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      She landed in the Bahamas just as the sun was turning the sky a gorgeous shade of rose.

      The worn stucco siding of the small boutique hotel had meshed well with the tropical surroundings at the resort and before she walked into the lobby.

      Gwen inhaled the clean salty air with a smile.

      Gwen was insistent that she stay in her Manhattan office to close a big deal that her firm had been working on, but her boss had other plans.

      “You need a vacation Gwen; when’s the last time you even went on a date?” Her boss had pointed out as Gwen ran her fingers through her shoulder-length and styled auburn hair.

      Her boss was right, considering that a woman as beautiful as Gwen could be foregoing the dating scene when she could have any woman she wanted; she had a sculpted physique and an unforgettable smile.

      And while Gwen had been hesitant the entire plane ride down about missing out on important work back in New York, she warmed up to her vacation idea the second she stepped out of the plane and felt the warm, humid air.

      “Beats the hell out of winter in the Hamptons” She joked to the clerk as the tanned teenage girl said nothing and rushed off to verify her documents.

      Gwen anticipated that she’d get a formidable vacation out of the week-long trip, but what the thirty-something woman hadn’t anticipated was a sparkling, tanned-skin goddess.

      The businesswoman was probably the straightest woman in the office.

      Gwen was always suspiciously alone though; she had a few friends, but she was a workaholic and she seemed to like it that way.

      Of course, when asked about her love life, no one ever thought to inquire if there was a woman in her life.

      “So Gwen, I hear James from Accounting is interested, wink wink” Her co-worker Sasha had mentioned once during a department meeting.

      “Oh yeah? Thanks for the hint, Sasha.”

      Gwen had rolled her eyes as the other people around the conference table laughed. But Gwen was more interested in Sasha than she was with anyone named James.

      Sasha was equally as beautiful and powerful and Gwen had dreamt once or twice of her and her co-worker having a few drinks and going back to her loft.

      And before either of them would know it, Sasha would be reclining back on the bed with her legs spread and Gwen playing with her own pussy at the sight.

      “I want you to eat me, Gwen” Sasha would growl back as Gwen leaned down and devoured Sasha’s pussy until they both came.

      She was even thinking about that fantasy as the clerk returned with her paperwork.

      “You are all set, ma’am. This is your keys,” the girl said in broken English as Gwen grabbed the hotel key and headed down the stuffy hallway.

      She had to admit that she was happy to not have to put on an act for a week; the office didn’t think kindly of lesbians. It wasn’t fair, but that was the world that she was still living in.

      Gwen wasn’t entirely either way, though, which perhaps posed more of a problem. She was firstly straight, but in her college years found herself quickly discovering the beauty of a female body.

      As she jiggled the doorknob to her room and opened it, exposing the gaudy little roomette that had pink walls and neon green retro furniture, she thought back to those days.

      Gwen was on the soccer team when she discovered her burgeoning lust for girls; the locker room became torture.

      She would watch her toned, athletic teammates walking around the showers naked and have to keep from ogling their wet, curvy bodies.

      Gwen had to wait until most everyone else was dressed before she could even change, given she was so wet that her arousal trickled down her thighs..

      She fought with herself over these desires for quite some time, until she learned to reserve them to fantasy.

      No one has to know, really, she thought to herself during a revelation of sorts.

      And when she joined the prominent law firm, she knew that a rookie needed to blend in as well as possible with the more seasoned veterans; any hint of difference could prove a critical error.

      So from the first day at the firm, Gwen learned to hide her true feelings, but she as she grew lonely, she could only seek solace in her work; no wonder she became an executive within two years.

      She couldn’t admit to anyone, but it was partly why she’d escaped to the Bahamas after an unusually short sales ploy by her boss; for once it didn’t take days of pleading with her.

      It was too risky to try and satisfy her most forbidden carnal desires in New York, but would it be in the Bahamas?

      Gwen hoped not as she unpacked her clothes and thumbed through a few brochures that sat on top of the television set in her room, which was likely two decades old.

