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The cameras flashed incessantly as I stepped up to the podium, the bright lights almost blinding me. My face was flushed from the grueling three-set match I had just lost. Sweat still glistened on my skin, and my muscles ached from the exertion of the day's battle on the court.

The press room buzzed with energy, filled with reporters and photographers eagerly awaiting my comments.

Playing on hard courts was never easy.

Winning was even more difficult.

But I should have won. I knew it, and the press was not going to let me off easily.

"Kim, can you tell us what went wrong out there today?" a reporter shouted, his voice cutting through the press room.

I took a deep breath, trying to compose my thoughts. "I think I just got a little tight towards the end," I said, my voice trembling slightly. "My opponent played a great match, and I didn't execute my game plan as well as I should have."

"But you were up a break in the third set," another reporter chimed in. "What happened? Did the pressure get to you? She is a qualifier ranked number two-hundred-and-thirty-one."

I bristled at the implied accusation, but I knew they were just doing their jobs. "Look, I'm human," I said, trying to keep my voice even. "I made some mistakes, and she capitalized on them. That's tennis. Does not matter where you rank. On the day anyone can win. Sadly, today I got beaten."

A reporter near the front leaned forward, glancing at his notes. "Kim, you played a much more powerful striker today, yet you managed to win the first set with your speed and agility. How did you do that?"

I smiled slightly, appreciating the recognition of my efforts. "Yes, she's incredibly strong, but I knew I had to use my speed to my advantage. I tried to stay light on my feet and make her move around the court as much as possible. It worked well in the first set."

As I answered, I reached up to tie back my long raven hair, struggling to tuck it neatly under the white tennis cap I was wearing. 

“Do you think after this setback you can still reach the number one ranking at the end of the year?” the reporter continued.

I shrugged, “I don’t want to take things too far down the road and only concentrate on one game at a time.”

There was a brief silence, and then a voice from the back of the room piped up. "Kim, can you comment on the rumors about your recent breakup with Jason Reynolds? Did that have any impact on your performance today?"

I felt my stomach drop. The last thing I wanted to talk about was my personal life, especially the messiness of my failed relationship with Jason, my former boyfriend and fellow pro tennis player. "I'd rather not comment on that," I said curtly, my jaw clenched. "My private life is just that – private."

A different reporter jumped in. "Kim, you and Jason were voted the sexiest sporting celebrities for two years running. Does it add any pressure to live up to that kind of public image?"

I forced a smile, trying to keep my composure. "It's flattering, of course, but on the court, it's all about the game. The public image is just a part of the job, but it doesn't define who I am as a player."

The questions kept coming, but I had already checked out mentally. All I could think about was how disappointed my dad had looked from the stands and how much I had let him down. The press room, with its stark white walls and buzzing fluorescent lights, felt suffocating.

Mercifully, the press conference ended, and I made a beeline for the exit, shouldering past the reporters and their endless inquiries. I just needed to get out of there, to find some peace and quiet, and regroup before facing the inevitable wrath of my father. 

But this was simply not my lucky day.

As I emerged from the press room, I spotted my dad pacing back and forth in the dimly lit hallway, his face a mask of frustration. Disappointed that I did not get a few minutes to gather my thoughts I walked towards him. He was a tall, imposing figure with a stern expression, his greying hair and deep-set eyes adding to his authoritative presence. He caught my eye and gestured for me to follow him, and we made our way to a secluded corner of the stadium, away from prying eyes.

"What the hell was that out there, Kim?" he demanded, his voice low but laced with anger. His fists were clenched at his sides, and I could see the veins in his neck bulging.

I flinched at his tone, feeling like a scolded child. "I'm sorry, Dad," I said, my voice small. "I just… I don't know what happened. I had it under control, and then I just let it slip away."

Frank shook his head, his jaw set in a hard line. "That's not good enough. You know how important this tournament was. You were the favorite to win it, and now you've blown your chance," he paused a moment and then turned towards me with cold eyes, "Is it about Jason? Are the rumors true that he broke up with you?"

I nodded, hoping my shit show of a love life was enough to divert my dad’s anger.

“And that the reason he broke up with you is that you are still a virgin and did not want to sleep with him?”

My heart fell into my stomach, and the blood drained from my face. “Dad, I don’t want to discuss…”

“Fuck, Kim! Everything…” he moved in closer and dropped his voice, “Everything I sacrificed was for you to be a champion. I do not care who you fuck or suck in your free time, but if that ever interferes with you playing again, then we are done.”

“Dad I thought that not sleeping around would make you proud,” I felt tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but I blinked them away furiously. I couldn't afford to show any weakness, not in front of my father.

