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The wind was swaying my hammock back and forth as I motioned for the tall, dark waiter to bring me another drink. I was on my 3rd Pina Colada and it was only half past 3pm but what are you going to do?

I don’t go on vacation to worry about silly details like what time it is and how many drinks I’ve had. The sky was completely clear and the only sounds I could hear were the clink of glasses at the bar, the palm fronds rustling in the breeze, and the low roar of ocean waves lapping at the shore. 
 

A group of small green birds were chasing each other from tree to tree. The waiter set my drink down on the table next to me and I practically drooled while watching his toned ass walk away in his tiny white shorts. The whole staff wore them and the way they fit some of the more muscular waiters and pool boys was driving me insane. 


I hadn’t gotten laid in six months and I was dying for it. I was working all the time and nothing was exciting to me anymore. After a series of failed relationships all the guys in my small midwestern town started seeming like carbon copies of each other. I could hardly tell them apart. 

That’s the reason I took this vacation in the first place. To escape my dreary boring existence and do something exciting. And while I wouldn’t exactly call laying half-drunk in a hammock ogling waiters and watching parakeets try to fuck each other “exciting” it was certainly better than driving for two hours to a job I loathe in an ice storm.       


I was determined to get laid while I was here. What’s the point of spending eight hours in a plane if you’re not going to blow off a little steam? I was taking my time though. I used two weeks of vacation and I’d only been here one day so I had all the time in the world to pick the perfect mate. 

As I swayed from side to side and the warm breeze tossed my long blonde hair my eyelids began to feel heavy. I closed my eyes and let the sound of the surf lull me into a comforting sleep. I dreamed of two waiters in their little white shorts coming over to me and tearing my clothes off. I felt their big biceps in my hands and ran my fingers across their hard chests.

When they’d finished pulling off all my clothes they unzipped their shorts and pulled out their cocks. They were big and hard and I took them both in my mouth at the same time. They rubbed against one another as they pushed past my lips and my tongue danced around their tips. Then one of them started singing a strange song that I’d never heard before. He had a woman’s voice and periodically a loud screech would accompany his song.

I jolted awake to the sound of a band sound checking on the veranda. There were four men and one woman standing on a makeshift stage. The men had guitars, a bass, a keyboard, and one was setting up his drums. The woman was singing into a microphone which periodically screeched with feedback as the sound man turned knobs and dials.

She was wearing a beautiful black evening dress with sequins and lace. She had a small bow in her short black hair and red lip stick with dark eyeliner. She had beautiful dark skin and a bright smile. I was pretty far away from her but I could tell even from here that she was gorgeous.

The waiter came back to check on me.

“You’re awake! Can I get you something else to drink.” he said cheerfully.

I yawned and stretched my arms into the air. “No thank you. How long was I out for?”

“Maybe two hours or so. Are you hungry? We just switched over to the dinner menu I can bring you one. The band is going to play in two hours. The singer’s name is Marcella and she’s really good. I’m not just saying that because I work here. Trust me I would tell you if they were terrible. The last band that used to play here during dinner was terrible. I hated them.”

“Well thanks for the recommendation. I’ll come back down after I shower and freshen up.”

“Okay see you then. I’ll bring you your check in just a minute.”

“Can I charge it to my room?” I asked.

“No problem. What’s your name?” he asked

“Kate Gardner room number 1501.” I replied.

He jotted it down in a notebook and walked away. I hopped out of the hammock into the soft sand. It felt cool between my toes. I walked through the veranda and into the lobby toward the elevator. As I stood waiting for the doors to open the woman who had been singing walked up and stood next to me. We smiled at each other and then looked down. Her big breasts were practically bursting out of her strapless gown. The door pinged and we both walked inside.

“What floor?” I asked her.

“Fifteen” came the reply in slightly accented English.

“Me too!” I said “I’m in 1501. The view is amazing. I’m overlooking the ocean. Do you stay here when you play?”