      The most selective spa in the islands, Gwen read aloud the text of the pamphlet.

      She decided to take a shower. She washed her body entirely before imagining a tryst of some kind on the islands and she felt her body ache with need—begging for attention.

      Gwen unhooked the shower head and angled the pulsing stream toward her pussy. The vibrations danced across her skin. She plucked her nipples as she thought about being with another woman.

      Gwen, I want you to eat me out so bad, she imagined her mysterious tropical lover saying as she spread her legs and presented her smooth tanned pussy to the business woman.

      Gwen moaned amid the steam cloud of the shower and felt the fire in her center starting to grow as she teased herself along with the fantasy of sex with her Bahamas’ lady; young and forbidden.

      “Damn” she moaned throughout the bathroom.

      Her pussy was more swollen than ever and she felt the tension throughout her body release as her climax rippled through her.

      Gwen huffed in exhaustion and she dried herself off. She exhaled deeply and decided on a casual outfit.

      “Here goes nothing,” Gwen said to herself as she puffed a few clouds of perfume over her body and headed out the door, intent on finding a local bar first and foremost.

      “What’ll it be, stranger?” The bartended said in a thick French-accent.

      “Rum and tonic, thanks,” Gwen said before receiving the sparkling drink in her hand.

      She downed the drink in nearly one gulp; New York had trained her on that particular skill.

      “Another?” The bartender said as Gwen threw her a wad of cash and the dark-skinned woman clutched it in her fist and smiled.

      “Is a beautiful night, hm?” The bartender said as she handed the second drink to Gwen.

      “Yeah, I suppose so; I’ve never been here so I wouldn’t know if this was typical or not,” Gwen explained as she gulped her second drink.

      “Oh, is nice usually, but not this nice, you know?” The bartender said, raising her eyebrow in admiration at Gwen’s ability to down her drinks so quickly.

      “You’re not a light-weight, as they say, hm?” The bartender laughed as Gwen ran her hand through her brown hair and shrugged.

      “I’m a business woman from New York; that should tell you everything,” she said as the bartender laughed wildly and took the glass of ice cubes.

      “Another?” She asked somewhat hesitantly, but Gwen put her hand up.

      “No, no; that’s fine. I’ve got to get to this spa place before it closes,” Gwen said as she pulled out a pamphlet from her jeans and slapped it on the wooden planks of the bar.

      The bartender looked down and nodded.

      “Yes, is’ a very nice spa; you will be quite happy,” she said, winking.

      Gwen scooted from her stool and although she wasn’t sure what the bartender was implying by her wink, she brushed the thought off and hailed a cab.

      A beat up lime-green cab pulled to the side of the road and Gwen merely handed the pamphlet to the driver, who smiled and quickly sped off.

      As she watched the ocean out of her window, accompanied by a lightning storm out on the horizon, Gwen thought about how beautiful this place was; but could she honestly occupy herself for an entire week?

      She was already feeling anxious to go back to the hotel and check her emails as the cab slowed down before a small straw-hut building.

      The driver pointed to the pamphlet and then pointed out to the building, smiling. Gwen handed her a five dollar bill and the driver smiled even wider. Gwen hopped out and the cab sped away.

      She stood before the building in the cool sunset breeze, watching the palm trees swaying behind the hut building.

      Gwen exhaled and made for the front door.

      As she grabbed the door handle she noticed that the doors were locked, before eyeing a small placard with hours; the spa had closed only minutes before.

      “Just wonderful,” Gwen breathed as she kicked the sand at her feet.

      She was just headed back down toward the curb to hail another taxi, when she heard a smooth, young voice calling to her.

      “Hello,” the smooth, deep accented voice said.

      Gwen turned around to see a dark-skinned woman in her early twenties facing her from only a few feet away.

      “Yeah?” Gwen said, working hard to collect her thoughts as she admired the slender, chocolate-skinned body of the woman; she felt her panties getting wet as she took in the young stranger’s gaze.

      “Um, do you work here?” Gwen said, pointing to the hut as the woman nodded slowly.

