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As the warm California sun beat down on us, I found myself standing in line for the infamous 'Twisted Viper' roller coaster at the heart of Los Angeles' most famous theme park. The ride was notorious for its hair-raising loops and gut-wrenching drops, a thrill-seeker's dream. Elijah, my best friend, stood beside me, his dark skinned, lanky frame leaning casually against the wooden railing. I, on the other hand, opted to sit on a nearby post, my heart already racing, not just from the anticipation of the ride but also from the conversation we were having. 

I guess you could call Eli and me an odd pair. He was a nerdy black guy with a short Afro and glasses who loved all things fantasy and writing fantasy romance and I was a geeky, curvy Korean American, with dark wavy long hair that loved anime and investing. Under normal circumstances we would've never been best friends, but because our friends once dated in college I met Eli and our love for theme parks and roller coasters brought us together. Now I can't picture a day in my life without him.

"You know, Ava, it's funny," Elijah said, his voice deep and slightly raspy. "I've always wondered why you and I never ended up together. I mean, we have so much in common, and our exes were such jerks."

I nervously laughed, the sound mingling with the excited screams of riders plummeting down the coaster's first drop. "Yeah, I've thought about that too. Our exes were definitely not roller coaster enthusiasts. Remember how Jake used to turn green at the mere mention of a theme park?"

"Oh, don't remind me," Elijah groaned. "And Sarah, she'd rather spend a day at the dentist than ride a coaster. I don't get it."

"Well, maybe we should've dated each other instead," I teased, my heart fluttering at the thought.

Elijah's eyes widened behind his wire-framed glasses, and he leaned closer, his breath warm on my cheek. "You think so? I mean, I've always thought you were gorgeous, and we get along so well. It's just..."

"It's just what?" I prompted, my voice softer than I intended.

He took a deep breath, his expressive eyes searching mine. "It's just that I've always been afraid of messing up our friendship. You're my best friend, Ava. None of our other friends are obsessed with roller coasters like you are. I’m afraid if we date and break up, I’d lose my best friend who loves to ride roller coasters with me. I don't want to lose that. I don’t want to lose you.”

I reached out and placed my hand on his, feeling the warmth of his skin. "Elijah, I know. I feel the same way. But sometimes, taking a chance is worth it. We've been friends for so long, and we've never even considered this. Maybe it's time to explore this... attraction."

As I spoke, I realized my heart was pounding not just from the roller coaster but also from the raw emotion pouring out of me. Elijah's eyes never left mine, and in that moment, I saw something shift in his gaze, a spark of desire mingling with the warmth of our friendship.

Without a word, he leaned in, his lips brushing mine softly at first, as if asking for permission. I responded, my heart racing as our kiss deepened. His lips were soft and warm, and I could taste the cinnamon sweetness of the churro he'd been eating earlier. His hands cupped my face, his touch gentle yet firm, sending shivers down my spine.

Breaking away, we both breathed heavily, our eyes locked in a silent communication. Elijah's glasses had fogged up slightly, and he pushed them back up the bridge of his nose, his hand trembling slightly.

"Wow," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "I didn't expect that."

I smiled, my cheeks flushed. "Me neither. But I'm glad it happened."

"Me too," he said, his eyes glinting with a mixture of desire and uncertainty. "But, Ava, I don't want to mess this up. I mean, we're here, in public, and I..."

I placed a finger on his lips, silencing his doubts. "Shh, it's okay. I know what you mean. We don't have to rush into anything. Let's just..." I paused, searching for the right words. "Let's just enjoy this moment, and see where it takes us."

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Okay. I like that idea. But, Ava, I have to be honest, I'm not sure I can wait too long. Being this close to you, feeling your lips on mine, it's driving me crazy."

I bit my lip, my body responding to his words. "I know the feeling. But we should probably get out of here first. We can't exactly..." I rose my eyebrows in a suggestive manner and then gestured to the people around us, all eagerly waiting for their turn on the roller coaster.

"Right," he said, straightening up. "We can go somewhere more private. I know a place, not too far from here. A motel down the highway. It's not fancy, but it'll give us some time alone."

I felt a rush of excitement and nervousness at the thought of being alone with Elijah, finally exploring the attraction that had simmered between us for so long. "Are you sure? I mean, we don't have to do this if you're not ready."

"No, Ava, I'm sure," he said, his voice firm. "I've never been more sure of anything. I want this, and I want it to be with you."

My heart swelled at his words, and I nodded, a surge of determination coursing through me. "Okay, let's go. But first, I need to freshen up. I don't want to look like I've been baking in the sun all day."

Elijah laughed, the sound rich and full of life. "Fair enough. I'll wait for you at the entrance. Take your time, and we'll make our grand exit together."

I made my way to the park's restrooms, my heart pounding with anticipation. As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I saw a woman transformed. My usually composed and professional demeanor had given way to a flushed, excited face. My dark hair, usually tied back for work, was now loose, framing my face, and my lips were still slightly swollen from our passionate kiss, and my cheeks were flushed as I attempted to control my sexual urges. However it was hard to keep my emotions at bay. Eli was cute, and I’d be lying if I say I never fantasized him. I have in several occasions. Especially when he has his shirt off. For a lanky guy he sure did have some muscles, not to mention the nice bulge at his midsection. My heart raced at the thought of his size and I couldn’t help but wonder if the rumors were true about black men. He would certainly be my first, and I wondered if I could take every inch he had to offer.

