads that seemed to bore into your soul. He stood tall and lean, like a scarecrow, his frame wiry and angular. His nose was hawkish like a beak. Coach Leroy’s demeanor was a stark contrast to his physical appearance, always composed and in control. 
Coach continued, “Remember, the key to this play is maintaining control of the puck and using the space wisely. We’ve practiced this countless times, so let’s execute it perfectly. Stay focused, give it your all, and let’s bring home a win, team. Hurry up and get into formation. A word, Devon?”
I groaned mentally but followed him to the benches. Coach Leroy wasted no more time. “What happened this morning? You were supposed to come in early and practice with Mike and Luke. I need you guys on your A game once state nationals hit.” 
“I know it’s just shit with Ayana. Sorry.” 
Coach Leroy fixed me with a hard look. “You said you could do both.”
My breath caught. I stared at him like I’d been slapped. Ever since Ayana was born, I have been juggling both school and hockey and trying to make sense of having my life turned upside down. “And I can—”
“Devon, you’re the best player I’ve got on this team, but you’ll be my worst if you let your personal issues get the best of you. Make a choice. I know it sounds harsh, and I pray God doesn’t strike me down for saying this, but you really need to decide what your life is going to be like in the future. Very few people turn into legends, and I believe you are one of the few.” Coach placed his hand on my shoulder and then blew his whistle again. “Get your head in the game or get off my ice.” 
I felt each word like the slash of a whip. I nodded, skating back onto the ice and into formation. Mike’s pale green eyes found mine, and I shook my head. There wasn’t time to explain. Coach was right. I needed to decide and God willing, for Ayana’s sake, it had to be the right one.

      ***“Hey man, are you good?” Mike asked, his broad shoulders leaning against the lockers as I peeled off my sweaty jersey. The practice had been brutal. The coach had us running three plays with me at the center. I knew I had great potential, but his words stabbed at my heart. Going pro meant giving up Ayana. Time spent with her travelling all over and playing the game I loved. I knew a lot of guys did the same thing, but few were my age. How did they do it? How did they cope with it?
Every time I thought of leaving her, bile surged hot and thick in my throat. I couldn’t do it. Not yet, especially since Afia hadn’t figured her shit out yet. I didn’t want Ayana to grow up thinking I chose hockey over her. 
“Hey.” Mike nudged my arm when I didn’t respond. “Are you okay?”
“Fine, shit’s just crazy right now.” 
“It’s about to get worse,” Mike said, then passed me his phone. “You made the Dean’s List.”
“No fucking way!” I grabbed his phone. “Magna cum laude, here I come!”
Mike laughed as I read the document several times over, feeling my heart expand to the point of pain. Fuck, I had spent so many late-night hours studying for my Sports Medicine Degree and it had finally paid off. 
Mike clapped me on the back. “Want to celebrate? I’ve got a shot with your name all over it.”
Fuck, I’d love to, but then I realized Ayana had ballet after school today and I didn’t want to be late to pick up after everything that happened this morning. “Raincheck? Ayana has ballet.”
“Bring her,” Mike said, his lips pulling into a wiry smile. “We can get you actually wasted, and her chocolate wasted. In moderation of course.” 
“Laugh it up, Williams,” I said, shoving his shoulder as he chuckled. Mike ran a hand through his buzzed hair, and his pale green eyes flickered back up to mine. My throat went dry when our eyes met, and I forced myself to look away. Fuck, I needed to get laid. It had been months since I got off. Most of the guys on the team were straight except for Mike and Luke, but they were my closest friends. I wasn’t too keen on picking someone up from the club because of what had happened last time.
Mike rubbed his muscular arm, drawing my eyes back to all that smooth expanse of corded flesh. He was a big burly guy, just my type with light brown facial hair. He kept his hair buzzed, but it made his pale green eyes burn bright. We’ve been friends since junior year, and he was one of the people to help me after I went through an identity crisis after I slept with Ayana’s mom, before realizing that I was gay.  Ayana knew I liked men. I never wanted to keep that from her.
Even her mom, Afia, knew and was fully supportive of my choices. 
“Or…” Mike drawled, keeping his voice low, “We can go back to that club again. What’s it called? Stud or something?” 
“The names of these gay bars get worse and worse. I swear the next one will be called Pixie Dust, or some shit.” 
“Or Glow Stick,” Mike said, and we both laughed. “But seriously, man, we should go. It’s been a while.”
It had. My dick was getting hard just thinking about it. “Nah, sorry man. I’ll pass.” 