      Gwen didn’t know what it was exactly, but there was something about this young woman that unsettled her; perhaps it was her deep brown eyes that gazed unflinchingly at her.

      “I do not usually take after-hour clients, but perhaps I’ll make an exception,” the woman said. She met Gwen at the curb who was met with the woman’s intoxicating sandalwood scent.

      “Oh; well that’s very nice of you,” Gwen said and the woman led her toward the side of the building.

      “The front is locked, but I have a table set up on the patio,” the woman said, looking back over her shoulder toward Gwen.

      They arrived and the woman invited Gwen to undress. Gwen wanted to show the woman stranger her body, but she was also feeling reserved.

      Is she feeling the same sexual spark that I am? She wondered as the quiet woman watched her.

      Gwen finally worked up the courage, undressing behind a shoulder-high wall as the woman looked on and smirked.

      “You are a tourist, I presume?” The woman asked as Gwen nodded.

      “My name is Anita” She added.

      “I’m Gwen.”

      Anita threw her a thick white towel. “To cover yourself… if you have reservations,” Anita said, finishing in a curious tone.

      “Is this a full body massage?” Gwen asked.

      “If you would like it to be… then yes,” Anita said.

      Her smooth pink lips curled into a smile and her cinder-colored eyes continued to follow Gwen’s movements.

      Gwen had never felt intimidated physically before, always queen of the gym, but this young woman had the most incredible physique; it was perhaps an example of female perfection. She was toned everywhere while still maintaining her delicious feminine curves.

      “Please,” Anita said, opening her arms and noting the table before her, as Gwen wrapped the towel around her breasts and climbed on top.

      Anita’s strong fingers touched down on Gwen’s thighs and she felt the warmth of her energy being transmitted into her own body; she sighed with comfort.

      “Are you here with family, I assume?” Gwen heard the young woman’s woman accent inquiring.

      “No, just me; I am single,” Gwen said, wondering why she volunteered this information.

      Anita was silent, working over her muscles and eliciting moans from the tense tourist. As the woman’s fingers continued along her body, Gwen suddenly felt them sliding beneath the towel over her ass.

      “Would you like…” Anita trailed off with a hint of interest in her voice.

      Gwen was confused; perhaps this was normal, or perhaps Anita was attracted to Gwen in the same way that Gwen was attracted to her.

      Gwen nodded and felt her heart beat growing rapid as she felt the towel lifted and the cool breeze on her toned body.

      Anita massaged her ass sensually before growing further inward and suddenly Gwen felt the sensation on her swollen pussy as Anita rubbed it.

      Gwen quickly jumped up and seemed to have surprised the woman who was apologetic. “Sorry. I must have misunderstood.”

      “No, no it’s fine; I guess that’s enough anyway,” Gwen said as she handed a hefty tip to Anita and quickly dressed herself.

      Anita clearly looked hurt as the tourist quickly made out of the small makeshift grotto and ran her hand through her hair in conflict as she stood in front of the building.

      “What the hell is wrong with me; that could have been something,” she whispered to herself, shaking her head as she decided to walk toward the beach.

      As she felt the sand beneath her toes, she wondered what it was she wanted if it wasn’t Anita; the woman seemed to seduce her with ease and Gwen was fully interested up until the moment of truth.

      Gwen walked along the ocean now as the waves crept up close to her toes and she looked at a small lighthouse in the distant dark.

      The night sky was gorgeous and purple with the moonlight bouncing off of every form; it nearly radiated Gwen’s loose tropical shirt as it danced in the breeze.

      She’d walked perhaps half a mile along the shore before thinking of turning back and even heading to apologize to Anita, but she found that it was not necessary.

      She turned around, she saw the smooth skinned woman standing near her. “Anita?” She asked. The waves crashed loudly in the distance and the breeze combed through her hair and clothes.

      “I hope that I’ve not upset you,” the gorgeous woman said. Gwen was hypnotized by her natural beauty once more.

      Before Gwen could even respond, she caught the way Anita’s nipples puckered through her shirt as the wind continued to highlight them.