My body trembled with anticipation as I splashed cold water on my face, trying to calm my nerves. This was Elijah, my best friend, and yet, I felt like I was about to embark on a new adventure with a stranger, an adventure that promised pleasure and discovery.

After a quick touch-up of my makeup, I stepped out of the restroom, feeling a renewed sense of confidence. Elijah was waiting for me, his eyes lighting up as he saw me approach.

"You look incredible," he said, his voice low and intimate. "Ready to go?"

I nodded, my heart racing. "Let's do this."

We walked out of the theme park, hand in hand, our fingers entwined as if we had been lovers for years. The warm west coast breeze played with my hair, and I felt a sense of freedom and excitement as we made our way to Elijah's car.

The drive to the motel was a blur of laughter, nervous glances, and electric anticipation. Elijah's car, an old but well-maintained sedan, felt like a sanctuary, a private bubble where we could be ourselves, free from the prying eyes of the world.

As we pulled into the motel's parking lot, I felt a mixture of nerves and anticipation. The motel was a typical roadside establishment, nothing fancy, but it offered the privacy we craved.

Elijah parked the car and turned to me, his eyes full of desire. "Are you ready for this, Ava?"

I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper. "More than ready."

We made our way to the reception, our fingers still intertwined. The motel clerk, a middle-aged man with a friendly smile, greeted us warmly, his eyes twinkling with a knowing look.

"Just one night?" he asked, his voice carrying a hint of amusement.

"Yes," Elijah replied, his hand on my lower back, sending shivers down my spine. "One night should be enough."

The clerk handed us the key to a room on the second floor, and we made our way up the stairs, our footsteps echoing in the quiet hallway.

As we entered the room, I felt a surge of excitement and nervousness. The room was simple but clean, with a large bed dominating the space. The air was heavy with anticipation, and I could feel Elijah's eyes on me as I walked towards the bed.

"Ava," he said, his voice thick with desire. "I want to take this slow, to savor every moment with you. But right now, I need to feel your lips on mine again."

I didn't need to be asked twice. I crossed the distance between us in a heartbeat, my body pressed against his, and our lips met in a passionate kiss. His hands roamed my body, tracing the curves of my hips and waist, igniting a fire within me.

I responded with equal fervor, my hands exploring the contours of his lean frame, feeling the warmth of his skin through his t-shirt. Our kiss deepened, tongues entwining, as we devoured each other with a hunger that had been building for years.

Elijah's hands found the hem of my shirt, and with a gentle tug, he lifted it over my head, revealing my black lace bra and the swell of my breasts. His eyes darkened with desire as he took in the sight, his breath quickening.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered, his lips trailing down my neck, sending shivers down my spine. "I've wanted to do this for so long."

I moaned softly as his lips found the sensitive spot just below my ear, his hands gently caressing my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples through the lace. I arched into his touch, my body yearning for more.

With nimble fingers, he unhooked my bra, letting it fall to the floor, and I stood before him, my breasts bare, my nipples hardening in the cool air. His eyes devoured me, and I felt a surge of power, knowing I had this effect on him.

"Touch me," I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire. "Please, Elijah."

He didn't need to be told twice. His hands cupped my breasts, his thumbs and forefingers gently pinching my nipples, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. I arched into his touch, my head falling back as I surrendered to the sensations.

"You like that, don't you?" he murmured, his breath hot against my skin. "You're so responsive, Ava. I love it."

I could only nod, my body trembling with desire. Elijah's hands continued their exploration, trailing down my stomach, his fingers dipping into the waistband of my jeans, making me gasp as he brushed against my sensitive skin.

With deft movements, he unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down my legs, along with my panties, leaving me standing before him, completely naked. His eyes traveled the length of my body, taking in every curve, every inch of my exposed skin.

"You're stunning," he breathed, his voice filled with awe. "I can't believe you're here with me, like this."

I smiled, my heart swelling with love and desire. "I can't believe it either. But I'm here, and I want you, Elijah."

He stepped forward, his body pressing against mine, and I could feel his desire, hard and insistent, pressing against my belly. His lips found mine again, and we kissed with a hunger that had only intensified since our first embrace.

Elijah's hands gripped my hips, lifting me slightly, and he guided me towards the bed, our bodies still entwined in a passionate embrace. As we fell onto the soft mattress, I felt a rush of excitement, knowing what was about to happen.

He broke the kiss, his eyes never leaving mine, and began to trail kisses down my neck, across my collarbone, and towards my breasts. His tongue teased my nipples, flicking and sucking, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, my hands threading through his hair, urging him on.

"Please, Elijah," I whispered, my voice breathless. "I need you inside me."

He looked up at me, his eyes dark with desire. "I want to be inside you, Ava. But I want to take my time, to savor every inch of you. I finally have you and I don’t plan on letting you go.”