“That’s so crazy I’m 1503. I think we share a balcony. Yes we rotate around the different resorts. We’re doing a month here and they let us stay as part of our payment. We’ve been here one week already so we have three more left. This is one of my favorite places to play. We were here for a month last year and the staff is so nice.”

“That sounds like a dream come true for me. I would love to travel around the islands and play music.” I said wistfully.

“Do you play music?” she asked.

“A little. I took piano lessons all through elementary school and halfway through high school but I don’t play much anymore.” I said.

“That’s so sad. I don’t know what I would do without music. I sing everyday and my guitar goes everywhere with me.”

The door pinged and we walked together down the hallway together. Our rooms were right next to each other. Mine was in the corner and hers was one door to the right.

“Are you coming to watch the band?” She asked as she slid her keycard in the door.

“Yeah, I’m just going to shower, change, and maybe have a cocktail then I’ll be down. Knock on my door when you’re headed down and we can walk down together. I’m Kate by the way.” I said extending my hand to her.”

“I’m Marcella. I’ll knock on your door in two hours.” she said clicking open the door and slipping inside.

I walked into my air conditioned room and jumped backward onto the bed. The soft mattress caught me and bounced me about two feet in the air. The room was all white with ferns hanging near the glass balcony door. There was a TV, a white couch, a well stocked minibar, and a white wicker dresser. The bathroom had a sizable hot tub as well as a shower.

I turned on the shower and took off my bikini and walked into the bedroom. I checked myself out in the floor length mirror next to the bed. I had begun to tan all over but my breasts were still milky white and my small pink nipples stood out even more.

The black hair of my landing strip stood out even more as well surrounded by the pale skin of my pubic area. My bikini bottoms were really small so my tan lines weren’t as pronounced below the waist. It would be a shame to rent a room with a semi private balcony and not get an allover tan I thought.

I went in to the bathroom and turned off the shower deciding to do a little more tanning instead of getting ready right away. I wrapped a towel around my naked body then stepped out onto the balcony. The balconies were divided by a white lattice fence but it provided a decent amount of privacy.

I walked to the railing and looked down. I could see the veranda filling up with people getting an early dinner. I could see the beach littered with people on colorful beach towels. I could also see the ocean stretching out forever in front of me. Some large cargo ships drifted across the horizon and leaving ever encroaching white swells in their wake.

I looked around even though I knew I was the only person on the balcony before taking off my robe. I was careful to not stand too close to the balcony so I wouldn’t be seen by the people below or some pervert on the beach with binoculars, not that I thought it was particularly likely.

I rubbed my body with suntan lotion coconut scented suntan lotion. I rubbed my calves and then my thighs. I rubbed my pubic area and my stomach. I put a big glob on my palms and rubbed my breasts.

It took ages to get the white streaks to go away and as I rubbed my tits my nipples began to get hard. The dizzying height combined with the tropical breeze, the warm sunlight, and being naked outdoors was exhilarating to the point of arousal. I laid a beach towel on a deck chair and laid back on it but it wasn’t long before I felt my fingers going down south.     

I started by rubbing my hands through my short tuft of pubic hair. I stroked the little strands and pulled the skin ever so slightly away from my body. I rubbed my breasts with my left hand and squeezed my nipples between my thumb and forefinger. I pulled my hard nipples and winced as my right hand made its way down between my thighs.

My pussy lips were already slick with my juices when my fingers glided between them and found my entrance. I stuck the tips of my fingers in my pussy and rubbed it. I lightly touched my clit and moaned in ecstasy as ripples of pleasure shot up and down my spine.

My fingers danced across my clit and flitted in and out of my wet opening as my pussy grew wetter and wetter. As I slipped two fingers deep into my pussy I let out a high pitched moan then quickly clapped my hand over my mouth when I heard the sliding glass of Marcella’s balcony.

“Sounds like you’re having a good time over there.” She said casually, laughing as the words came out of her mouth.

“Sorry, I don’t know what got into me.” I said slightly ashamed.

“I do. This climate, the sun, the roar of the ocean, it’s like an aphrodisiac. You’re not the first person to cum on that balcony.” she said

“Actually I didn’t cum yet.” I said.