He shook his head, “You are almost twenty-one, I only care about what you do on the court.”

"I'll do better next time," I said, my voice thick with emotion. "I promise." My words felt empty and hollow, like a desperate plea rather than a sincere commitment.

He fixed me with a steely gaze. "You'd better," he said, his words cutting deep. "Because if you don't start living up to your potential, you're never going to make it to the top."

With that, he turned on his heel and rushed away, leaving me standing there alone, feeling utterly dejected and overwhelmed. The harsh stadium lights seemed to accentuate my sense of failure, casting long, unforgiving shadows. I took a shaky breath, willing myself not to cry, and then headed for the exit. I needed to get out of this place, to find somewhere I could lick my wounds in peace.

As I walked away, my mind raced with thoughts of inadequacy and self-doubt. How could I have let this happen? Why couldn't I hold it together when it mattered most? The pressure of living up to my father's expectations was crushing, and I felt the weight of it bearing down on me with every step. I knew I had to find a way to regain my confidence, to prove to myself and to my father that I could rise above this setback. But for now, all I wanted was to escape the suffocating atmosphere of the stadium and find a quiet place where I could let my guard down, if only for a moment.

* * *

The hotel lobby was a welcome respite from the chaos of the day. The elegant space was adorned with marble floors and high ceilings, featuring grand chandeliers that cast a warm, golden light over the room. Plush armchairs and sofas were arranged in cozy clusters, inviting guests to relax and unwind. Tall, potted plants added a touch of greenery, and the scent of fresh flowers subtly perfumed the air.

I sank into one of the armchairs, letting out a long, shuddering sigh as the weight of the day's events finally caught up with me. I had changed out of my tennis gear and into a pair of comfortable leggings and a loose-fitting shirt, but the physical and emotional toll of the match still lingered. My muscles ached, and my mind was a whirlwind of self-doubt and disappointment. Tomorrow, we would hop on a plane to Paris, then Istanbul, then Rome. Endless tournaments.

As I sat there, staring blankly into the flickering flames of the lobby's fireplace, I became vaguely aware of a timid voice approaching.

"Excuse me, Miss Yang?" A hotel worker, a young Korean-American woman, stood before me with a little girl clinging to her leg. The woman looked nervous, her eyes darting around as if expecting reprimand at any moment. "My daughter is a big fan. We are also Korean and she started playing tennis a year ago. Could we possibly get a picture?"

Before I could respond, a stern-looking hotel manager swooped in, his face set in a frown. "This is highly unprofessional," he said sharply. "You could lose your job for this."

The woman looked stricken, but I quickly interjected. "It's okay," I said, standing up and offering a reassuring smile. "I don't mind at all."

The manager hesitated, then gave a curt nod and stepped back. I knelt down to the little girl's level, her eyes wide with awe. "What's your name?" I asked gently.

"Ji-woo," she whispered, her tiny voice barely audible.

"Hi, Ji-woo. It's nice to meet you," I said, smiling as I posed for a photo with her. The little girl beamed, and I felt a small flicker of joy amidst my lingering sadness.

“Do you play tennis?”

She nods.

“Then I hope to see you on the court one day. Remember to practice hard,” I said and felt the little girl's arms fall around my neck as she gives me long hug. 

After the photo, the mother thanked me profusely. "Thank you so much, Miss Yang.”

“Please call me Kim. It is only a pleasure. Do you perhaps have an address for me? I would love to send Ji-woo some tennis gear if you do not mind?”

The mother nodded and quickly scribbled down her address on a piece of paper. “You're so kind. And..." she hesitated, then added softly, "You're better off without that man."

Her words took me by surprise, and I blinked in astonishment. "Thank you," I managed to say, feeling a strange mix of gratitude and bewilderment. It was odd to hear such personal comments from a stranger, yet her sincerity was touching.

As they walked away, I made my way towards the lobby bar, seeking some solitude. The bar area was equally luxurious, with dark wood paneling, leather stools, and shelves lined with an impressive array of spirits. Soft lighting created an intimate atmosphere, and the quiet hum of conversation filled the space.

Luckily no one noticed me. As I settled into another armchair near the bar, I became vaguely aware of the sound of a piano drifting through the air. It was a mournful, melancholic tune, perfectly mirroring the heaviness in my heart.

I turned my gaze toward the source of the music and saw a man seated at the baby grand piano in the corner of the lobby closest to me. He was tall and lean, with tousled blonde hair that fell artfully over his forehead and a smattering of stubble lining his chiselled jawline. His piercing blue eyes were focused on the keys, and there was a depth to his expression that hinted at a world of emotion beneath the surface. His fingers danced across the keys with effortless grace, coaxing out each haunting note with a tenderness that seemed at odds with his rugged appearance.

