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Wendy Lee stood in front of the full-length mirror in her small apartment, her curvy figure reflected back at her. She ran her hands over her soft, ample hips and the swell of her full breasts, a mix of self-consciousness and determination flashing across her face. At 28, Wendy had always been proud of her plus-sized body, but the recent financial strain had her considering something she never thought she'd do. Her savings were dwindling, and the part-time job at the local café wasn't cutting it. She needed money, and she needed it fast.

Her boyfriend, Derrick Black, a tall, muscular man with a chiseled jaw and deep brown eyes, walked into the room, his presence filling the space. He stopped behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders, his touch warm and reassuring. "You okay, babe?" he asked, his deep voice rumbling like a purr.

Wendy sighed, turning to face him. "I'm thinking about doing something... unconventional. Something that could help us out financially."

Derrick raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. "Like what?"

She hesitated, her cheeks flushing. "Amateur porn. We could make a video together. It's... it's not something I ever imagined doing, but the money can be good. And we'd be in control of it."

Derrick's eyes widened, a slow smile spreading across his face. "You mean, like, the two of us? On camera?"

Wendy nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. "Yeah. I know it sounds crazy, but we're both adults. And we love each other. It could be... fun, right?"

He pulled her into a tight embrace, his lips brushing against her forehead. "Wendy, if you're serious about this, I'm in. We'll do it together. But we need to talk about boundaries, make sure we're both comfortable with everything."

Relief washed over her, and she hugged him back, her face buried in the broad expanse of his chest. "Thank you. I was so scared you'd think I was crazy or... or slutty."

"Never," he murmured, his hands stroking her back. "You're brave, and I admire you for even suggesting this. Let's make a plan."

The next few days were a whirlwind of preparation. They researched amateur porn sites, read forums, and watched a few videos to get an idea of what they were getting into. Wendy was nervous but excited, her mind buzzing with ideas. Derrick, ever the pragmatist, focused on the technical aspects: lighting, camera angles, and sound.

They decided to keep it simple for their first video. Their living room, with its warm, golden light and cozy atmosphere, would be the setting. Wendy chose a form-fitting black lace bodysuit that accentuated her curves, while Derrick opted for a pair of low-slung jeans that showcased his muscular physique.

The camera, mounted on a tripod, loomed in the corner of the room, its lens pointed directly at the couch where they planned to film. Wendy took a deep breath, her hands trembling slightly as she adjusted the straps of her bodysuit. "Are you sure about this?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Derrick took her hands in his, his gaze intense. "I'm sure. We're doing this together, remember? And we can stop anytime if it feels wrong."

She nodded, her confidence bolstered by his words. "Okay. Let’s do it."

He pressed the record button on the camera, the red light blinking to life. "And... action," he said with a playful grin.

Wendy laughed, the tension breaking as she stepped into the frame. She posed seductively, running her hands over her body, her movements deliberate and slow. Derrick joined her, his presence commanding as he stood behind her, his hands resting on her hips.

"Hey there," Wendy purred into the camera, her voice sultry. "Welcome to our little show. I’m Wendy, and this is my man, Derrick. We’re here to show you just how much we love each other."

Derrick leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. "And we’re going to show you everything," he added, his voice low and husky.

The atmosphere in the room shifted, the air thickening with anticipation. Wendy turned to face Derrick, her hands reaching up to trace the contours of his broad chest. He pulled her closer, his lips capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues tangled, the kiss hungry and desperate, as if they were trying to devour each other.

Wendy moaned softly, her hands moving down to the waistband of his jeans. She undid the button slowly, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled the zipper down. Derrick’s breath hitched as she pushed the jeans down his hips, revealing his boxer briefs, already tented with his growing arousal.

"Fuck, Wendy," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. "You’re so fucking sexy."

She smiled, her confidence growing as she stepped back, her eyes never leaving his. Slowly, she slid her bodysuit down her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but her lace panties, her full breasts heaving with her rapid breaths.

Derrick’s eyes darkened with desire, his gaze raking over her body. "You’re perfect," he murmured, his voice thick with lust.

Wendy stepped closer, her hands reaching for the waistband of his boxer briefs. She pulled them down slowly, her fingers brushing against his hardening black cock. He hissed in a breath, his hands tangling in her hair as she sank to her knees in front of him.

"Oh, fuck," he groaned as her lips wrapped around the tip of his cock. Her mouth was warm and wet, her tongue swirling around the head before she took him deeper. Derrick’s hands tightened in her hair, his hips bucking slightly as she bobbed her head, her lips sliding up and down his length.