Mike shrugged, and I hated blowing him off so much. I knew he was eager to lose his virginity like I did the year prior, but some things were worth the wait. Besides, Mike deserved more than some back alleyway fuck. 
“Want to grab some breakfast?” I asked, grabbing my backpack from my locker. I didn’t have class for another hour; it was still early in the morning since practice started around eight-thirty and ended at ten. I slipped into my Northgate red and white varsity jacket. It felt like wrapping myself in a warm cocoon. The fabric against my skin was sturdy, the material thick and warm over my arms.
“Lead the way,” Mike said. He quickly grabbed his stuff and together we left. Striding through the halls of the school, I waved to the people I knew and stopped to talk to a few others. Mike was used to me talking to so many people. As captain of the hockey team, I made it my business to talk to people on and off the team; it helped to build good relationships. To me, it was more than just a game. It was a lifestyle.
Being the team captain meant that in every aspect I represented the Frost Vipers, meaning I had to put my best foot forward. We found a spot near the back of the cafeteria, a few of the other guys were nearby, and we set our trays down. My phone buzzed in my pocket. Taking it out, I saw Afia’s name flash on the screen. 
Running late, but I’ll be there when Ayana gets out of ballet, the text message read.
Shit. Was it her time to take Ayana already? 
Sure. I texted her back and then slipped my phone back into my pocket, wondering how I was going to make it up to Ayana. Taking out my tuna fish sandwich, I took a bite trying to wince at the bland taste. I should go shopping. I was sick of tuna fish sandwiches and I’m sure Mary was too.
“So.” Mike leaned in close. “Do you remember what happened with the Mountain View Mavericks a few years ago?”
My heart slammed against my ribcage at the memory of the team. Fuck, that had been the biggest mistake of my life, and it haunted me to this day. The sandwich turned into a rock in my throat, but I swallowed it down, avoiding Mike’s piercing gaze. “What of it?” 
“Turns out that guy you hurt made a full recovery,” Mike said. “I was keeping tabs on it, so I think you’re in the clear, man.”
I didn’t know what to say. I should have been thankful, but a part of me still felt guilty. The Mountain View Mavericks was a rival hockey team we played against during my junior year. It was a few years after Ayana was born, but Afia was trying to figure out a schedule that worked for both of us before mentioning a custody agreement. The minute she said that I lost my shit. I thought she was trying to keep Ayana away from me. Anger had burst through me, vibrating through my skin like a live wire and by the time we geared up to play, I wanted to kill something.
Unfortunately, some poor sucker on the Mountain View Mavericks had gotten the brunt of my anger when I accidentally slammed into him during a game, almost shattering his fucking knee. Later on, I tried to find the guy too, but he disappeared. I never knew what happened to him, but hearing this news made me feel slightly better. 
“If you find out who he is, let me know. I still feel like a jackass after everything that happened.”
“No worries, man. I’ve got you.” Mike said, then went back to eating his lunch. I finished up my sandwich, and I realized I had to be in class in fifteen minutes. Crumpling the wrapper, I tossed it into the garbage and stood.
“All right, I’m out of here. I’ll see you at practice next week,” I said, bumping his fist and heading out. There was a strange commotion at the door. Several girls were squealing and staring up at a large man that towered over the rest. Huh. Maybe some celebrity? I shrugged and weaved my way through the crowd, ready to get this day over with.
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Blades and Sparks

Devon Black


Iraced to Ayana’s school with only two seconds to spare. The class ran later than I expected, and I was now dreadfully late for picking up Ayana and dropping her off at her ballet session. I hurried inside the building, scanning the room until I spotted her sitting on a plastic chair, her tiny legs swinging. 
“Daddy!” Ayana exclaimed as she saw me and dashed over. I gathered her in my arms, making sure I had all her things with me. just then the same teacher from this morning cornered me.
“Ah! Mr. Black, one moment, please—”
“I’m so sorry I’m running late. Call me later. I promise I’ll make the payment,” I blurted out, nearly fleeing out the door with Ayana in my arms. I quickly settled her into her car seat in the back of the car and rushed off to her ballet session.
“How was your day, sweetheart?” I asked her as we drove.
“It was okay,” Ayana replied, unusually quiet.
“Look, I’m sorry you missed Pajama Day, and to make it up to you, we can grab McDonald’s later.”
Ayana perked up immediately. “Okay!”
“Your mom is picking you up at the house later. Don’t forget.”
“I won’t, Daddy!”