As I watched him, transfixed by the raw emotion he poured into his playing, I felt something shift within me. The weight on my shoulders seemed to lighten ever so slightly, and I found myself drawn to the melody, letting it wash over me like a soothing balm.

The pianist must have sensed my gaze because he glanced up, his eyes meeting mine for the briefest of moments. He offered me a small, knowing smile, as if he could see straight into my soul and recognize the turmoil that raged there. Then, without breaking eye contact, he launched into a new song, this one more upbeat and hopeful.

I felt the corners of my mouth turn up ever so slightly as the music wrapped around me, lifting my spirits and easing the tension that had coiled itself around my heart. For the first time that day, I felt a glimmer of peace, a fleeting moment of respite from the weight of my own expectations and the disappointment of those around me.

As the final notes faded into silence, the pianist stood up and walked over to me, closing the distance with a few confident strides. He turned his attention back to me, his eyes twinkling with a hint of mischief. "Rough day?" he asked, his voice a rich baritone that sent a shiver down my spine.

I nodded, suddenly at a loss for words in the face of his disarming charm.

He flashed me a crooked grin, and my heart skipped a beat. "Well, hopefully that helped a little," he said, gesturing toward the piano. "Music has a way of soothing the soul, even if just for a moment."

I managed a small smile, feeling strangely at ease in his presence. "It did," I said softly. "Thank you."

He inclined his head in a slight bow, his eyes never leaving mine. "My pleasure," he murmured and took a glass of water before returning to the piano.

* * *

The hotel bar was starting to wind down for the night, the last few stragglers nursing their final drinks before heading off to their rooms or venturing out into the city streets. I was one of those stragglers, nursing a glass of red wine as I tried to sort through the tumultuous emotions that had consumed me throughout the day.

Despite my best efforts, I couldn't shake the disappointment and self-doubt that had settled like a heavy weight on my shoulders. I kept replaying the match in my mind, analyzing every misstep, every missed opportunity, until my head was spinning with recriminations.

Not to mention the breakup with Jason. And his constant pressuring to take things to the next level. I got that he was just a dude. And that dudes like to have sex, but I thought we were playing a longer game. I did pretty much all the other sexual stuff a good girlfriend would do, but clearly that was not enough for him. 

I shook my head and took another sip of wine, savoring the rich, fruity flavor as it coated my tongue. Perhaps it was the alcohol, or perhaps it was simply the weariness of the day, but I found my gaze drifting once again toward the piano player in the corner.

He was still there, his nimble fingers dancing across the keys with effortless grace, coaxing out a lilting melody. 

Before I could overthink it, I found myself rising from my seat and making my way toward him, drawn in by some inexplicable force that I couldn't quite put my finger on. As I approached, the music seemed to swell around me, enveloping me in a warm embrace that chased away the lingering chill of self-doubt.

"Hey there," he said. Up close, I could see the faint laugh lines etched around his eyes, and the way his brow furrowed ever so slightly as he lost himself in the music.

"Hi," I replied, feeling suddenly shy and self-conscious under the weight of his piercing gaze. "I, uh... I just wanted to say that your playing is beautiful."

He quirked an eyebrow, his lips curling into a crooked grin that made my heart flutter. "Why, thank you," he said, his tone tinged with amusement. "I'm glad you're enjoying it."

I nodded, feeling a flush creep into my cheeks. "It... it really helped me take my mind off things tonight."

His expression softened, and he regarded me with a look of genuine curiosity. "Oh? Sounds like you've had a tough day."

I let out a chuckle, running a hand through my hair. "You could say that."

He studied me for a moment, those mesmerizing blue eyes seeming to bore straight into my soul. "Well, in that case," he said at last, "let me play you something special."

With that, he turned back to the piano, his fingers poised over the keys like a surgeon preparing for a delicate operation. And then, slowly at first, he began to play.

The melody that spilled forth was unlike anything I'd ever heard before. I found myself transfixed, my breath caught in my throat as the notes washed over me in a soothing tide. As the final chords faded into silence, I realized that tears had begun to slide down my cheeks.

"That was... incredible," I barely managed to utter. 

He returned my smile, his eyes shining with a quiet understanding. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

The bar had almost emptied out, leaving a quiet, intimate atmosphere. He was sitting close now, just a few feet away, making it easy to continue our conversation without raising our voices.

"Do you come here often?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation going, not wanting the moment to end.