"Fuck, Wendy, you’re so good," he panted, his voice rough with need. "Suck my cock, baby. Show me how much you want it."

Wendy moaned around his cock, her hands gripping his thighs as she deepened the suction, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside. Derrick’s breath came in sharp gasps, his body tensing as she worked her magic.

"Fuck, I’m close," he warned, his voice strained. "I’m gonna—"

"Not yet," she murmured, pulling away with a pop. She stood up, her hands reaching for her panties, sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, completely naked now, her body flushed and glistening with a light sheen of sweat.

Derrick’s eyes were glued to her, his cock throbbing with anticipation. "You’re so fucking beautiful," he rasped, his hands reaching out to pull her closer.

She pressed her body against his, her breasts pressing into his chest, her nipples hard and aching for his touch. Derrick’s hands roamed over her, his fingers tracing the curves of her body before he lifted her, cradling her against him as he walked toward the couch.

He laid her down gently, his eyes never leaving hers as he positioned himself between her legs. Wendy spread her thighs, her pussy wet and throbbing, ready for him. Derrick’s cock hovered at her entrance, the tip teasing her folds before he thrust inside her in one smooth motion.

"Oh, fuck," Wendy gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as he filled her completely. "You feel so good."

Derrick groaned, his hips snapping forward as he began to move, his strokes deep and deliberate. The couch creaked beneath them, the sound of their flesh slapping together filling the room. Wendy’s moans were loud and uninhibited, her body arching off the couch as Derrick pounded into her with relentless force.

"Fuck, Derrick, harder," she begged, her nails digging into his skin. "Give it to me, baby. Fuck me like you mean it."

He growled in response, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he increased his pace, his cock reaming her pussy with brutal intensity. Wendy’s head thrashed back and forth, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her pussy was dripping wet, her juices coating his shaft as he piston in and out of her.

"Fuck, I’m close," she panted, her body tightening around him. "I’m gonna cum, Derrick. Oh, fuck, I’m—"

Her words were cut off by a sharp cry as her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around his cock in tight waves. Derrick’s eyes widened, his thrusts becoming frantic as he chased his own release.

"Fuck, Wendy, I’m gonna cum," he growled, his voice hoarse. "I’m gonna fill your cunt with my cum."

He slammed into her one last time, his body stiffening as he unleashed his load deep inside her. His cum shot out in hot spurts, filling her completely as he rode out his orgasm, his grunts and groans filling the room.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Derrick rolled off her, pulling her into his arms as they caught their breath.

"That was... intense," Wendy murmured, her face buried in his chest.

Derrick chuckled, his hands stroking her back. "Yeah, it was. But fuck, it was hot. You’re amazing, Wendy."

She smiled, her cheeks flushing with pleasure. "So are you. I mean, look at that body. And that cock... fuck, Derrick, you’re hung like a horse."

He laughed, a deep, rumbling sound. "Glad you appreciate it, babe. But seriously, how do you feel about the video? Was it what you expected?"

Wendy thought for a moment, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "It was more than I expected. I mean, I knew we had chemistry, but this... this was something else. I feel empowered, you know? Like we’re in control of our own narrative."

Derrick nodded, his expression softening. "I’m glad you feel that way. We did good, Wendy. And if this is something you want to keep doing, I’m all in."

She leaned up, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "Me too. But let’s see how this one does first. I mean, we don’t want to get ahead of ourselves."

A week later, they sat side by side on the couch, their fingers intertwined as they logged into the amateur porn site where they’d uploaded their video. Wendy’s heart was pounding in her chest, her nerves on edge as they navigated to their profile.

"Here it is," Derrick said, his voice steady as he clicked on the video. The view count was already in the thousands, the comments section flooded with messages.

Wendy’s eyes widened as she scanned the comments. "Oh my God, Derrick. People love it. They’re calling us the hottest couple on the site. And look at this one—'Wendy’s blowjob skills are out of this world.' And this one—'Derrick’s cock is a work of art.'"

Derrick laughed, a deep, proud sound. "Told you we’d be a hit. People can’t get enough of us, babe. And look at the tips—we’ve already made more than we expected."

Wendy’s smile was wide and bright, her excitement palpable. "This is amazing. I mean, we did it. We made something people love, and we got paid for it. What do you say we make another one? Maybe something even hotter this time."

Derrick’s eyes gleamed with mischief. "I was hoping you’d say that. I’ve got a few ideas. How about we explore some of your fantasies? Maybe something with toys, or a role-play scenario?"

Wendy’s cheeks flushed, her mind racing with possibilities. "I’ve always wanted to try anal. And maybe we could do a public scene, something exhibitionist. What do you think?"