“Well don’t let me stop you. But first come here I want to show you something.” she said in a mischievous voice.

It was so hot that she wanted me to continue. That she wanted to listen to me moan as I plunged my hand deep into my wet pussy. I stood up from the deck chair and walked to the barrier. There were lattices covered in fake vines that one could see through if they crouched down and put an eye to it.

I looked through the lattice and I could see Marcella’s face smiling at me on the other side.

“Hello!” she cooed.

She stepped back and I could see she was wearing nothing but a towel. She let the towel fall to the floor and the first thing I noticed was her big beautiful tits. She must have had them taped down or been wearing a sports bra because there’s no way these tits should have fit into the tight dress I’d seen her in earlier. They were pert and bouncy with tiny dark nipples that were already hard.

The next thing I noticed made me do a double take. Between her legs was a thick veiny cock. Even flaccid it was quite large and completely smooth and shaved. She shimmied her shoulders and her tits swung back and forth as she laughed.

“What do you think?” she asked me with a broad grin on her face.

“Is that a… cock?” I said not believing my eyes. “That’s not real is it?”

“Why don’t you give it a tug and find out?” She said walking back toward the fence. I took a step back and she popped her cock through the lattice. It hung there like an elephant’s trunk. I wrapped my fingers around it and felt its warmth in my hand. I heard her shudder on the other side of the fence as my fingers closed around the base of her shaft. As I rubbed the shaft up and down I could feel it begin to grow. 


I grabbed it firmly in my fist and started to caress it with long confident strokes. I got down on my knees and rubbed her staff against my cheek and around my lips, teasing her, as she grew to her full immense size. 

I tickled her balls through the fence with my index finger and then ran my fingers lightly up and down his cock. She moaned with pleasure as I closed my fingers around the base of her shaft and began jacking her off. I could feel her already hard cock grow harder, and thicker, and longer as she moved her hips back and forth in time with my strokes.

“Do you want me to put your big cock in my mouth?” I asked kissing around the base of her shaft.

I moved my head down until my lips were just touching the head of her penis. I made small circles with my tongue around the tip while I teased her balls with two fingers. He moaned softly as I teased her and gasped with pleasure as I lightly sucked her tip. 


I started to notice small drops of precum dripping into my mouth and it tasted salty. The taste of her precum inflamed my passion even further I started sucking her off with reckless abandon. I had never been able to deepthroat my last boyfriend’s cock, which is quite sizable but nothing compared to Marcella’s, but I felt a compulsion to take her all the way inside me. 

I opened my mouth wide and slid her cock in until it was touching the back of my throat. My gag reflex started to kick in but I fought it and slipped her cock down another inch then two. I pulled back out and coughed but immediately went back in.

As my gag reflex started up again I fought it and pushed my head down further and further. I looked up and noticed Marcella’s fingers grasping the lattice work near her head, her knuckles had gone white. Her huge dick went down my throat more and more until I could stick my tongue out and lick her balls. I closed my mouth around the tip of her penis as she said

“Suck me Kate. Suck my big cock.”

I was rubbing my hard nipples with my fingers as his cock slid deep inside me. Suddenly she shouted

“Kate, I’m going to cum!”

I felt her legs start to move up and down as she bucked her hips up until her cock was firmly in my throat then let loose a torrent of his hot sticky cum. Rope after rope of her seed splashed against my throat and dribbled down my chin and cheeks. After the initial burst a little more dribbled out of her cock slit and ran down her shaft but I lapped it up with my tongue.

She let out a satisfied groan as I finished licking up every last drop of semen and pulled her cock back through the makeshift glory hole.

My pussy was so wet after sucking her off and I sat back in the chair with my legs spread to her rubbing my clit. The sun was just beginning to go down and I could hear a faint din as more people started to arrive on the veranda to eat dinner and watch the band.

“Kate I want to come over. Is that okay?” She asked.

“Yes but don’t you have to go to dinner to sing pretty soon?”