"Whenever I'm in town," he replied. "I like the ambiance here. Plus, it's a good place to play and clear my head."

I nodded, understanding completely. "I can see why. It's... peaceful."

He leaned back slightly, regarding me with a thoughtful expression. "So, what brings you here tonight? Besides the need to unwind?"

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to open up. "I'm a tennis player. I had a tough match today, and I just needed a place to escape for a bit."

He nodded, his expression empathetic. "I see. Well, I hope my music helped."

"It did," I said sincerely. "More than you know."

We sat in companionable silence for a few moments, the crackling of the fire and the distant murmur of conversation creating a soothing backdrop. For the first time in a long while, I felt a sense of calm wash over me, as if the weight of the day's disappointments was finally beginning to lift.

"Thank you," I said again, feeling the need to express my gratitude. "For the music, and for listening."

He smiled, a genuine warmth in his eyes. "Anytime. It's not often I get to play for someone who appreciates it so much."

We lapsed into a comfortable silence, the weight of shared emotion hanging between us like a gossamer thread. I found myself studying him more intently, taking in the way the low lighting cast shadows across the sharp planes of his face, accentuating the strength of his jawline and the intensity of his gaze.

"I'm Matt, by the way," he said at last, breaking the spell.

I blinked, his words jolting me back to reality. "Kim," I replied, holding out my hand.

He took it, his grip firm and warm, and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Well, Kim," he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, "how would you feel about getting out of this stuffy hotel for a bit? I know a great little spot where we can grab a nightcap and maybe enjoy a bit of fresh air."

I should have hesitated, should have politely declined and retreated to the safety of my room. But there was something about Matt, something in the way he looked at me that made me want to throw caution to the wind and embrace the unexpected connection we had forged.

So, instead of retreating, I found myself nodding, a spark of excitement flickering to life in my chest. "Lead the way," I said, offering him a tentative smile.

He grinned, looking for all the world like a mischievous imp who had just gotten his way. "Excellent," he said, rising from the piano bench and offering me his arm. "Trust me, you're in for a treat."

And with that, we ventured out into the cool night air, leaving the confines of the hotel behind and stepping into the unknown together.

The city streets were alive with vibrant energy, even in the early hours of the morning. Matt and I strolled side by side, our footsteps in sync as we meandered through the winding paths and alleyways, letting the sights and sounds of the night wash over us.

At first, we walked in comfortable silence, content to simply bask in each other's presence and the thrum of the city around us. But gradually, conversation began to flow, and I found myself opening up to this intriguing stranger in a way I hadn't with anyone in a long time.

"So, what's the craziest thing you've ever done after a match?" Matt asked, his eyes sparkling with curiosity.

I laughed, the sound light and freeing. "Honestly? Probably this," I admitted. "I'm usually too tired to do anything but collapse in my hotel room."

He chuckled, nodding. "I get that. But sometimes you just need to break the routine, right?"

"Exactly," I agreed, feeling a warm connection forming between us.

As we rounded a corner, Matt suddenly stopped, his hand gently grabbing my arm. "Here we are," he said, a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

I followed his gaze to a dimly lit courtyard, tucked away from the hustle and bustle of the main streets. In the center stood a wrought-iron gazebo, draped in twinkling fairy lights that cast a warm, inviting glow over the surrounding area.

"Wow," I breathed, taking in the enchanting scene. "This is beautiful."

Matt grinned, looking pleased with himself. "I thought you might like it," he said, leading me toward the gazebo.

As we stepped inside, the fragrance of jasmine and honeysuckle washed over us. Matt guided me to a small, secluded bench nestled against the railing, and we sank onto it, our bodies instinctively angling towards one another.

For a moment, we simply sat there, basking in the tranquil ambiance of our secret hideaway. Then, slowly, almost hesitantly, Matt reached out and took my hand, his fingers intertwining with mine.

"Kim, there's something about tonight...about you," he began, his voice soft but sincere.

I felt a frisson of electricity at his touch and held my breath, waiting for what would happen next. Matt's gaze was intense, his eyes searching mine as if trying to read the depths of my very soul.

He began to lean in, his face inching closer until I could feel the warmth of his breath. My heart was pounding, a heady mix of anticipation and excitement swirling through me.

In that moment, with the fairy lights twinkling around us and the intoxicating scent of jasmine in the air, our lips finally met. The kiss was tentative at first but quickly deepened into a passionate embrace.

I melted into him, my hands sliding up to tangle in his hair as our bodies pressed together. All thoughts of propriety, of the expectations and responsibilities that weighed me down, fled from my mind, replaced by a singular, all-consuming need for this man and the way he made me feel so utterly alive.