His grin was wicked as he pulled her closer, his lips brushing against her ear. "I think we’re just getting started, Wendy. And I can’t wait to see where this takes us."

As they brainstormed ideas, their passion reignited, the camera waiting patiently in the corner, ready to capture their next adventure. The future was uncertain, but one thing was clear: Wendy and Derrick were in this together, and their journey into the world of amateur porn was just beginning.

***

[image: ]


The camera rolled as Wendy and Derrick, now seasoned performers, embarked on their latest adventure, eager to push the boundaries of their amateur porn stardom. The city streets became their playground, and the thrill of public sex fueled their passion.

Wendy, her curvy figure accentuated by a tight, low-cut teal dress, sat in the backseat of the car, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. Derrick, his muscular frame filling the front seat, adjusted the camera angle, ensuring every moment would be captured in vivid detail. Their hired cameraman, Jim, navigated the bustling streets, searching for the perfect spot to unleash their raw desire.

As the car weaved through the urban jungle, Wendy's fingers traced the hem of her dress, slowly hiking it up, revealing her lace-trimmed thighs. She leaned back, her eyes fixed on the lens, and began to tease Derrick as he recorded her. 

Wendy’s voice was husky with desire. "You like what you see, baby? Watching me like this, all exposed and ready for you?" Her fingers drifted lower, slipping beneath the fabric, and she moaned softly, her breath quickening. "I'm so wet, Derrick. I need you inside me, filling me up."

Derrick's eyes darkened with lust as he watched his girlfriend's sultry display. His hand tightened on the camera, his knuckles darkening. "Fuck, Wendy, you're driving me crazy. I can't wait any longer." His voice was hoarse, his patience worn thin by her tantalizing show.

Jim, focused on the road, glanced at the rearview mirror, catching a glimpse of Wendy's flushed face and Derrick's intense gaze. "Almost there, guys. Just a few more blocks."

But Derrick couldn't wait. His desire was a raging storm, demanding immediate release. "Pull over, Jim! Now!" His voice brooked no argument.

Startled, Jim obeyed, steering the car into a narrow alleyway. The vehicle came to an abrupt halt, and before Jim could protest, Derrick was out of the car, his eyes fixed on Wendy like a predator stalking its prey.

Wendy, her eyes glittering with excitement, stepped out, her mini dress riding up her thighs. She pressed her back against the cold brick wall, her breath coming in short gasps as Derrick advanced, his presence commanding and primal.

Jim, ever the professional, scrambled to adjust the camera, capturing the raw, unscripted passion unfolding before him. The alley, with its grimy walls and the faint scent of garbage, became their stage, a stark contrast to the intimacy they were about to share.

Derrick's hands gripped Wendy's hips, his touch firm and possessive. He dipped his head, his lips capturing hers in a fierce kiss, their tongues dueling with unbridled hunger. Wendy moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as if to merge their bodies into one.

With a growl, Derrick broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. "I need to feel you, baby. Right here, right now." His words were a promise, a declaration of his insatiable desire.

Wendy's eyes fluttered closed as she nodded, her body arching towards him. "Take me, Derrick. Show everyone how much you want me."

In one swift motion, Derrick lifted her, pressing her against the wall, her legs wrapping around his waist. He reached between them, his fingers deftly unzipping his jeans, freeing his thick, throbbing black cock. Wendy's eyes widened at the sight, her breath catching in her throat.

With a primal grunt, Derrick entered her, his shaft sliding into her wet, eager Asian pussy. Wendy cried out, her head falling back, her body welcoming the invasion. The wall provided a rough, unforgiving backdrop to their passion, the brick scraping against her back as Derrick began to move.

He thrust into her with fierce urgency, his hips snapping forward, his hands gripping her fat ass, lifting her to meet his rhythm. Wendy's moans echoed off the alley walls, her nails digging into his shoulders as she rode the wave of pleasure.

"Fuck, you're so tight, baby," Derrick groaned, his voice thick with lust. "Squeezing my cock like a vice."

Wendy's legs tightened around him, her heels digging into his back. "Harder, Derrick! Fuck me harder!" She wanted to be filled, claimed, in this public, exposed space.

Derrick obliged, his strokes becoming more aggressive, his breath coming in sharp gasps. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the alley, a crude, erotic symphony. Wendy's big breasts heaved with each thrust, her dress falling forward, exposing her full, luscious cleavage.

Jim, held his camera steady, and zoomed in, capturing the raw, unfiltered intimacy. The lens focused on Derrick's dark skin glistening with sweat, contrasting with Wendy's pale, flushed body. Their passion was a vivid display of interracial desire, a testament to their uninhibited sexuality. Her almond eyes were clenched as he daggered her with his big ten inch black cock. 