“They can wait. I need to repay you for that favor you did me.”

I looked through the lattice again and saw her wrap a towel around herself and make for the door. Seconds later I heard a knock.

I got up and walked through my room attempting to straighten up a little as I walked to the door. I opened the door and she stood in front of me with a wry smile and her towel open, letting me take in the full glory of her beautiful body.

She walked into the room and pushed me back onto the bed. I fell back with meg legs dangling off the bed and she grabbed my thighs then pulled them toward her. I grabbed a pillow and rested my head on it as she spread my legs wide.

“Do you want me to lick your wet pussy?” She said looking in my eyes and I nodded as her mouth made its way toward my wet sex.

I moved my hand around to the front of my body and began rubbing my clit. I moaned with pleasure as I rubbed my clit faster and faster before slipping my fingers in. Marcella licked around my pussy lips and ran her tongue across my fingers as they entered me. One at first then two and then three.

I shuddered and moaned as the heat filled my pussy and the pulsing pleasure made my head swim. I began touching her body as well. I rubbed my hand along her toned ass. Her soft body made me so eager I slipped in a fourth finger. I had never been so wet and ready and I had never had four fingers in my pussy before. My middle finger found my G-spot as her tongue pressed firmly against my clit and I shouted in rapture

“Oh my god! Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Just like that! I’m going to cum!” 


I had never felt such a skillful tongue down there before. She was so much better than any of the boys that I’d dated. Suddenly Marcella went in hungrily. She pushed her tongue against my clit and ravenously licked the lips of my pussy until my juices were running down her face. I grabbed the back her head, pulled it toward me, and gyrated my hips into Marcella’s open mouth. 

“Oh fuck! You’re amazing!” I screamed as I squeezed my nipples and gripped her hair.

“I’m going to cum!” I gasped breathlessly. “Cum for me baby! I want you to cum”

Marcella said with her mouth full of my wetness. I moved my pussy back and forth up and down in time with the long strokes of Marcella’s tongue. I felt the tingle in my pussy grow stronger and stronger until a rapturous heat penetrated my entire body. 


My whole body shook as I drowned her in my wetness. She crawled up beside me and began kissing me. She delicately sucked on my nipples and rubbed her fingers up and down the length of my body. 

“Oh my god you’re so good, and your cock is so huge.” I said as my hands felt around her naked body.

“Thanks baby. I love the way you wiggle under me when I licked your pussy. I want to do it again later. But for now I have to go give the people what they want.”

She wrapped herself in a towel and exited with a wink. I turned the shower on and cleaned myself up then put my makeup on. I put on a black bra, black panties, and a short black dress. About thirty minutes after Marcella left I heard a knock on my door. It was Marcella.

“You didn’t think I was going to forget you right? Are you ready? I’m pretty sure the band is going to be pissed.” she said grinning.

I grabbed my handbag an we walked to the elevator together.

“I really want to kiss you but I don’t want to smear my lipstick.” she said gazing into my eyes.

“We can both smear our lipstick later.” I said winking at her. I touched her ass and rubbed my hand up and down on it as we rode down to the lobby then quickly removed it when I heard the doors ping open.


She sauntered out ahead of me and I followed behind. When we reached the veranda she walked over to where the band was already set up and I could hear her feigning a sincere apology. I asked the host for a table for one preferably near the stage. 

The same waiter who had brought me my drinks earlier was serving me again. I still thought of him as attractive but my desire was only for Marcella. I ordered a sea bass filet and a glass of white wine.

The opening chords of the first song were being strummed as the waiter brought my wine. Marcella swayed in front of the microphone and closed her eyes as she sung an old bossa nova song that I’d heard a million times but couldn’t remember the name of.

The keyboard player bobbed his head and the guitar player stared out into the audience as the notes reverberated and echoed through the evening air. The sun had just started to sink over the horizon and cast a long red streak across the ocean waters. The birds were still making noise darting from palm to palm and squawking but their song only added to the ambiance.

