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Her name was Paula according to the nametag affixed to her white button down shirt.  She had shoulder length blond hair and light green eyes. Her tits were massive and were barely contained by the low cut top she wore.  He couldn’t take his eyes off them and she didn’t seem to mind at all especially with the generous tips he was giving her every time she brought another drink setting it down in front of him and giving him a wink before taking off to deliver drinks to the other customers.

The place was packed, the music was loud and the drinks were flowing. He didn’t mind waiting for his chance to make his move.  From the looks she’d been giving him, he knew she wasn’t leaving with anyone but him tonight.

She worked at the beachside bar, Surf and Sip, right on the beach near his hotel. He was glad he’d been coerced into taking his bosses place at the sales convention which he’d currently skipped out of early opting instead for a quick drink and to check out the local night life. He’d gotten as far as the Surf and Sip and given up on any other nightlife this island might have to offer.

His quick drink had turned into several as he waited for her to finish her shift. He was a lucky man, finding her here, tonight. And he was going to make her a lucky woman. His cock was impressive; to say the least and he damn well knew how to use it to please the ladies.  He’d gotten a grand total of zero complaints so far.

Richard had dark brown hair which he kept cut short in a business style, and hazel eyes. He’d just arrived on the island last night, for the convention, so he didn’t have a bronze beach body. He wasn’t glaring white either, thank goodness. And his body was muscular and fit. He worked out six days a week and it showed.

He noted she spent some time in the sun, her golden legs peeking out at him through the high slit in the orange skirt she wore. It was covered in tropical flower print and she wore a white flower behind one ear.  He didn’t know what that meant, if she was taken or if she was available, but he didn’t care. He was taking her, tonight. That was the one thing knew for sure. She was his. For tonight, at least.

“What time do you get off?” he asked, the next time she came by.

“Last call is at two,” she said.

“See you then?” he asked, with a wink.

“Sure,” she said, leaning over the bar, tracing the line of his jaw with her fingertip.

“Why not?” She giggled.

Turns out she knew a nice little place they could go, have a drink together along with a little privacy.  Sounded like just the thing to him.  He didn’t mind waiting for her.  He had all night, for her.  And he sure didn’t have anything better to do.  He was looking forward to doing her tonight.

Two o’clock came quickly but not quick enough. He was watching her dart back and forth, watching her massive tits jiggle in that barely there bra, and he wanted to reach out and grab her by that perky little ass whenever she passed near his table, taunting him. Flaunting her perfect little body. She was teasing him. Big-time. She knew he couldn’t do anything now. Couldn’t do anything but suffer, his dick growing harder and harder in his pants. He’d make her suffer though, later. She’d be screaming for him before he’d let her cum tonight.

He went back into his hotel, showered and changed into something more comfortable; shorts held bought for the trip and hadn’t bothered to change into earlier. He’d expected to have a drink and that was probably going to be it. He hadn’t expected this. But he’d take it. He’d take her so fucking hard. He decided not to jack off in the shower, wanted to keep all his cum for her. He was glad the shorts were roomy. He adjusted himself and checked his watch. It was time to go. He headed down, and saw his beauty wiping down the bar, head bent down. Her smile when she looked up and saw him was priceless.

“I thought you left,” she smiled, wrapping a sheer shawl around her shoulders. “I was just about to take off.”

“I did leave,” he said, running a hand over the front of his new Hawaiian shirt, he’d purchased at the hotel gift shop.

Oh, you changed!

He nodded. “Just for you.”

“Like?”

“Yes,” she breathed, leaning in so close he could feel her warm breath on his cheek. She smelled like coconut, and her breath smelled like peppermint.

He pulled her to him, kissed her deeply, enjoying first the initial shock registering on her face, then the way she seemed to melt into him. Oh yeah she wanted him, and bad.

“I knew you wouldn’t leave without me”, he said. Paula nodded her agreement.

Good girl.

She took his hand and pulled him through the last of the stragglers and away from the crowded bar.

“I like the new threads, she whispered as they walked. Her breath was warm near his ear.

“But I’d like it even better if you took it off. “

At least she wasn’t shy. He wasn’t either, and let go of her hand, reaching to unbutton it, he’d burn the damn thing if she didn’t want him to wear it. He didn’t care. He was horny and he could tell she needed a good fucking. He did, too.  

“You looked so smart and businesslike before”, Paula said. “I liked that, so sexy. But you look like a businessman on vacation now. I think I like that even more.”

I wrapped an arm around her shoulders.  “Where to ma’am?” I asked.

“Oh, I got us to-go-drinks, she said, “almost forgot.”

She turned back, grabbed two huge cups of a sweet orangish substance out of the fridge behind the bar.

“Sex on the beach,” she said, grinning. “It’s my favorite. Have you ever tried it?”

He’d never had sex on the beach, the drink or the actual thing, but he could tell he would get his chance tonight. He took a sip. It was sweet, icy, delicious.

It wasn’t bad, but held rather be drinking her nectar.

As far as the sex on the actual beach, he wasn’t a man to let a chance like that pass him by. He took her hand, and they walked through the sand to the water’s edge sipping their drinks and talking as they went. She’d vacationed here with her parents a couple of years ago and loved it so much she’d decided to move here. He could think of worse places to live.

The deserted cove she took him to was lit by moonlight, the white sand shimmering magically in the light. They set their drinks down, stripped out of their clothes and walked into the water together, holding hands. She splashed him, he grabbed her and pulled her now wet body against his. His dick was hard, and he knew she could feel it digging into her sweet ass cheeks.