"I'm close, baby," Derrick warned, his voice strained. "Gonna fill you up with my cum."

Wendy's eyes flew open, her gaze locking with his. "Yes! Cum inside me, Derrick! Let everyone see how much you own me."

But Derrick had other plans. With a final, powerful thrust, he pulled out, his cock springing free, glistening with her juices. Wendy whimpered in protest, her body craving the release he had denied her.

"On your knees, baby," he commanded, his voice hoarse. "I want to paint your pretty face."

Wendy's eyes sparkled with anticipation as she slid down the wall, her dress pooling around her. She knelt before him, her hands resting on his thighs, her breath coming in short pants.

Derrick's hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking it firmly, his eyes never leaving Wendy's. "You ready for this, baby? Gonna give you a facial you'll never forget."

Wendy's tongue darted out, moistening her lips. "Do it, Derrick. Show me how much you love me."

With a roar, Derrick unleashed his orgasm, his cum shooting forth in thick, hot streams. Wendy's face became his canvas, her cheeks, nose, and lips adorned with his seed. She moaned, her eyes fluttering closed, her tongue darting out to taste him.

Jim's camera captured every detail, the contrast of Derrick's glistening black cock, the white cum that shot out of it, and the large globs rolling down Wendy's fair skin. She moaned at the camera, giving a look of pure ecstasy. It was a raw, uncensored moment, a testament to their unbridled passion.

As Derrick's orgasm subsided, he gently cupped Wendy's face, his thumb wiping a streak of cum from her cheek. "You're fucking beautiful, baby."

Wendy smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Cut!" she called out, her voice echoing in the alley.

Jim, snapping out of his voyeuristic trance, hit the button, ending the recording. "That was... incredible," he managed, his voice laced with awe.

Derrick and Wendy burst into laughter, their bodies still buzzing with the aftermath of their passionate encounter. They straightened their clothes, their hearts pounding, their skin glowing with a post-coital sheen. Jim handed Wendy a towel from the van she wiped off the remnants of Derrick’s cum off her face. 

"That was hot as fuck," Wendy grinned, her eyes shining with satisfaction. 

Derrick pulled her into a tender kiss, his arms wrapping around her. "You always know how to push my buttons, baby."

As they stepped back into the van, the adrenaline still coursing through their veins, they knew this was just the beginning. Their public display had been a success, a thrilling adventure that had left them craving more.

The city, with its hidden alleys and secret spots, became their playground, a stage for their uninhibited desires. They would continue to push boundaries, to explore the limits of their passion, always seeking new ways to shock and arouse their audience.

But for now, as they drove away, the sun setting on their urban adventure, they knew one thing for certain: their next scene would be even hotter, more daring, and utterly unforgettable. The camera, ever-ready, would capture it all, leaving their viewers breathless and begging for more.

The end... or perhaps, just the beginning.

***
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The alleyway encounter left Wendy and Derrick buzzing with an intoxicating mix of adrenaline and desire. The raw, unfiltered nature of their performance had ignited a fire within them, a hunger for more. The success of their first public sex tape had not only brought them financial relief but also a newfound sense of freedom and excitement. They were no longer just Wendy and Derrick, the struggling couple; they were Wendy and Derrick, the daring porn stars, pushing boundaries and living life on their own terms.

In the weeks that followed, their popularity soared. Fans clamored for more of their raw, passionate encounters, and Wendy and Derrick were more than happy to oblige. They filmed in various locations, each more daring than the last: a secluded park bench, a dimly lit stairwell, even a busy nightclub bathroom. Each scene was a testament to their growing chemistry and their willingness to explore the depths of their desires.

But amidst the thrill of their newfound fame, something deeper was blossoming between them. The intense physical connection they shared on camera was translating into a profound emotional bond off camera. They found themselves sharing secrets, dreams, and fears, their relationship evolving from one of convenience to one of genuine love and trust. Derricks feelings for Wendy had always been strong, but witnessing her transformation into a confident, fearless woman had deepened his love for her. He admired her courage, her unapologetic embrace of her sexuality, and the way she lit up every room she entered.

One evening, after a particularly intense filming session, Derrick pulled Wendy aside. The soft glow of the setting sun bathed them in a warm, golden light, casting long shadows across the living room floor.

"Wendy," he began, his voice husky with emotion, "I've been meaning to talk to you."

Wendy, still flushed from their recent performance, raised an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "Oh yeah? And what's that?"

Derrick took a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. This was it. The moment he'd been rehearsing in his mind for weeks. "Wendy, you know I love you, right?"

