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	Malik.

The moon hung low over the coastal road, its silver light dancing on the waves crashing against the cliffs below. My shift was nearly over, and the night had been quiet, too quiet for a man like me, whose blood ran hot after hours of patrolling the Azure Haven Resort. Treyvon and I, off-duty security for the elite clientele, cruised in our unmarked black SUV, the kind that melted into the shadows. I gripped the wheel, my cock stirring at the thought of a long shower and the release I’d been craving all night. Weekend shifts were a test of willpower,  watching tipsy socialites in barely-there dresses flirt shamelessly, their eyes daring us to break protocol. I never did. But damn, it wasn’t easy. Treyvon, sprawled in the passenger seat, flashed his crooked grin, his dreadlocks swaying as he nodded to the low reggae beat on the radio. 

“Almost done, Malik.You thinking about that redhead from the club last night? She was so all over you.” 

His voice was teasing, but his eyes scanned the road, always alert. I smirked, shifting to ease the tightness in my pants, my cock already hardening at the thought. 

“Keep your head in the game, Trey.” 

My hand brushed the outline of my length through my trousers, the fabric straining as I drove. Then, ahead, a silver convertible gleamed under a streetlight, parked awkwardly on the shoulder. A woman stood beside it, her silhouette curvy and delicate, her white dress glowing in the moonlight. Trouble. My arousal faded as duty kicked in, but something about her stance, vulnerable yet defiant, lit a spark in my chest.

I pulled up behind, flicking on the discreet blue lights to warn any late-night drivers. 

“Stay sharp,” I told Treyvon, stepping out and adjusting my black security jacket, the resort’s logo glinting on my chest. 

The night air was cool, salted with ocean spray, as I approached her car, radioing in her license plate. The response was quick: Emma Sinclair, 28, no priors. I glanced at her, my breath catching. She was stunning, pale skin glowing under the moon, jet-black hair cascading over her shoulders, and blue eyes like sapphires, wide with frustration and something deeper, troubling even. Her strapless dress, a flimsy white number, hugged her curves, barely containing her full breasts, the hem riding high on her thighs. 

My cock twitched, and I forced my face into a professional mask.

“Evening, ma’am,” I said, my voice steady despite the heat pooling in my groin. “Everything alright?”

Emma looked up, her lips parting, and I felt a jolt as her eyes met mine. 

“Not really,” she said, her voice soft but edged with exhaustion. “Flat tire. I was just… getting away.” 

Her gaze dropped, and I caught a flicker of pain. A breakup, maybe. I’d seen that look before, women running from heartache, seeking solace in the island’s promise of escape.

“Mind stepping away from the vehicle?” I asked, stepping back. “Safer away from the road.”

She hesitated, then moved away from the open door, her movements graceful despite her shivering in the cool air. The dress clung to her, revealing every curve, her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric. I swallowed hard, my cock straining against my boxers. Treyvon joined me, his presence a quiet reassurance, his eyes raking over Emma with an appreciative glint. 

“Cold out here,” he said, his tone warm, almost playful. “We’ll get you sorted, miss. I’m Treyvon by the way, Officer Treyvon, this here is my patner Officer Malik. You’re in safe hands now.”

Emma

I shouldn’t have gone out tonight. The girls at work had pushed me, insisting I couldn’t hide forever after Paul’s betrayal. Four years, gone, the memory of him in our bed with that neighbor still a knife in my chest. I’d tried to be brave, slipping into this daring dress, but seeing him at the club with that fucking  blonde on his arm shattered me. I’d fled, my convertible the only lifeline I had tonight, until the tire blew, stranding me on this lonely coastal road. I’d placed a call at the station and they had directed  me to the nearest patrol post where I’d been assigned two officers, a Malik and Treyvon, that were on duty that night. Now, two men stood before me, Malik, the tall one tall and very commanding, his ebony skin gleaming with the moonlight shining down on him like an exotic pearl, his hazel eyes piercing; Treyvon, was much leaner, with dreadlocks and a teasing smile that made my pulse race. Their security uniforms, black and fitted, screamed authority, and despite my vulnerability, a spark of desire flickered in my core.

 

Malik

Treyvon fetched a torch while Emma opened her trunk, bending over to rummage for the jack. Her dress rode up, revealing the curve of her ass, barely covered by lacy white panties. My cock throbbed, and I turned away, pretending to check the radio, willing my erection to calm. Treyvon shot me a knowing grin, his own eyes lingering on her. 

“Got the jack?” he called, his voice light but laced with hunger. Emma straightened, tugging her dress down, her cheeks flushed. 

“Uhm Yeah, Here,” she said, holding it up, her fingers trembling in the cold. She shivered again, and I couldn’t stand it. I shrugged off my jacket, the resort logo catching the light, and draped it over her shoulders. 

“Can’t have you freezing, if you don’t mind” I said, my voice softer than intended. 

The jacket dwarfed her, but she inhaled deeply, her eyes fluttering as she took in my scent.