When we finally broke apart, breathless and flushed, there was a newfound intensity between us, a smoldering ember that threatened to ignite at any moment. Matt's eyes were dark with desire, his gaze roving over my face as if committing every detail to memory.

"Kim," he murmured, his voice low. "I want..."

He trailed off, struggling with his words. But I understood. Because in that moment, I wanted him too – with a ferocity that both exhilarated and terrified me.

Instead of waiting for him to find the right words, I leaned in and captured his lips with mine once more, pouring every ounce of my longing into that kiss.

I rose to my feet, holding out my hand in a silent invitation. Matt's eyes sparked with desire, allowing me to lead him out of our secluded haven and back into the pulsing heart of the city.

The walk back to the hotel passed in a blur of heated glances and stolen touches, the air crackling with a palpable tension that seemed to charge the very atmosphere around us. By the time we reached the lobby, I was practically vibrating with a heady mix of anticipation and trepidation.

Matt must have sensed my hesitation because he paused just inside the doors, his expression one of gentle concern. "Are you sure about this, Kim?" he murmured.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. Part of me – the sensible, rational part – knew that I should back down, that getting entangled with a complete stranger was a recipe for complications I couldn't afford. But then I looked into those soulful blue eyes, and all my doubts seemed to melt away, replaced by an overwhelming desire to simply live in the moment and damn the consequences.

"I'm sure," I said, my voice coming out in a breathless whisper. "More sure than I've been about anything in a long time."

A slow, sensual smile curved Matt's lips, and he reached out to tuck an errant strand of hair behind my ear, letting his fingers linger against the heated skin of my cheek. "Then lead the way," he said.

With a surge of boldness, I grasped his hand and pulled him towards the elevators, my heart thundering in my chest with every step. The ride up to my floor seemed to stretch into an eternity, the air thick with tension and the weight of unspoken promises.

Finally, the doors slid open, and I led Matt down the corridor to my room, fumbling slightly with the keycard in my haste. He crowded in close behind me, his solid warmth pressing against my back in a deliciously intimate embrace that sent a frisson of desire coursing through me.

"Easy," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear, "We've got all night."

I took a deep breath, willing my hands to steady as I finally managed to unlock the door. Pushing it open, I stepped inside, turning to face Matt as he followed me in. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow from the bedside lamp casting long shadows across the walls.

He took a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine as he reached out to gently cup my face in his hands. "You're incredible, Kim," he said softly, his voice filled with sincerity.

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks at his words, but before I could respond, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a slow, tender kiss that sent my pulse racing. I melted into him, my hands finding their way to his shoulders as the kiss deepened, growing more urgent with each passing second.

He lifted me up. My legs cradled around his waist as I explored his lips. My hands reached up and were firmly entrenched in his soft, golden curls. Upon breaking away from our passionate embrace, both of us breathless and flushed, Matt rested his forehead against mine. "I don't want to rush this," he murmured, his emerald eyes gazing deeply into mine. "I want to savor every moment."

I nodded, fully understanding exactly what he meant. "Me too," I whispered, my hands trailing down his body and pausing at the knot of his belt. What a sight he was, a beautiful blend of power and vulnerability.

As we began moving towards the bed, Matt took off his shirt, displaying his lean sculptured physique that took my breath away.

Still standing, he began kissing my neck, then slowly travelling downwards, his hands unbuttoning my shirt and easing it off my shoulders. He unclasped my bra and my breasts spilled out, taut, hard, and aching for his touch. He moved his lips down to my chest and took one nipple in his mouth, gently suckling and swirling his tongue around it.

He started to slip my pants down my hips, giving me a warning look that told me he wouldn't rush a single moment. My heart pounded with anticipation as his fingers ventured further down, teasing me in my most sensitive, hidden areas. As he kneeled before me, I reached down and unfastened the buckle on his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, revealing his massive erection. I stared at it, unsure how he could possibly fit it inside me. Undeterred by my reaction, he laid me down onto the bed and pulled off his pants completely, stretching out and positioning himself between my legs.

Breathless, I marveled at his frame, my hands drifting over his chest, feeling the muscles tense and ripple under my touch, while my eyes stayed locked onto his.

"I have never done this before," I confessed, seeing the look of surprise in his eyes.

"Never?"

"Never had sex, I am sorry if…"

He stopped me, pulling me close and kissing me tenderly, a soft smile playing upon his lips. "It doesn't matter, but I need you to be sure," he said, his voice steady and calm.