Wendy's smile softened, her eyes shining with a mixture of surprise and joy. "Of course I do, Derrick. I love you too."

"Good," Derrick said, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out a small velvet box, his hands trembling slightly. "Because I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Wendy Lee, will you marry me?"

Wendy's breath caught in her throat. Tears welled up in her eyes as she stared at the sparkling diamond ring nestled in the box. "Derrick," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, "are you serious?"

"Dead serious," Derrick said, his voice firm. "I want to be your husband, your partner in crime, your everything. I want to wake up next to you every morning and fall asleep in your arms every night. I want to build a life with you, a life filled with love, laughter, and, of course, a whole lot of hot sex."

Wendy laughed, a sound that was music to Derrick's ears. "You had me at hot sex," she joked, but her eyes never left his, sparkling with unshed tears. "Yes, Derrick. Yes, I'll marry you."

Derrick slipped the ring onto her finger, the diamond catching the fading light and sending sparks dancing across the room. They embraced, their kisses passionate and filled with the promise of a future together.

They decided on a courthouse wedding, a simple, intimate affair that reflected their personalities. They didn't need a grand ceremony or a lavish reception; they just needed each other.

The day of the wedding arrived, a crisp autumn morning with a hint of chill in the air. Wendy, radiant in a simple white dress that hugged her curves, and Derrick, dapper in a tailored suit, exchanged vows in front of a small gathering of close friends and family.

"I, Derrick," he began, his voice steady but filled with emotion, "take you, Wendy, to be my lawfully wedded wife. To have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part."

Wendy's eyes glistened with tears as she repeated the vows, her voice trembling with love and commitment.

The judge pronounced them husband and wife, and the room erupted in cheers and applause.

But the day was far from over. Wendy and Derrick had a special plan to celebrate their union, a plan that would push the boundaries of their exhibitionism even further.

They had decided to livestream their wedding night, to share their love and passion with their fans, to consummate their marriage in front of the world.

Back at their apartment, they set up their cameras, the familiar equipment now feeling like old friends. The soft glow of the lamps cast a warm ambiance, the air thick with anticipation.

Wendy, her hair cascading down her back, her lips painted a deep red, sat on the edge of the bed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Ready for this, husband?" she asked, her voice laced with a seductive purr.

Derrick, his heart pounding with excitement, knelt before her, his hands tracing the delicate lace of her garter belt. "More than ready, wife," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

The livestream began, the red light on the camera blinking like a silent witness to their passion.

Wendy stood, her dress pooling at her feet, revealing her naked body, a testament to her confidence and beauty. Derrick's eyes widened, his desire palpable.

He stood, his muscles rippling beneath his suit, and slowly began to undress, each article of clothing falling to the floor like discarded promises.

They moved towards each other, their bodies a symphony of desire, their kisses hungry and desperate. Derrick's hands roamed over Wendy's curves, savoring the softness of her skin, the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist.

Wendy moaned, her head falling back, her breasts heaving with anticipation. "Fuck me, Derrick," she whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "Show the world how much you love me."

Derrick didn't need to be told twice. He lifted her, cradling her against his chest, his throbbing cock pressing against her core. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers, his love and desire shining through.

He entered her slowly, savoring the tightness of her pussy, the heat enveloping him like a second skin. He began to move, his strokes deliberate and deep, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through them both.

Wendy cried out, her nails digging into Derrick's back, her body arching in response to his rhythm. "Harder, Derrick," she pleaded, her voice a mixture of lust and love. "Fuck me harder."

Derrick obliged, his pace quickening, his hips snapping against hers. The bed creaked in protest, the headboard banging against the wall as their passion reached a fever pitch.

The camera captured it all: the sweat glistening on their bodies, the flushed skin, the tangled limbs, the raw, unfiltered ecstasy.

Wendy's cries grew louder, her body trembling on the brink of orgasm. "I'm close, Derrick," she gasped, her voice a mere whisper. "Don't stop, don't ever stop." Derrick growled, his own release building to an explosive climax. He pounded into her with a ferocity born of love and desire, his name a mantra on her lips.

"Wendy," he groaned, his voice thick with emotion, "I love you. I fucking love you."

Their orgasms hit them simultaneously, a tsunami of pleasure that left them gasping and trembling. Derrick collapsed beside Wendy, their bodies still joined, their hearts beating in unison.

The livestream continued, capturing their post-coital bliss, the soft murmurs of love, the tender kisses, the shared laughter.

They had not only consummated their marriage; they had shared their love with the world, a testament to their unapologetic embrace of their sexuality and their unwavering commitment to each other.