As my dinner arrived I noticed Marcella looking at me while she sang a song called Desafinado. It had a beautiful melody and the way she sang it made me want her even more. She moved her hips from side to side and swayed with the melody. I ordered another glass of wine and tore into my filet.

I was ravenously hungry after having such a powerful gushing orgasm. The fish was tender and succulent and it paired perfectly with the wine. I was beginning to feel a buzz. I finished my meal just as the band was finishing their set. Marcella thanked the crowd to enthusiastic applause and began to help her band mates put their gear away. I finished my meal and my drink and then told he waiter to put it on my room tab and have a bottle of champagne sent up to my room.

I waved at Marcella as I strolled back toward the hotel and she mouthed

“See you soon.”

I rode the elevator back up to my room and laid on my bed. The champagne arrived and I uncorked it and poured two glasses full. I decided to undress so that Marcella would get a good look at my naked body when I answered the door. After about ten minutes I heard a knock on the door.

I opened it with champagne glass in hand. Marcella took the glass and then pinched one of my nipples. I laughed and swatted her hand away.

“Wow I thought you looked amazing before but this is definitely much better.” she said.

“Should we take these out to the balcony?” she asked.

I gestured for her to lead the way and she slid the glass door open. The humid night air felt amazing. We walked up to the railing and sipped champagne while staring into each others.

I no longer worried about anyone seeing me. In fact being seen felt kind of exciting and fun. After we finished our glasses we began exploring each others bodies with our fingers.

I kissed her neck and ran my fingers along the seams of her dress. She cupped my ass and rubbed her hands up and down. She whispered “I want to make you cum” into my ear and pushed my naked body up against the railing. My torso was hanging halfway over the edge and anyone who had looked up from the veranda would have seen my tits swinging fifteen stories above them.

Marcella bent down behind me and spread my legs. She rubbed my clit with her index finger and licked my pussy. Her wet tongue felt so good against my pussy lips. I moaned as she spread my pussy with her fingers and licked around my entrance.

My pussy was so wet from her skillful tongue and nimble fingers that I began to involuntarily moan. I tried to clasp a hand over my mouth not wanting to draw attention to myself but my muffled moans escaped my lips anyway.

I became even louder as her fingers began to probe into my pussy. One at first, then two, then three. Each new extremity sent a ripple of pleasure through my body. Marcella was standing next to me now fondling my breasts and burying her fingers deep into my wet pussy.

“Do you like that?” She asked me as her fingers sloshed in and out of my dripping sex.

I nodded my head and issued a few more involuntary shrieks of ecstasy.

“Oh my god I’m so close!” I wailed no longer caring if anyone looked up and saw my tits bouncing as my hips bucked into Marcella’s wrist. “Wait! Hold on!” I whispered into her ear.

“What’s wrong?” she said as she slid her fingers out of me.

“I want to fuck on the beach. I’ve never done it before.” I said.

“Well it just so happens I know the perfect spot. It’s pretty secluded. I’ve only been caught there twice. One of the times it just turned into a threesome so it was actually a good thing.” she said giggling. I laughed as well.

“Well I want you to take me there and fuck me hard.” I said.

“Okay let’s go.”

I grabbed the bottle of champagne and slipped back into my dress as we walked out holding hands. This time I didn’t let go of her when the door opened. We walked out hand in hand as other guests came up to Marcella and gave her compliments on her singing.

We walked through the veranda out toward the beach and then turned right and walked for about twenty more minutes to a place where grassy hills started rising up out of the beach. We kissed, whispered naughty things into each others ears, and swigged from the champagne bottle as we strolled to Marcella’s secret place. We walked up a steep hill then down a gradual incline to a small cove.

The moon was high in the sky and stars blanketed the darkness. Marcella removed her clothes first. She casually brought her dress up over her head and tossed it aside. Then she removed her bra and panties. Her thick cock bounced up and down when her panties brushed over it. She looked so beautiful bathed in moonlight. I pulled my dress over my head as well. I hadn’t bothered to put my underwear back on so I was completely naked.