I didn't hesitate. I pulled him closer to me and deepened our kiss. When we broke apart momentarily, he began kissing my body, going down my neck and shoulder, then slowly nipping and licking his way towards my small, hard breasts. He sucked each nipple into his mouth and swirled his tongue around them, causing me to arch and moan under his touch.

He undid my pants and began pulling them down, exposing the thin fabric of my underwear. He lingered for a moment, his fingers dancing along the edge of the lace, teasing me with the soft brush of his fingers, before slowly pulling them down, leaving me utterly exposed to him. He began kissing my stomach, then dipping lower, his teeth gently nibbling at my inner thighs. My heart raced, my stomach fluttered, and my body trembled with anticipation as I watched him make his way towards the source of my pleasure.

Slowly, deliberately, he spread my legs wide and began running his fingers over my swollen, wet lips. I sighed and moaned with pleasure, my façade of innocence dissolving as the pleasure built within me. He slowly began opening me up with his fingers, pushing into my tight entrance, stretching me open, as I let out a soft, moan. As he began to finger me, his other hand wandered up to my breasts, pinching and twisting my erect nipples, causing a brilliant spark of pleasure to shoot through me, intensifying every touch, every stroke.

He began to suckle and lick my swollen clit, his lips and tongue working in perfect synchronization, building me up higher and higher, until I was writhing and thrashing on the bed, my hands clutching desperately at the sheets, my heart ready to burst from sheer pleasure and excitement. As my orgasm approached, the sweet, delicious tension within me was on the verge of snapping in two.

And then, without warning, he thrust his tongue deep within me. The motion caused me to cry out in both pleasure, my body shaking with the force of my release.

I screamed his name over and over, my voice echoing in the room, as I bucked and thrashed on the bed, unable to regain control over my own body.

Matt went to his pants, pulled out his wallet and found a condom. "Can I put it on?" I asked him, feeling emboldened by my incredible release. He nodded, watching my hands as I carefully unwrapped it. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my quivering hands. I slowly rolled the condom down over his massive, erect manhood, marveling at the sheer size and firmness of it.

He lay down on the bed next to me, pulling me close and pressing his body against mine. We kissed again, slow, tender, like the sun setting on a warm summer evening. Our passion built up once again, as our naked bodies pressed together, feeling the warmth and tenderness of each other's embrace. I reached sinking my fingers into his golden, violent curls, and pulled him close to me, kissing him with a sudden, fervent intensity.

Slowly, deliberately, he pushed me back onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs. His erection touched me for the first time, the tip pressing against my soaking folds. I felt a sudden, intense, and almost indescribable sensation as the head of his cock began to sucked inside me.

He paused for a moment, holding still, as my body adjusted to him. Slowly, deliberately, he began to push forward, his manhood stretching me open, filling me up inside. I let out a gasp of pain, of pleasure, his cock as hard and unyielding as a piece of steel.

He thrust forward with a sudden, animalistic intensity, driving his cock deep inside me, filling me up to the brink. I felt the jolt of pain, my body convulsing beneath him, my walls pulling and contracting around him, trying to accommodate him.

With another powerful thrust, he pushed his way even deeper inside me, causing me to arch my back and scream out in pleasure and pain. He grabbed onto my hips, holding me tightly as he began to move within me. I could hear him cry out in pleasure, as he thrust deeper and deeper inside me, feeling the warmth and wetness of my very depths.

The sensation was unbelievable – I felt as if I had exploded from within, as if my very soul had been torn from my body and melded with his. I dug my hands into the sheets beneath me, my voice hoarse, my words lost, unable to find the strength to form any words, as the sweet torture continued, as my body convulsed and jerked in pleasure. My orgasm was building up again.

Matt went faster.

Deeper.

Wetness.

The pain was gone.

All I felt was him.

His eyes locked on mine.

And then in one final push I cried out as my body convulsed in an orgasm. My eyes widen when I felt his cock swell even bigger and then in a low grunt, he released himself.

"That was..." he began, then trailed off with a soft chuckle, seemingly at a loss for words.

I turned my head to gaze at him, marveling at the way the pale moonlight filtering in through the curtains cast his features in an almost ethereal glow. "Yeah," I murmured, feeling a swell of tenderness bloom in my chest. "It really was."

He met my gaze, his eyes shining with an intensity that stole my breath away. "Kim, I know we just met, and this might sound crazy, but... I don't want this to be just a one-night thing."

My heart stuttered in my chest at his words, a bittersweet ache blossoming alongside the tenderness I felt for this man who had so thoroughly swept me off my feet. Part of me wanted nothing more than to lose myself in the connection we had forged, to revel in the feeling of being so utterly known and cherished.