He wanted to be digging into more than just that. He needed to be inside her sweetness. He took her hand and led her back out of the water.  She spread out her shawl and sat down. Richard leaned in taking her smooth body in his arms and pulled her to him, his mouth finding hers.

They kissed long and deep, her mouth cool at first, warming up as he explored it with his tongue. She tasted sweet, like orange juice and sugary fruit. He could eat her mouth all day, except…

He ran a hand along her thigh, teasing, working her wet skirt up. He stuck his hand underneath found she was not wearing any panties and slid a rough finger over her slit, making her moan into his mouth. He peeled the rest of his wet clothing off, watching the admiration in her eyes as his massive cock sprang free. He continued to stroke her slit, enjoying the building up of tension in her body.

She was so wet. For him. He pushed her back onto the cover and knelt down between her legs, teasing her sodden slit open with his tongue shoving it inside her, tasting her nectar as she quivered around him, thighs taunt. She tasted even sweeter than the drinks.

His fingers found her nub, working it as his fingers worked their magic inside her. Her movements became frantic; she raised her hips bucking them, fucking his fingers.

Paula pulled the wet shirt over her head, and her tits bounced out into full panoramic view. It was an awesome sight to behold. He dipped his head, latching ahold of one of those gorgeous pink nips, suckling it as his hands massaged the other one. He could nestle here all night. Heaven. But, his dick had other plans.

His cock was hard as fuck and it was done with waiting for what it wanted. With a growl he picked her up, rolled her over onto her back and found her opening, shoving his stiff cock inside it. Her hair was damp in the water, but she didn’t complain.

She made low guttural sounds as he slammed in and out of her pulsing cunt. He was about to explode, he’d waited so long for this. He wanted it to last, though he had to make it last. He was going to be the one that fucked her all night on this damn beach.

He slowed then, moving his hips maddeningly slow as her nails tore at his ass, trying to push him into her wet wanting hole.  

“Come on,” she  breathed. “Fuck me hard.”

“Oh, I’ll give it to you, all right. But first you need to give me something.”

He grabbed his cock showing her how massive it was, how hard he was for her. She licked her lips, admiring it.

“Think you can take all of this?” He asked.

She eyed it, and then found his face again with those green eyes.

“I think I’ll have to give it a shot, she grinned, as he leaned back, eyes starting to close, preparing for the immense pleasure of a dynamite blowjob.

But, a moment went by and nothing, he opened his eyes. Instead of sucking his cock, he saw her and what she was sucking on the straw, drink in hand.

“Sorry, I was a little thirsty.”

Thirsty? Or maybe she just needed some loosening up to take all he had. Whatever it took, he supposed.

He leaned back again, pulling her on top of him, guiding her head to his crotch. Suddenly she slipped those…ice cold!...lips around his cock and his eyes flew open.

“You little tease,” he said, chuckling.

Quickly, he grabbed his own drink, stuck his hand inside of it, getting his hand icy cold, before slipping his fingers deep inside her as she worked on his cock with his mouth.

“Ohhhh, godddddd,” she screamed, trying to close her legs, but he wasn’t having it.

Payback was a bitch. He kept working his fingers  deep inside her. The chill didn’t last long before they were both hot and sweaty and panting with pleasure.  

He flipped her over, shoving her legs wide open, admiring her raw pink pussy lips. She was raw from the good fucking he’d already given her, lips puffy and beautiful, but he wasn’t about to stop yet. He wasn’t about to stop anytime soon.

He grabbed ahold of his cock, gave it a couple good strokes before he lined the fat head up with her dripping hole again and shoved deep into her in one slick move. Her eyes flew open and her head rolled back from side to side. She purred from deep in her throat somewhere, like a cat.

Apt enough, considering he was pounding the fuck out of her little raw puss. She was loving it, too. He growled, he thrust in again, harder this time, making her squeal, but then a deep groan escaped her parted lips as her pussy tightened trying to squeeze his cock to death as she came violently, pulsating on his cock, trying to milk him.

He didn’t stop pounding her, though, pounding through her orgasm, determined to make her come again before he came.  Finally, when he couldn’t take it any longer, he shot his hot, sticky load deep inside her, coating her walls with his seed.

Paula grabbed ahold of him tight and they both rolled over together, the cool water washing the heat and the stringy ropes of cum away. She moved a few more times on him, humping him, and the look of satisfaction on her face in that magical moonlight was priceless.

Richard looked down; saw the flower that had been behind her ear lying on the sand. He snatched it up, shaking the sand off it and reached to tuck it back behind her ear.

“So what does this mean?” He asked, twirling the flower between his fingers.

“Having the flower behind this ear rather than the other one?”

“Oh,” she grinned, “that means… that I’m married. Hope you don’t mind.”

He shrugged. He supposed that if she didn’t mind, he didn’t mind. Besides it was a little late to mind now, wasn’t it?

“And don’t worry, the hubs doesn’t mind, either.”

She gazed at him.

“Actually, He’ll probably be re-watching this one for quite a while.”

Watching? Re-watching? He was…watching? And, obviously video recording his wife making love with another man, too.  Richard glanced around for the camera setup, didn’t see it. Realized he’d been set up. Didn’t care. If Paula and her old man didn’t care, why should he?

He sounded like some kinda guy. Not a guy Richard needed to ever meet. But definitely some kinda guy.

And his wife was definitely some kinda woman.

“Tell him I said thanks”, Richard grinned.

Then he gave the sexy little thing another kiss before walking her back to the Surf and Sip where her car was now the only one in the lot. He watched her get in and drive away and was glad he’d met her.

He sure wouldn’t mind meeting her again.
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