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A Knight's Choice: Public CMNM Fantasy MM (Exposed in Eldenvale, #5)

Also By Sasha Ryan Black


Morgan had never slain a dragon before. But he intended to.

He’d trudged through mud and murky plain runoff for three days now. He was far from Eldenvale, where the king had offered an alluring sum and a title for slaying this beast. Morgan was a knight, but his armor most certainly wasn’t shining – especially not after traveling the Winterbound Highway. He had dirt and sweat in places he never imagined. But if he could claim this quest before any other ambitious knights in Eldenvale, he’d enjoy a princely living for years to come.

At the moment, though, he didn’t hold much hope. He’d been away for two weeks and found only the faintest hints of dragon activity – a broken tree here, the remains of a sheep there. But multiple people had testified that it resided in the nearby mountain range. He would be there tomorrow.

“Time for camp?” Emyr asked.

Morgan nodded breathlessly. His ample muscles ached. They needed to be well-rested for their confrontation tomorrow. And he needed something to eat.

Emyr was Morgan’s squire. It sounded more impressive than actuality – Morgan was a new knight who stumbled on the title after winning a tournament. Emyr was the youngest son of the Teague family, lesser nobles clinging to their vanishing wealth who could only afford a bargain knight to pair him with. Still, having someone else with a sword on Morgan’s side during a fight was invaluable. They’d ventured together for close to a year now, both of them approaching twenty-five. Emyr was trustworthy enough, and Morgan had trusted him with his life more than once. Above all, neither of them was very talkative, and it suited them both. 

They established camp within twenty short minutes. It was tucked off the road within a grouping of tall rocks that would keep away the elements. Most importantly, the ground was flat – a rarity as they approached the mountain range. Morgan was helped out of his armor, and Emyr soon produced a meal from their supplies, handing Morgan a hot bowl of oats, some hunks of dried meat, and an apple from the bunch they’d picked two days ago. 

After eating, they cleared a space in the camp and squared up to practice.

Emyr had shown good promise under Morgan’s tutelage. He had good instincts – he only needed the skill to back it up. Their swords clashed loudly in the clearing, their grunts and exertion ringing off the rocks. Morgan stepped around a thrust and tagged Emyr in the side with the flat of his blade. They stopped, resetting themselves.

Morgan had begun to sweat and stripped off his shirt, tossing it aside. Emyr paused, blinking. His teal eyes lingered, his curly, chestnut hair plastered to his forehead. He breathed heavily, skin flushed. The front of his pants was tented slightly. He put a hand over his cock, tucking it away.

Morgan frowned. It wasn't the first time it had happened. “Again.”

They sparred and fought again, sweat slicking their bodies. Morgan fought with new energy. He disliked Emyr’s arousal. It wouldn’t serve him in a fight. And he wasn’t certain what to think of being the target of it. He’d never had any interest in men. He’d had his share of women from the brothels that blanketed the southwest side of Eldenvale. But men? He had no desire to explore that.

He once again slipped around Emyr, disarming him. His sword thumped into the dirt. Morgan breathed heavily, his heart racing with exertion. He nodded and picked up the sword, handing it to Emyr. They were running out of light, and it was time to sleep.

“Nicely done,” he said. “But keep your head.”

“I will,” Emyr said meekly and accepted the sword.

Morgan took a meager bath in a nearby dribbling stream. It was indescribably cold, his cock shriveling at the mere presence of mountain runoff. Maybe it was for the best. He’d had little chance to find release throughout their travel, or even enjoy the company of someone besides Emyr. It hummed in Morgan's blood nearly constantly now. When he got back to Eldenvale, it would be his first order of business.

He returned to camp and sagged into his bedroll beside the fire. He could hardly find the energy to reposition around a stubborn root.

Sleep came quickly to him after a full day of trudging. But something stirred him awake. It couldn’t have been more than half an hour later. The quiet pant of labored breathing came from the other side of the fire. He remained still, his back warmed by the heat.

The breathing was erratic and stunted, lying haphazardly over the slight rustle of fabric. His brows pulled together. Was Emyr pleasuring himself? Morgan couldn't imagine what else he could be doing.

It occurred to him to turn and tell Emyr to stop, but something held him back. It was a rushing in his blood, a nag in his core. He listened to the muffled panting. The erotic sound was like a long-lost friend. His cock stirred. It was upsetting, to say the least. It was a man, and his squire no less. Why was this arousing him? Was Emyr pleasuring himself to the thought of Morgan? The breathing hitched, stifling a moan.

Morgan slowly crept a hand downward, brushing over his swelling cock through his clothes. It twitched in response. He’d seen Emyr naked before, but never erect. Was his cock all the more impressive in that state? Why was he wondering about it? Morgan rubbed himself further, stimulating his cock into its waking state. He slipped his hand under his clothes, finding warmth and rushing blood. He was solid. He pulled back his foreskin and thumbed his weeping cock head. It flared and throbbed. Emyr’s erotic breathing only nudged Morgan further. He stroked slowly, concealing his movements beneath his blankets. He paused. What was he doing?

But he couldn’t stop. The pleasure was almost too much. It had been far too long. The rhythm of his hand and the dexterity of his fingers were sharp, melding pleasure down the length of his cock, reaching his toes. He needed this. Over the fading crackle of the fire, Emyr’s erratic breathing quickened. Morgan suddenly imagined going over there and withdrawing the covers, freeing Emyr from his pants, and witnessing him stroking himself with such passion. Or perhaps perching with his cock aligned next to Emyr’s, stroking them together, their hot, seeping precum intermingling.

Morgan suddenly thrust the thoughts from his mind. He withdrew his hand. He wasn’t interested in men and never had been. He was obviously thinking about it because he’d gone without sex since they left Eldenvale. Anyone else would be doing the same. He forced himself to lie still and try to fall back asleep. But his cock burned, refusing to let him.

Emyr’s breathing came haltingly, and another muffled moan came out. Morgan heard shifting. Then came the slight patter of droplets on leaves. His cock nearly erupted of its own accord. Emyr just came in his presence.

Morgan slept sparingly, his dreams shot with longing and a deep throbbing in his core. There were glimpses of coiled muscle and glistening skin, of throbbing cocks and unsteady breathing. He woke in the morning to moisture in his pants. He stubbornly avoided eye contact and hurried to the stream to clean up.

As they armored, broke camp, and trudged toward the mountains, he kept his focus on their goal. The land began to steepen, and they soon climbed around jagged rocks and scree-filled hills. He followed the path outlined by the king’s announcement. Calling it a path was generous – he wouldn’t be surprised to know he was the first. He mused about it as he climbed. Only a dragon would be so haughty as to remain in its lair despite knowing hoards of knights would be marching to its door.

They climbed a steep stair of jagged stone, following plunging cliffside for some distance. It wound and ascended further. Emyr's labored breathing was reminiscent of last night. It was highly distracting. Soon enough, they glimpsed a wide cave mouth in the rock face.

They paused just outside, readying themselves. Morgan could hardly look Emyr in the eye. Whatever came next would be a welcome distraction from last night. He squared himself, drew his sword, and entered the cave.

It was far from wild inside. In fact, a path wound through the dark crevice, large enough for a massive beast to lumber through. Dripping water was punctuated by the crackle of Emyr’s torch. Soon, light began to flicker up ahead. It appeared to be a cavernous room. Morgan crept toward it, his heart hammering. What would they find inside? He heard voices ahead.

Inside, they found the dragon.

Morgan stopped dead in his
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