After Ayana’s ballet session, I took her to McDonald’s and treated her to a Happy Meal, then headed home. When we walked in, my mom was busy in the kitchen, and Ayana rushed over to kiss her on the cheek. “Why does my grandbaby smell like cheap fries and cornstarch?” my mom asked with a hint of criticism in her voice.
“That’s because I fed her that,” I responded, my irritation evident. My mom grumbled under her breath, and I headed out to the van to grab my hockey gear.
I went into the laundry room to wash some of my clothes and then heard the doorbell ring. Ayana ran to answer it, and I quickly followed, stopping her from opening the door.
“What did I say about opening the door for strangers?” I reminded her. 
“Daddy, mom isn’t a stranger.”
“It doesn’t matter. Wait for me to open the door,” I insisted, shaking my head. I opened the door to find Afia standing there, a broad smile on her face.
“Hello!” Ayana jumped into her mother’s arms and squealed with delight as Afia swung her around. Black wild curls tumbled down Afia’s back as she hugged Ayana and kissed her cheek. Her Ethiopian dark skin was a mesmerizing bronze, glowing in the fading light as she set Ayana down. 
“Do you have your stuff?” Afia asked, and Ayana nodded. She stepped into the house, and I moved to kiss her cheek. “How are you?”
“Tired.” I laughed, rubbing the back of my neck. “But she’s fed, so you don’t have to do any more hard work.”
Afia’s smile dropped. “Devon... I have that thing with my parents. They were looking forward to having dinner with her.”
I cursed silently. My eyes closed briefly as I tried to quell the growing throbbing in my temples. “I’m so sorry. Today was a mess, and I... I forgot.” I sighed, opening them, hoping she didn’t hate me too much. 
“It’s okay. I should have reminded you,” Afia said quietly, but I knew I messed up. “All right, baby, let’s go.”
Ayana put on her jacket, and I kissed her goodbye. “I love you. Listen to your mom while I’m gone, okay?” She squirmed in my arms and nodded, running out the door.
“Look, we need to talk about what’s going to happen next year,” Afia said seriously. “I just made partner at the communications firm downtown, so I can afford a new place. Why don’t you consider it? Okay?” She leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Goodnight, Mrs. Black!”
“All right, Afia. Night!” my mom called back as Afia left.
Finishing up the laundry, I went to my room, stretching my muscles out the moment I shut the door. Damn, what a day. 
I collapsed in my desk chair like a deflated balloon, realizing that I had forgotten to tell my mom I made the Dean’s List. Oh well. I’ll tell her later. Right now, all I wanted to do was relax. Chewing on my bottom lip, my knee bounced as I thought about what to do to relax. Without Ayana around, I didn’t feel like I could. She was my world. How pathetic. I used to hate it when parents said that, but I had no life outside of my child. I sensed the onset of a headache, a subtle but persistent throb, like the first distant rumbles of a gathering storm in my temples.
Tipping my head back in my chair, my eyes slipped closed, and Mike’s green eyes flashed before me. I imagine what it would be like to drag my tongue across his pink lips or taste the sweat on his brow. Fuck, I needed to get laid. 
It's still early. A voice whispered to me.
Clicking my tongue, I realized it was only after nine. My entire body throbbed, and I stood. I got dressed and grabbed my keys. I made the fucking Dean’s List. I should celebrate, I thought, shrugging on my leather jacket. 
“I’m heading out, Mom!” I called, and she shouted her response, but I didn’t hear it as I slammed the front door shut. Ayana would be gone the entire weekend. 
It was time I took the edge off. 

      ***Techno music throbbed as a sonic wave coursed through the speakers. Sweat dripped down my spine as I stood near the back, the bottleneck of my beer clutched in a fist. A sea of bodies thrived on the dancefloor, men and women alike gyrating to the beat that was enough to send the world spinning. I swallowed around the blockage in my throat. The disco lights were like shooting stars that streaked across the ceiling, casting an ever-changing tapestry of colors and patterns that seemed to dance in harmony with the music.
Fuck. I took another sip, my eyes latching onto a man wearing heavy eyeliner near the back. I glanced away, hoping he didn’t approach me. This was such a bad idea. Running a hand through my thick black hair, I sighed through my nose. I’ll leave in ten minutes. A biting wind made my breath hitch as the main doors opened once again and a flood of men came pouring in, blocking the exit. Damn, now I’ll have to wait. I gritted my teeth and drained my beer, striding over to the bar again for another.