But another part, the part that had been conditioned by years of sacrifice and single-minded focus on my career, couldn't help but hesitate.

As if sensing my inner turmoil, Matt reached out and cupped my cheek, his thumb brushing a tender caress along my cheekbone. "I'm not asking for forever, love," he murmured. "Just... a chance. A chance to see where this incredible thing between us could lead."

I searched his eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity and a depth of feeling that was both exhilarating and terrifying. Here was a man who had bared his soul to me in the most intimate of ways, and who was now offering me a piece of himself – vulnerability and all.

So I leaned in and kissed him, pouring every ounce of the affection and gratitude and hope I felt for him into that searing embrace.

"Okay," I whispered when we finally broke apart, breathless and giddy. "Let's see where this leads."

Matt's answering smile was brighter than a thousand suns, and as he pulled me into his arms once more, I allowed myself to bask in the warmth and possibility of new beginnings.

* * *

The pale light of dawn was just beginning to filter in through the gauzy curtains when I finally blinked awake, my body deliciously sore and sated in a way it hadn't been in longer than I could remember. For a few blissful moments, I simply lay there, reveling in the heat of Matt's solid form pressed against my back and the steady rise and fall of his breathing.

It was only when I shifted slightly that I became aware of the muted sounds emanating from the TV across the room – the familiar cadence of a sports broadcaster's voice commenting on...

Tennis.

My heart stuttered in my chest as the reality of who I was – a professional athlete, a public figure whose every move was scrutinized – came crashing back down around me. What had I been thinking, losing myself so completely in the arms of a stranger?

Panic clawed at my throat, and I carefully extricated myself from Matt's embrace, trying not to wake him as I slipped from the tangled sheets. My clothes were strewn haphazardly across the floor, and I dressed quickly, casting furtive glances towards the bed every few seconds to ensure Matt remained undisturbed.

Once I was decent, I finally allowed myself to fully take in the scene on the TV – a rerun of my match from the previous day, it seemed. I watched, my stomach churning, as the commentators dissected my poor performance with clinical detachment, speculating on what could have caused my unraveling.

"...and of course, the recent drama surrounding her high-profile breakup with fellow pro Jason Reynolds can't be discounted as a possible factor," one of them remarked, his tone laced with the slightest hint of salacious glee.

I felt my cheeks flame with mortification, my earlier panic quickly giving way to a simmering anger. How dare they presume to know anything about my personal life, about the struggles and sacrifices I had endured to reach this level of success?

A soft rustle from the bed drew my attention, and I turned to see Matt stirring, his eyes blinking open to meet my gaze with a sleepy, sated smile.

"Morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice still rough with the remnants of sleep.

Matt must have sensed my inner turmoil because his brow furrowed slightly, concern flickering in those soulful blue eyes. "Kim? Is everything okay?"

I swallowed hard, my gaze flicking back towards the TV where the commentators continued to dissect my every flaw and misstep. Part of me wanted nothing more than to flee, to retreat back into the protective cocoon of my carefully cultivated public persona.

But another part, the part that still thrummed with the echoes of the incredible connection I had forged with this man, yearned to bare my soul to him fully and without reservation.

So, taking a deep, fortifying breath, I met Matt's questioning gaze head-on.

Gesturing towards the TV, where the broadcast had now shifted to dissecting my personal life in excruciating detail, I pressed on. "That's me they're talking about – Kim Yang, professional tennis player. Currently ranked 8th in the world."

Understanding dawned in Matt's eyes, swiftly followed by a flicker of hurt that cut me to the core. "I knew you were a player, but you're famous," he said simply, his voice carefully neutral.

"Not by choice," I countered, my tone tinged with desperation. "Believe me, if I could live my life out of the spotlight, I would in a heartbeat."

He studied me for a long moment, his expression inscrutable. Then, slowly, the tension seemed to bleed from his shoulders, and the faintest hint of a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

"Well, that certainly explains a few things," he murmured wryly. "Like your impressive stamina."

A startled laugh bubbled up from my chest, cutting through the taut tension that had gripped me only moments before. "You're terrible," I said, shaking my head in fond exasperation even as relief washed over me in soothing waves.

He grinned unrepentantly, a familiar spark of mischief dancing in his eyes. "Maybe so," he allowed. "But you can't deny, it's one of the things you like best about me."

A warm flush crept up my neck at his words, at the casual intimacy they implied. He was right, of course – his quick wit and ability to keep me off-balance was part of what had drawn me to him in the first place. That, and the way he seemed to see straight into my soul with those mesmerizing eyes of his.