With that, he began a slow, torturous descent, kissing and licking his way down my body. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading them gently, and his lips found the sensitive skin on the inside of my thighs, sending shivers of anticipation through me.

I squirmed beneath his touch, my body aching for release. "Elijah, please," I pleaded, my voice hoarse.

He looked up at me, his eyes smoldering with passion. "Patience, my love. I want to make this moment last forever."

His lips continued their journey, kissing and nibbling their way towards my core, and I felt a surge of liquid heat as he drew closer. His breath, hot against my sensitive flesh, made me tremble, and I could feel my juices flowing, slick and ready.

With a gentle touch, he parted my folds, his fingers exploring my wetness, and I moaned, my body yearning for his touch. He found my clit, circling it with his thumb, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

"Oh, Elijah," I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily. "That's it, right there."

He smiled, his eyes never leaving mine, and continued to tease and please me, his fingers working their magic, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a pressure deep within me, and I arched my back, my hands gripping the sheets, as I surrendered to the pleasure.

"Come for me, Ava," he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. "Let go, my love."

His words were like a match to a fuse, and I exploded in a cascade of pleasure, my body shaking, my moans filling the room. Elijah continued to stroke and caress me through my climax, his touch gentle and loving, until I lay spent and satisfied, my body trembling.

He kissed his way back up my body, his lips finding mine, and I tasted myself on his tongue, a heady mix of desire and satisfaction.

"That was incredible," I breathed, my hands wrapped around him, pulling him closer. "I've never felt anything like that."

He smiled, his eyes sparkling with love and desire. "I'm glad, my love. But we're not done yet. I want to feel you around me, Ava. I want to be inside you."

I nodded, my body already responding to his words, my core throbbing with need. "I want that too, Elijah. I want you so much."

He positioned himself between my legs, his hard length pressing against my entrance, and I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness. This was it, the moment I had been waiting for, the moment we would become lovers.

With a gentle thrust, he entered me, filling me with his heat and desire. I gasped, my body adjusting to his size, and he paused, his eyes searching mine, seeking permission to continue.

"Yes, Elijah," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. "Please, don't stop."

He began to move, his hips thrusting slowly at first, then with increasing urgency as our passion escalated. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me to meet his thrusts, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into me.

Our bodies moved in perfect harmony, our skin slick with sweat, as we found a rhythm that drove us both wild. I could feel his desire, hard and insistent, filling me with each stroke, and I matched his intensity, my nails digging into his back, urging him on.

"Ava, you feel so good," he groaned, his voice raw with pleasure. "I can't last much longer."

"Neither can I," I panted, my body on the brink of another climax. "I'm so close, Elijah."

He thrust harder, faster, his body slamming into mine, and I cried out, my orgasm building to a crescendo. I felt his body tense, his muscles corded with effort, as he fought to hold on, to give me the pleasure I craved.

"Come with me, Ava," he growled, his voice hoarse. "Let's go together."

With a final, powerful thrust, he drove deep into me, and I exploded around him, my body shaking, my cries of pleasure filling the room. He followed, his body shuddering, as he filled me with his release, our climax a symphony of shared pleasure.

We lay entangled, our hearts still racing, our bodies slick with sweat, as we came down from the heights of ecstasy. I turned to him, my eyes filled with love and desire, and he smiled, his expression a mixture of satisfaction and wonder.

"That was..." I began, searching for the right words.

"Incredible," he finished, his voice soft. "I've never felt anything like that, Ava. I love you." He admitted. 

I didn’t expect him to admit his love, but I felt it too. After years of being friends, what we shared was more than just a hook up. This was more than just casual sex. Elijah and I had something between us that couldn’t be explained. What we shared was true love. I knew right there I felt the same way he felt about me. 

I smiled, my heart overflowing with joy. "I love you too, Elijah. I'm so glad we finally took this chance."

He kissed me gently, his lips soft and tender, and I snuggled into his embrace, my body still buzzing with the afterglow of our passionate encounter.

As we lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, I knew that this was just the beginning. Our friendship had blossomed into something deeper, more intimate, and I couldn't wait to explore the new world of pleasure and love that lay before us.

The sun had begun to set, casting a warm glow through the motel room window, as we lay there, content and fulfilled. I knew that our journey together had only just begun, and I couldn't wait to see what the future held for us, both in and out of the bedroom.
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I woke up to the soft morning light filtering through the motel room’s curtains, the memory of the previous night's passion still lingering in my mind. Laying in that cheap motel bed, I smiled remembering how Eli's strong arms were wrapped around me, the feeling of his breath warm on my neck, and the tingling feeling between my thighs from him stretching me out. I couldn't help but smile, relishing the afterglow of our intense lovemaking. We had sex several times last night, each time was better than last. Who would’ve guessed that a nerdy guy like him  could make me cum as many times as he did? We ended our vigorous lovemaking, naked and exhausted, holding each other as we slept. That is what I last remembered, but as I stirred, I realized he wasn't beside me anymore. A slight panic gripped me, and I called out for him, my voice laced with concern.
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