I don’t know why the fuck I came here. Getting laid was important, but so was figuring out what the hell I was going to do next year. It was too much to think about. Depending on where I got drafted, I’d have to leave Ayana behind. The thought made my stomach clench. Hockey was everything to me, but so was she. I couldn’t leave her with my parents, and Afia, her mom, was too busy working to take care of her full-time.
I was her father. I needed to make sure she was okay. That meant putting my dreams on hold until next year. The disco lights transformed the space into a kaleidoscope of swirling colors and intense flashes, making me slightly dizzy. I caught the bartender’s eye and waved him over.
“Hey there, handsome, what’s your poison?” he said, eyeing me up and down. “I haven’t seen you around here before. Where are you from?”
Jeez, we’re all the guys here so cheesy? “Rum and coke. No ice,” I clipped.
“Sure thing,” he drawled, his blond hair changing shades in the brusque lights. I checked out his muscular form but found that he wasn’t at all my type. Nothing about this place appealed to me, and I wondered again why the fuck I was here. I should be at home in bed with Ayana. Not trying to release the tension that’s been building low and heavy in my spine for weeks. I massaged the knot in my shoulder, rolling my neck several times until the bartender slid my drink over.
“Here you go,” he said. “Can I get you anything else?”
“A muzzle,” I muttered, causing the guy next to me to nearly spit out his drink in laughter.
“Excuse me?” the bartender asked.
“Nothing. Thanks.” I tipped my drink to him, and he frowned, but someone else called him away. I knocked it back before slapping a few bills on the table, already done with this place. After Ayana was born, I told myself I wouldn’t indulge in this anymore. The last experience had been a disaster, and there was no way I wanted to relive it. There weren’t men of substance here, anyway. Just guys looking to fuck and get their next thrill. While I’d be down for that, I still had to consider Ayana.
I was just about to turn when a solid wall of muscle pressed up behind me, and a large hand encircled my hips. A blast of warm breath hit my neck, causing a shiver to run down my spine.
“Where do you think you’re going?” a deep baritone voice vibrated in my ear.
“Take your fucking hands off me or I’ll break them off,” I deadpanned, used to the handsy type. Some guys didn’t know how to take no for an answer, and I wasn’t in the fucking mood to play around.
“I doubt that,” the man said huskily. “Or else you would have done it already.”
“Try me.”
“I think I might,” he chuckled low and deep. His hands slithered away but the heat lingered. “My name is Skyler. You didn’t ask, but I’m going to tell you anyway since you looked so wound up.” Dark eyes peered into view, and suddenly, I realized just how tall the fucker was. Damn, he stood almost a head taller than me, his intense coppery eyes staring down at me. 
“Fuck off,” I muttered, ready to make my way to the door.
Skyler’s smile grew as if it were all a joke, and I hated men like him. “Ouch, so much for civility. Why don’t you take the stick out of your ass and relax for a bit? It must be hard being so uptight. Who knows? If you ask nicely, I might replace it with my cock.”
“Asshole.”
“That doesn’t sound like a no,” Skyler said, but it sounded more like a taunt.
My mouth thinned into a hard line. I was uptight. My muscles tensed and strained, coiled from all the thoughts bouncing around in my head. I came here to drink. Relax. Maybe get off. It’s what everyone came here for, too. Why was I being such a dick to this guy?
“Fine. Next rounds on you,” I mumbled.
Skyler’s lips curved into a mocking grin. “I like straightforward men. Rum and Coke. No ice,” he spoke to the bartender, who I hadn’t realized had come over. 
I rolled my eyes. “So, how long have you been stalking me?”
“Since you first walked in,” Skyler said, catching my gaze and holding it. Skyler’s mocha eyes were a mesmerizing blend of earthy browns and forest greens, like gazing into a tranquil woodland glade, with golden flecks that sparkled like hidden treasures beneath the surface. My throat went dry, and my cock twitched. Fuck, he was attractive, and the fucker knew it.
I snorted. “Shameless prick.”
Skyler cocked a brow at me. “So? It got you to stay, didn’t it?” 
“Not for long,” I responded when the bartender passed us our drinks.  I knocked mine back. I wasn’t in the mood for conversation, and this guy seemed like the chatterbox type. A migraine pulsed at the back of my skull and I thought about sending the asshole packing, but long fingers curled around the belt loops of my jeans. My eyes flickered up to Skyler, who was leaning against the bar, his eyes fixated on a twink gyrating in front of us while his fingers played with the waistband of my jeans.