As the camera continued to roll, Wendy snuggled into Derrick's embrace, a contented smile on her face. "I love you, Derrick Black," she whispered, her voice filled with a love that needed no audience.

"And I love you, Wendy Black," Derrick replied, his voice hoarse with emotion. "Always and forever."

The livestream ended, but their love story had only just begun. They knew that their journey would be filled with challenges and triumphs, but they faced the future hand in hand, their love a beacon guiding them through the storms and illuminating the path to their happily ever after.
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A Love Confessed
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The sun hung low over the sprawling concrete jungle of Los Angeles, casting a golden glow over the palm trees and the endless grid of streets. It was just another day in the city of angels, where the hum of traffic blended with the distant murmur of Hollywood dreams. For Officer Holly Chen and her partner, Officer Ben Gardner, it was just another shift patrolling the streets they’d come to know so well. Holly, the daughter of Korean immigrants, was athletic and sharp, had her black hair tied tightly in a bun, her LAPD uniform crisp and immaculate. Ben, an African American, and former college star, was bald and muscular. He stood beside her, his own uniform fitting his frame like a second skin. They’d been partners for two years, and in that time, they’d become more than just colleagues—they were friends, confidants, and each other’s lifeline in the chaos of the job.

Their patrol car cruised down a quiet residential street in Echo Park, the late afternoon sun warming the dashboard. Holly drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, her dark eyes scanning the surroundings. “You think we’ll ever get a day without something crazy happening?” she asked, a hint of amusement in her voice.

Ben chuckled, his deep voice rumbling. “In this city? Doubt it. But hey, at least it keeps things interesting.” He glanced at her, his expression softening. “Besides, I wouldn’t want to do this with anyone else.”

Holly smiled, a flush creeping up her cheeks. She knew Ben cared about her—he’d always been protective, always had her back. But there was something unspoken between them, a tension that neither of them had dared to address. She shook the thought away, focusing on the road ahead.

Their radios crackled to life, breaking the comfortable silence. “Unit 214, we have a report of a suspicious vehicle at the intersection of Sunset and Alvarado. Please investigate.”

Holly exchanged a glance with Ben before responding. “Copy that, dispatch. We’re on our way.” She flipped on the sirens, and the patrol car roared to life, cutting through the traffic with purpose.

When they arrived at the intersection, a black sedan was parked haphazardly on the side of the road. Its windows were tinted, and the car looked out of place in the otherwise quiet neighborhood. Holly and Ben approached cautiously, their hands resting on their holsters.

“LAPD!” Holly called out, her voice firm. “Step out of the vehicle with your hands up!”

For a moment, there was no response. Then, the driver’s side door swung open, and a man emerged, his hands raised. But something was off. His movements were too quick, too deliberate. Before Holly could react, the man pulled a gun from his waistband and fired.

The shot rang out, shattering the calm of the afternoon. Holly felt a surge of adrenaline as she dove for cover behind the patrol car. Ben was already moving, his own gun drawn, returning fire. The air filled with the sharp crack of gunfire, the smell of smoke and gunpowder hanging heavy.

“Holly, you okay?” Ben shouted, his voice tight with concern.

“Yeah, I’m good!” she yelled back, her heart pounding. She peeked over the hood of the car, spotting the gunman taking cover behind the sedan. He was firing wildly, bullets ricocheting off the pavement.

Ben crouched low, his eyes narrowed in concentration. “I’ll draw his fire. You take him out!”

Holly nodded, her fingers tightening around her gun. She took a deep breath, steadying herself, and then stood, firing three quick shots. The gunman let out a cry, clutching his shoulder, but he didn’t go down. Instead, he turned his weapon on Ben, who was exposed as he moved to flank him.

“Ben, look out!” Holly screamed, her voice raw with fear.

Ben spun just in time, his bullet grazing the gunman’s arm. But the man was relentless, firing again. Holly’s heart seized as she saw Ben stumble, his hand clutching his side.

“Ben!” she shouted, her voice breaking. Without thinking, she charged forward, her gun raised. The gunman turned toward her, his eyes wild, and fired. Holly felt a searing pain in her arm, but she kept moving, her focus locked on her target.

Ben, despite his injury, was back on his feet, his gun steady. He fired once, twice, the shots finding their mark. The gunman collapsed to the ground, his weapon clattering away. Blood pooled in the ground as the gunman took his last breaths. 

Holly skidded to a stop beside Ben, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “You hit?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Ben grimaced, his hand pressing against his side. “Just a graze. You?”

Holly looked down at her arm, where blood was seeping through her uniform. “Same. We need backup.”