I walked up to her and kissed her on the neck then grabbed hold of her cock. “Do you want to have some fun?” I whispered in her ear.

Her cock went hard almost instantly and she began to tongue me down. She kissed my neck and clavicle while playing with my hard nipples. Then she sucked my tits and rubbed my ass all while I held her cock firmly in my hand.

I pushed her onto her back into the soft sand and she shuddered under me and moaned with pleasure as I licked the length of her shaft. I kissed her stomach and licked the inside of her thighs and along her scrotum then licked up and down the length of her shaft. I felt the tip of her penis grow wet as precum dribbled out of her cock slit.

I took her cock into my mouth and twirled my tongue around the tip. She arched her back and pushed her hips forward as my tongue whirled around her cock. She protested as I took her cock out of my mouth and straddled her but her protestations turned to moans of pleasure as I slid her long shaft into my hot wet pussy.

She trembled and clawed at my back as her staff slid into my hot sex. My pussy was tight and she struggled to get it all the way inside me at first. My face twisted in pain and then in rapture as her cock worked it’s way deeper and deeper into my pussy. My tits slapped against my chest as I bounced up and down on top of her cock. She took huge strokes with her hips pulling her cock almost all the way out of me before ramming it back in. I could feel my pussy dripping onto her thighs and stomach.

She took my nipple into her mouth and bit it as I rode her and howled in rapture. I screamed as loud as I could as though we were the only two people in the world. I didn’t worry about the possibility of passersby or late night hikers. 
 

She put her hands on my hips and pushed down to stop me from bouncing on her cock.  She pulled her cock out of me and told me to lay on my back. I was only too happy to oblige.

The soft sand felt amazing under my ass. This time her cock slid all the way into me effortlessly. I found that from this angle her cock actually reached all the way to my cervix. I gasped and trembled underneath her as she bottomed out inside me.

She rubbed her cock against the bottom of my pussy rhythmically until I felt her nails dig into my back and her cock head pulse and twitch.

She groaned “I’m going to cum!” As I attacked my clit and rubbed it in hard rough circles with my fingers.

She pulled out of me until just the head of her cock was inside the entrance of my pussy. She waited a few beats until his urge to cum subsided then she put it back inside me.

“Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder! YES! YES! Just like that!”

I screamed as she pounded my pussy. My vision began to blur and her cock head began to twitch. A rapturous heat filled my body and made me shake from head to toe.

“Fill me with your cum! I want your cum inside me!”

I shrieked and it didn’t take long before my wish came true. Her cock head pulsated one last time and then thick ropes of cum burst out of her and splashed against my cervix. Stream after stream of my hot sticky juices burst forth from her and mingled with my own wetness. After she unloaded her juices into me my breaths grew more and more rapid and my cries grew louder and louder. 


”Fuck YES! OH MY GOD!” 

I howled as a stream of liquid spilled forth from my pussy. Our combined juices spilled out of me and drizzled onto the sand. I rubbed my clit in little circles with my fingers as the last bursts came out of me.

“Marcella that was amazing” I said pulling her down and kissing her on the lips. Her lipstick was smeared and so was mine. There were traces of it on her nipples and clavicle and neck. We were both breathing heavily as she turned around and collapsed next to me in the sand.

“You’re so good. I love your tight little pussy.” she giggled as she nuzzled my neck.

We sat up on our elbows and stared out to sea. We watched the waves roll in and the clouds pass overhead and the cruise ships lit up like floating skylines crawl across the dark water. 

“I wish you could stay here.” she said looking into the distance.

“I’m staying here for two more weeks.” I said weakly.

“I know but I wish you could just join my band. We can kick out Ernesto he’s not that good at the keyboard and he complains all the time. Our songs aren’t that hard. You can learn them.” Marcella said turning to me.

I turned and looked into her eyes. It would be nice to stay here but I knew I had to get back. But back to what? Back to a job I hated? Back to blizzards and men I wanted nothing to do with and suburban sprawl that goes on and on toward nothing forever. I looked into her eyes and said

“Yes.”
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