What the hell? I was about to knock the fucker’s hand away, but then they dipped lower, running along the seams of my jeans, sending a sharp jolt to my cock. Skyler lazily scanned the room. His eyes were dark, but I could see the cunning smile curling his lips. 
There was something strange about him. 
Feral. And it made my blood pump hot and thick in my veins. A pink tongue darted out to lap at his dry lips, his gaze slanted toward mine. My heart slammed against my ribcage and all this teasing had me already near the fucking edge. Fine. You win. I wanted to grit out but refrained. I was too pent-up. It had been months since I last got off and having a toddler made it almost impossible to get laid regularly. Skyler jerked his head towards a dark wall in a secluded area away from prying eyes, and I nodded. He pushed off the bar, his fingers circling my wrist as we weaved through the throng of men, before being swallowed by the darkness.
A blast of musty air made my lungs cinch, and I struggled to see through the cloak of shadow as Skyler found a place for us. Moans and groans filled the air as men fucking and grinding against each other near the back of the bar cascaded in a symphony around me. Skyler strode down a concrete corridor, finding a small area near the DJ’s booth with a black curtain. Shoving me behind the curtain, Skyler moved in like a panther, crowding my space and backing me against the wall. The inky blackness enveloped everything, rendering the area completely sightless. It was as if the world had disappeared, and I stood blind, unable to discern any hint of my surroundings. Hot lips pressed against my neck, and I jerked as a warm hand cupped my crotch.
“Fuck,” I hissed, and before I could protest, Skyler’s mouth claimed my lips. What the hell? I gave a startled gasp when his tongue slipped between my lips. I grunted, tasting the blend of malty sweetness and a hint of roasted grains on Skyler’s tongue. I pressed a hand to his chest and shoved. “I don’t kiss.”
“You do now,” Skyler said, swallowing whatever I had to say by capturing my lips again. Fuck. I could feel the bastard’s laughter as he pressed me harder against the wall. The darkness in the area was so oppressive that it felt as though I had been plunged into a lightless void. My surroundings were utterly invisible, and I couldn’t even see my hand in front of my face. Skyler kissed me harder, his tongue licking the seams of my mouth causing pleasure to curl my toes and juddered down my spine. My cock twitched and pulsed beneath his skillful hands. Wet lips sucked on my bottom lips, trailing down my neck in harsh nibbles and bites. I gripped his muscular waist, noticing how narrow it was and how his muscular back moved and flexed.
Fuck, he was gorgeous. My cock swelled to the point of pain and a whimper tore from the back of my throat. Skyler massaged his hands over my neck, working out the knots there in a way I never knew I needed.
“Relax,” he murmured, breaking the kiss. “This won’t be fun if you remain this tense.”
“Stop talking and I will,” I spat, ready to get this over with. It was already inching past 1 A.M. and I had shit to do tomorrow. A laugh bubbled out of Skyler, and it didn’t sound the least bit genuine. He flipped me around so fast my face slammed against the cold concrete wall.
“I don’t normally like people who talk back to me,” he whispered, but there was a slight edge to his voice. “But on you, it’s cute. I like cute.”
“Fuck what you like,” I gritted out, my cheeks flaming with humiliation. 
“Oh, I plan to.” Skyler gave another throaty chuckle. “Fuck, you want it so bad I can smell it on you.” Sucking in a deep breath, his nose pressed against my neck, he darted out to lick my cheek. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take care of you.” He yanked me away from the wall and spun me around so that I was facing the curtains from the other side.
Fuck you, I wanted to snarl, but he was already unbuttoning the front part of my jeans. He wasn’t wrong. I needed it so badly. Blood roared in my ears and my heart pounded as Skyler guided my head back so that it was resting on his broad shoulder, while his hand worked open my jeans. Cold air slapped against my skin as my hard cock sprang free. A meaty hand wrapped around the base and stroked from root to tip.
“Fuck—” I hissed; my stomach quivered.
“Shhhh,” Skyler whispered. “You don’t want them to hear you.”
I choked on my own spit. Right there, past the black curtains, were several security guards standing around talking. Skyler had led me through the back all the way down to stand right outside their fucking lunchroom. 
Rage tore through me. “You bastard—Ugh—”
Skyler’s dark laughter filled my ears, but he didn’t stop, and fuck, I didn’t want him to. Cool hands slipped beneath my shirt, trailing along my sides, and pinching my nipple. His hot mouth latched onto my neck, sucking hard as he stroked me faster and faster. Pleasure sparked in my core, hot and thick desire pooled in my gut, and cum beaded from the tip of my cock, running down his large fingers. My chest heaved with each breath, and my lungs felt like they were in a vice grip as he jerked me off slow and sweet.