Moving towards the bed, I sank down onto the edge of the mattress, keenly aware of the heat that rolled off Matt's body in tantalizing waves. "You're right, I should have told you the truth from the beginning," I admitted quietly. "But... I have to be honest, it was nice, for once, to just be Kim. Not the tennis prodigy with the weight of the world's expectations on her shoulders. Just... me."

Matt's expression softened, and he reached out to tuck an errant strand of hair behind my ear, letting his fingers linger against my heated skin. "I get it," he murmured. "Believe me, I do. This life you lead... it can't be easy, always being in the spotlight like that."

I shot him a wry look. "Is this the part where you tell me you're actually a member of some wildly successful boy band, and you were just slumming it as a hotel pianist to get away from the madness?"

He threw back his head with a rich, full-bodied laugh that seemed to reverberate straight through to my very core. "Hardly," he chuckled, shaking his head in amusement. "No, I'm afraid I'm just a simple piano player, traveling around to find his next gig. Poor of course. No fame or fortune to speak of – just a love of music and a desire to follow my passion wherever it leads me."

"Is that so?" I murmured, shifting closer until our bodies were just a hair's breadth apart, the charged energy between us crackling with delicious possibility. "And where might your passion lead you next, Mr. Simple Piano Player?"

The look he leveled at me then was one of pure, undisguised heat, his eyes darkening to the color of a midnight sky as they roved over my features with unmistakable hunger. "Well, that all depends," he rasped, his voice dropping to a low, seductive timbre that had me shivering in anticipation. "What did you have in mind, Ms. Tennis Prodigy?"

My answering grin was all the response he needed. In one fluid motion, he reached out and pulled me flush against him, our mouths crashing together in a searing, all-consuming kiss that swiftly banished all thoughts of tournaments and public scrutiny from my mind.

As the kiss deepened, our hands roamed freely, exploring every inch of each other's bodies, feeling the warmth and texture of our skin, the sound of our moans and sighs echoing in the early morning air. He began to kiss a path down my neck, nipping and sucking at the soft skin there, causing me to arch my back and gasp in pleasure.

His hands came to rest on my hips, pulling me closer to him, as he began to thrust his hips against mine, the friction causing my body to tremble with pleasure. I knew what he wanted, and I was eager to give it to him.

I settled between his legs, my hands sliding up and down his bare chest, my fingers lingering on his rippled abs. It was almost a mesmerizing sight, the way his muscles bunched and flexed beneath my touch, as if inviting me to explore them further.

“I want to give you something,” I whispered. Slowly, deliberately, I leaned down and took him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around his swollen head, while my tongue swirled around him, licking and tasting him, savoring the salty-sweet flavor. He let out a strangled cry, his hands finding their way into my hair, tugging gently at the roots, as I sucked and stroked him, guiding him further and further down my throat.

As I moved faster and faster, my head bobbing up and down over his erection, I could hear the faint sound of his voice, urging me on, coaching me to take him deeper and deeper inside me, as I stroked him with my hand, my fingers massaging his throbbing balls, my mouth working magic on the head of his cock.

I could feel him building towards his release, his hips arching and bucking against me, his hands gripping tightly onto my hair, as I sucked him with a fervor and intensity, taking him to the very brink of his climax.

And then, with a sudden, powerful thrust, he cried out in pleasure, his cock swelling and throbbing within my mouth, as he spilled his hot, thick seed onto my tongue. I greedily sucked and swallowed it down, my body quivering in pleasure, my nipples hard and aching for his touch.

As I pulled away, my lips swollen and red, my face flushed with pleasure and lust, he pulled me back up against him, wrapping his arms around me, and pressing his mouth against mine in a searing, passionate kiss that left me breathless and desperate for more.

* * *

“Europe?”

“Yes,” I said and closed the zip on my travel bag, “Why not? Come to Europe with me.”

Matt looked nervous, “Where would I stay? What…”

I moved in closer and took his hand in mine, “My hotel room always has a double bed. When I practice you can explore. When I play you can watch if you want to. Just like you I have no idea where this will lead to. Come on take a chance with me.”

“I guess, I can play a little piano there.”

“You can. But…”

Matt looked nervous again, “But…?”

“Two things, the press will ask you all types of questions and my dad might not…will not like you, I can handle both if you can.”

Matt nodded, “It’s a date. A long date, in another country…”

“Continent,” I smiled.

“With your dad? Is he not going to like in kill me if he finds out we are sleeping together?”

I nodded, “Yeah he is my coach, but, he did say he does not care who I fuck or suck.”

_____________________________________________________________________
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