“Thanks,” she whispered, her gaze locking onto mine. Those blue eyes held a challenge, a spark that dared me to cross the line. My hand brushed hers as she handed me the torch, her skin warm despite the chill, and I felt a current pass between us. I knelt by the flat tire, loosening the nuts with practiced ease, my muscles flexing under my shirt. Emma held the torch, her breath hitching as she watched, and I knew she wasn’t just looking at my work. Treyvon leaned against the car, watching. After a few minutes, I was done.  

“All set,” I said, standing and wiping my hands, the spare tire in place. Emma’s eyes lingered on my arms, then dropped to my crotch, where my cock strained against my trousers. She bit her lip, and I felt the air shift, charged with unspoken need.

“Thank you,” she said, stepping closer, her voice a sultry caress. She leaned in, her lips brushing my cheek in a thank-you kiss, but her body pressed against mine, soft curves against my hard frame. My hands found her waist, steadying her, my fingers grazing the bare skin above her dress. Her breath caught, and I felt her shiver, I knew that was definitely not from the cold.

“Careful, ma’am,” I said, my voice low, less of a warning and more of an invitation. 

Her eyes searched mine, and I saw the moment she decided. It was as if she’d said ‘fuck it’ out loud, and I was so ready for what would come. She pressed closer, her breasts grazing my chest, and I definitely did not hold back. I tilted her chin up, my lips capturing hers in a slow, hungry kiss. She tasted of wine and desire, her tongue teasing mine, igniting a fire in my veins. 

Treyvon’s chuckle was soft behind me, but I felt his presence, his own hunger mirroring mine. Emma broke the kiss, her eyes darting to Treyvon, then back to me. 

“I want… both of you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. 

My cock pulsed, and I glanced at Treyvon, who nodded, his grin wicked.

“Then Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” he said, gesturing to the SUV’s spacious back seat. 

I led Emma there, her hand in mine, I could feel her pulse racing under my thumb. The blue lights still flashed, casting an otherworldly glow over the scene, making it feel like a dream we’d all surrender to. Inside the SUV, the air was thick with anticipation. I sat on the edge of the back seat, pulling Emma onto my lap, her dress riding up to reveal her skimpy panties that I’m sure were soaked. My hands roamed her thighs, her skin like silk under my calloused fingers. Treyvon slid in beside us, his hands brushing her hair back, exposing her neck. His lips came up, grazing her pulse point, making her gasp. 

I kissed her again, deeper, my tongue claiming her mouth as my hands slid under her dress, cupping her ass. She moaned into my kiss, her hips grinding against my cock, the friction driving me wild. Treyvon’s hands joined mine, peeling her dress down to free her breasts, her nipples pink and hard against her pale skin. He teased one with his thumb, then his lips, sucking gently as she arched into him, her pussy pressing harder against me. I lifted her, laying her across the seat, her legs parted invitingly. Treyvon knelt between them, his fingers hooking into her panties, sliding them down to reveal her glistening pussy, shaved and begging for attention. 

“Fuck, You’re beautiful,” I said, my voice thick with desire. Treyvon moved in for the kill, his tongue traced her folds, slow and deliberate, drawing a shudder from her. I leaned down, kissing her deeply, swallowing her moans as Treyvon’s lips closed around her clit, sucking with a skill that made her hips buck. My cock ached toa painful degree, straining against my trousers, and I couldn’t wait. I unbuckled my belt, freeing my thick length, the tip slick with pre-cum. Emma’s eyes widened, her lips parting as she took in my size. I guided her hand to my cock, her fingers barely wrapping around it,I know because I’m not average by any means, hell no, us black men pride in our packages, she started stroking it slowly as she moaned under Treyvon’s ministrations. 

“Take him,” I whispered, nodding to Treyvon, who stood, unbuckling his pants to reveal his own impressive length, curved and ready.  

Emma shifted, her lips brushing Treyvon’s cock, her tongue flicking out to taste him. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth, again  barely past the head, she gagged so beautifully I got even harder, her head kept bobbing as she sucked, drawing a low moan from him. I watched, my hand stroking my cock, the sight of her pale skin against his dark shaft sending a surge of heat through me. 

The air inside the SUV was a heady cocktail of desire, thick with the musky scent of Emma’s arousal and the faint salt of ocean spray slipping through the cracked window. The blue lights from our patrol vehicle pulsed outside, casting a flickering glow over Emma’s pale skin, her jet-black hair splayed across the leather seat like a dark halo. Her strapless white dress was bunched on the floor, her full breasts heaving with each shallow breath, nipples pink and taut from Treyvon’s earlier teasing. I knelt between her parted thighs, my cock poised at her dripping entrance, but my eyes were locked on the scene unfolding before me, Treyvon, his lean frame commanding, guiding Emma’s head as she surrendered to his thick, curved length.

Treyvon’s hands tangled in her hair, his dark fingers weaving through her silky strands, his touch both gentle and firm. Her lips, soft and pink, stretched wide around his ebony shaft, the contrast a mesmerizing dance of light and shadow under the pulsing blue lights. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue swirling along the underside of his cock, drawing a low, appreciative hum




























