Within minutes, sirens wailed in the distance, and other officers arrived on the scene. Holly and Ben were quickly attended to, their injuries treated by paramedics. As they sat on the curb, the adrenaline wearing off, Holly couldn’t shake the image of Ben taking that bullet for her.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said softly, her eyes meeting his.

Ben’s gaze was steady, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, I did. You’re my partner, Holly. I’m not losing you.”

She looked away, her chest tight with emotions she couldn’t name. “Thanks,” she murmured.

Later that night, after their statements had been taken and their injuries patched up, Holly and Ben found themselves at a dimly lit bar in downtown L.A. The neon lights cast a red glow over the room, and the hum of conversation provided a welcome distraction. They sat at a corner table, their uniforms exchanged for casual clothes, but the weight of the day still lingered between them.

Holly nursed a beer, her arm bandaged but throbbing. “I keep replaying it in my head,” she admitted, her voice low. “If you hadn’t...”

“Don’t,” Ben cut in, his tone firm. “We both made it out. That’s what matters.” He shifted in the bar stool, his hand rubbing the bandage at his side.

She nodded, but her mind was racing. The way he’d protected her, the way he’d looked at her afterward—it was more than just partnership. It was something deeper, something she’d been trying to ignore for months.

“Ben,” she began, her heart pounding in her chest. “There’s something I need to know. Why do you always... look out for me like that?”

He hesitated, his dark eyes searching hers. “Because I care about you, Holly. More than I should, probably.”

She held his gaze, her breath catching. “Is that all it is? Just... caring?”

Ben’s expression softened, and for a moment, he looked vulnerable. “No,” he admitted. “It’s not just that. Holly, I... I love you.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and undeniable. Holly’s heart skipped a beat, her chest tightening with a mix of relief and fear. She’d felt the same way for so long, but she’d been too afraid to say it, too afraid of what it might mean for their partnership, for their friendship.

“I love you too,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the noise of the bar.

Ben’s eyes lit up, a small smile playing on his lips. “You do?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “I do. But... what does this mean? For us, for the job?”

He reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “It means we figure it out. Together.”

Holly’s heart swelled, but her mind was racing. They couldn’t just... start something here, in the middle of a crowded bar. But the tension between them was electric, undeniable. She glanced around, her eyes landing on the bathroom at the back of the room.

“Come with me,” she said, her voice urgent.

Ben raised an eyebrow, but he followed her without question. They slipped into the bathroom, locking the door behind them. The small space was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of soap and stale beer. Holly turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest.

“Holly—” Ben began, but she cut him off, pressing her lips to his.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, fueled by months of unspoken feelings and the raw edge of the day’s events. Ben’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her close, his hands tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss. Holly moaned softly, her hands sliding up his chest, her fingers tracing the contours of his muscular frame.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in short gasps. “I need you,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his.

Ben’s gaze darkened with desire. “You’ve got me.”

He lifted her, pressing her against the wall, his lips trailing down her neck. Holly tilted her head back, her hands gripping his shoulders as a shiver ran down her spine. She could feel the hardness of his body against hers, the heat of his skin seeping through their clothes.

“Take off your shirt,” she murmured, her voice hoarse.

Ben complied, his hands moving quickly to pull his shirt over his head. His chest was broad and sculpted, his dark skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Holly’s fingers traced the lines of his muscles, her touch sending sparks of desire through him. Her fingers lingered on the bandage on his side, a testament to of his devotion to her. She didn’t waste anytime as she lunged and kissed him once more. 

He broke their kiss and gently touched her chin. “Your turn,” he said, his voice rough.

She stepped back, her hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She undid them slowly, her eyes never leaving his, until the fabric fell open, revealing the lace of her bra. Ben’s gaze darkened further, his hands moving to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Holly gasped, her head falling back as pleasure coursed through her. “Ben,” she moaned, her hands gripping his wrists.

He kissed his way down her chest, his lips teasing the edge of her bra before pulling it down to expose her. Holly’s breath hitched as his mouth closed over her breast, his tongue swirling, his teeth grazing her sensitive beige skin. She arched into him, her fingers tangling in his hair, her moans echoing in the small space.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he murmured against her beige skin, his voice thick with desire.

Holly’s cheeks flushed, her body trembling with need. She reached for the buckle of his belt, her fingers shaking as she undid it. Ben’s hands moved to her skirt, pushing it up her thighs, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties.

“You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear.

Holly moaned, her legs weakening. “I want you. Now.”

He lifted her, pressing her against the wall again, his hands sliding down to grip her ass. Holly wrapped her legs around his waist, her lips seeking his in another desperate kiss. She could feel his hardness against her, the heat of his skin, the strength of his body.