“That’s it,” Skyler purred, sending lightning strikes of pleasure jolting through me. I closed my eyes, savoring the gentle press of his touch, the way he drew across my body. A fever ravished my skin, sweat dripped down my temple as Skyler dragged his tongue down the bristling hairs on my cheek. “Fuck, you taste amazing. I can’t wait to fuck your tight little hole.”
I shuddered. A wet tongue drew circles over my skin, and I felt him grind his hard cock into my backside. Skyler growled, turning my face, and claiming my lips in a brutal kiss. I moaned relishing the taste of him, and the blistering white haze of pleasure that skittered before my eyes.
“I’m gonna cum—” I rasped, tearing my mouth away. 
Skyler chuckled, the vibration sending a wave of tremors down my arm. Teeth sank into my earlobe, while Skyler’s fist moved faster, drawing out each stroke by teasing the tip of the head, then going right back down to the base. 
Fuck. My back bowed. Pleasure made my toes curl and then I was flung off the edge. The breath was punched out of my lungs.
“Uh—Skyler—” I grunted. My vision whitewashed, like a blank canvas erasing all details, leaving me momentarily blinded. Milky cum erupted from my cock, and I choked on a scream as he stroked me through it, causing stardust to burst before my eyelids. “Fuck—Fuck—” I cursed, and Skyler’s massive chest rumbled, his hips snapping on their own accord. My knees nearly buckled as I shivered through my release. Skyler laughed. His hot breath tickled the shell of my ear.
“Amazing,” he muttered, pulling his hand away, and I whimpered from the loss of warmth. Skyler licked his palm, savoring the taste. My heart hammered, and I peered through the curtain, glad to see that most of the security guards had left, leaving the room almost empty. Nobody had seen us.
But the rush had made it even more exciting.
Then I felt like I’d been doused with cold water. What if someone had seen us? We’d be kicked out for sure. What if they called the police, and I was arrested for indecent exposure? What if it made it on the news and Ayana saw it? What the fuck was I doing? I hurriedly buttoned my jeans, moving away from Skyler. The air around me grew thin, and it felt like an invisible hand was clenching my throat, leaving me gasping for breath, and suffocated by the lack of oxygen. Skyler leaned against the wall with his gaze hooded, almost as if he expected this type of reaction.
Deep hazel eyes kept me rooted to the spot. They were a mesmerizing paradox of darkness and seduction, concealing a latent danger that was impossible to ignore. I looked away. Shit, I needed to get the hell out of here. “Thanks.”
“Well, I expected a lot more than that,” Skyler replied, grinning with sharp eyes. There was anger there too. Rage maybe. It was a dick move, but something about this guy set my teeth on edge. My eyes dipped down to his crotch, and I saw there was a wet spot there, so it wasn’t like he didn’t get off too.
Pulling out my phone, I checked the time. “I have to go. Maybe next time?” 
“Maybe.” Skyler tilted his head. “And maybe with more of an audience, you seemed to like that too.”
I spun on my heels and left, my cheeks burning as his laughter followed me through the corridor. Asshole. There was no way in hell there’d be a next time.
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The Battle Begins

Devon Black


Iwoke in the early morning sunlight. Its gentle golden rays filtered through the curtains, casting a warm, soothing glow over the room, and I felt a sense of serenity wash over me. Yawning loudly, I stretched my arms and legs out in the sheets. Damn. Last night had been amazing. My limbs were loose and weightless as if all the tension had bled out of my system. Memories of the previous night flashed before my eyes, and I licked my dry lips. Images of Skyler’s thick hand wrapped around my cock as he stroked me to completion made my dick hard again. 
Fuck, what was up with that guy? I couldn’t quite place it, but something felt off about it, like I was tittering close to the edge of a cliff. And his voice. So rough and gravelly, searing my cheek as he begged me to relax and fall into him. It was exactly what I needed. Rolling out of bed, I groaned and put on an old pair of sweats while searching for a t-shirt to wear. Clamouring pots and pans in the kitchen caught my attention, and I knew my mom must be awake making breakfast. Ayana would be with Afia all weekend, which meant I had time to catch up on my homework and have some time to myself. Taking the stairs two at a time, I walked into the kitchen and saw my mom fixing me a plate of pancakes.
“Here you go, baby

      ***
      ***
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