“Condom,” she gasped, her hands fumbling in his pocket.

Ben pulled back, his eyes searching hers. “I’ve got one.” He reached into his own pocket, tearing open the wrapper with quick, practiced movements. He sheathed himself, his eyes never leaving hers, before positioning himself at her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice low.

Holly nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

He thrust into her, slow and steady, filling her completely. Holly cried out, her head falling back as pleasure washed over her. Ben held her steady, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move, his strokes deep and deliberate.

The bathroom was small, the space cramped, but the intimacy only heightened the intensity of the moment. Holly’s nails dug into his shoulders, her legs tightening around his waist as she met his thrusts, her body moving in rhythm with his.

“Ben,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I’m close.”

He growled, his pace quickening, his lips brushing against her neck. “Me too.”

Holly’s body tensed, her muscles tightening as she teetered on the edge. Ben’s thrusts became frantic, his breath coming in short gasps. And then, with a cry, she climaxed, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Ben followed moments later, his release intense and overwhelming, his name on her lips.

They stood there for a moment, breathless and trembling, their hearts pounding in unison. Ben’s forehead rested against hers, his arms holding her tightly.

“That was good...” Holly began, her voice shaky.

“Yeah,” Ben murmured, a smile in his voice. “It was.”

They stayed like that for a few more moments, savoring the aftermath, before Ben gently set her down. Holly’s legs felt like jelly, her body still buzzing with the remnants of their passion. She smoothed down her clothes, her cheeks flushed, as Ben did the same.

“We should... probably get back out there,” she said, her voice soft.

Ben nodded, his eyes warm as he took her hand. “Yeah. But... this isn’t just a one-time thing, right?”

Holly smiled, her heart swelling. “No. This is... the start of something.”

They left the bathroom, hand in hand, the noise of the bar washing over them like a wave. The night was young, and the city outside was alive with possibility. As they stepped back into the world, Holly felt a sense of certainty she hadn’t known before. Whatever came next, they would face it together.

But as they walked back to their table, the weight of their newfound relationship settling comfortably between them, Holly couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. The city was vast, its streets filled with secrets and dangers, and their jobs would always come with risks. Yet, in that moment, with Ben by her side, she felt invincible.
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The Temptation of Maya Patel
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James Wallace adjusted his tie as he stared at the closed door of his office. The hum of the sales floor buzzed faintly in the background, a reminder of the chaos he’d left behind. Maya Patel was in there, waiting. He took a deep breath, his broad shoulders squaring under the weight of the decision he was about to make. She was a liability, no doubt about it. The lost account was the final straw. But there was something about her—something that made his stomach twist every time she walked by in that tight pencil skirt and open blouse, her cleavage on full display. As a black man he never thought he'd be attracted to an Indian woman, yet her smooth brown skin curves are telling him otherwise. He shook his head, trying to clear the image from his mind. This was business, not pleasure.

He opened the door and stepped inside, the scent of her perfume lingering in the air. Maya sat in the chair across from his desk, her legs crossed, her posture tense. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her big brown eyes met his with a mix of fear and defiance. She was stunning, there was no denying it. But today, her beauty only made the situation harder.

“Maya,” he began, his deep voice steady, “I’m sorry to do this, but I have to let you go.”

Her eyes widened, and her lips parted in shock. “What? No, James, please. I—I can do better. I just need another chance.”

He sighed, running a hand over his closely shaved head. “It’s not just about the account. You’ve been slipping for months. I can’t keep you on if you’re not performing.”

“I’ll do anything,” she blurted out, her voice desperate. “Anything to keep my job.”

James froze, his gaze locking with hers. The room felt suddenly heavy, the air thick with unspoken tension. He knew where this was going, and he wanted to stop it. But her words hung there, a temptation he wasn’t sure he could resist.

“Anything?” he asked, his voice low, almost a whisper.

She nodded, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Yes. Anything.”

He hesitated, his mind racing. He was a married man, a father, a respected sales manager. But there was something about her—something raw and unapologetic—that made him question everything.

“I—I don’t know,” he stammered, his resolve crumbling.

Maya saw her opening. She stood slowly, her movements deliberate, her eyes never leaving his. She took a step toward him, her hips swaying subtly beneath the tight fabric of her skirt. “Let me prove my worth to you,” she murmured, her voice husky.

Before he could respond, her hand was on his crotch, her fingers pressing firmly against the bulge in his slacks. James gasped, his body reacting before his mind could catch up. He knew he should stop her, but her touch was electric, sending a jolt of desire straight to his core.

“Maya,” he groaned, his voice a mix of protest and surrender.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
’ HUNTER BRIGG
R

L





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