      “No, I should apologize; I wanted it,” Gwen said as she started toward Anita.

      Anita smiled as Gwen continued.

      “Anita, I wanted it but I was afraid,” she continued.

      “I know what you’re feeling, ma’am” Anita added as Gwen laughed.

      “Please, don’t call me ma’am; just call me Gwen,” she insisted as the woman took Gwen’s hand in hers. Gwen once again felt the warmth of her skin.

      Go after this if you want it, Gwen finally told herself as her heart raced.

      “There is a very secluded cover near here… if you want,” Anita said as her mouth curled into a devious smile.

      Gwen couldn’t help but grin as they walked toward it and sat in the sand, just in front of a large opened rock formation; she felt as if they were a million miles away from anyone else.

      “How old are you?” Gwen asked as they looked on toward the ocean in silence.

      “I am twenty-three; perhaps the same age as you?” Anita asked as Gwen laughed.

      “Well, someone knows the art of flattery,” Gwen teased as she corrected the woman. “I’m thirty-three,” she finished. They sat and listened to the sounds of the ocean.

      “When you said that you knew how I felt… what did you mean by that?” Gwen finally asked, breaking the silence once more.

      “I know what it is like to want something that you are not supposed to have” The young woman said, looking into Gwen’s eyes.

      Suddenly, Gwen felt Anita’s soft lips pressed against her as they began to embrace.

      Gwen ran her fingers along the young dark-skinned woman’s curves and studied every corner and crevice as the woman returned the favor.

      Gwen sighed with pleasure as Anita’s tongue met with hers and Gwen felt her panties soak with arousal.

      Shit… I can’t believe I’m finally doing this…

      Gwen’s thoughts were in frenzied amid her racing heart and fast breath; she wondered if she could go through with it.

      “If you want it badly enough, you should have it,” Anita said after pulling off of Gwen’s lips and rubbing the Gwen’s pussy through her jeans.

      Gwen exhaled with pleasure as Anita’s fingers snuck down past the waistband and slid along her wet panties.

      “I come here to escape reality and I wonder if you haven’t done the same?” Anita whispered in her smooth voice.

      Gwen nodded and wanted to speak, but Anita silenced her with a finger to her lips.

      “Take me Gwen. If you want me, take me. Because I want yo,u” Anita started.

      “I do not usually do this, but when I first saw you standing outside of the spa, I was struck by you; I felt as though I knew you on a deep level,” Anita said as her fingertips teased Gwen’s slit.

      Gwen’s hands searched across Anita’s full breasts. She rubbed her thumbs over the hardened peaks of Anita’s nipples through the fabric of her shirt.

      Anita pulled Gwen’s jeans off slowly and insisted that Gwen lay back against the sand.

      Gwen looked at the stars and felt her pussy suddenly exposed in the cool breeze; but quickly enough, she felt the warmth of Anita’s lips wrap around her mound. Her tongue met Gwen’s center and swiped up and down.

      Gwen inhaled deeply and tried to believe in what was happening; she felt free and unrestrained as she caressed Anita’s hair.

      “Oh,” Gwen groaned.

      Anita's movements were deliberate, each touch designed to elicit a new sound from Gwen. The rhythm of her tongue, a gentle pressure at first that grew more insistent with each passing moment, seemed to align with the crashing waves behind them. Gwen's senses were overwhelmed—the soft grit of sand beneath her, the salty tang of sea air, the warmth radiating from Anita.

      “Relax,” Anita murmured between kisses against Gwen’s sensitive flesh. “Let it happen.”

      Gwen’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her breaths mingling with the night air. Her fingers tightened in Anita’s hair, pulling her closer as an unfamiliar feeling built within her—an exquisite tension that demanded release.

      “Anita… I…” Gwen's voice was barely a whisper, lost amidst the sounds of nature and the wild thumping of her heart.

      Anita responded with a low hum of encouragement that vibrated through Gwen’s body. Her lips danced over every inch, savoring and exploring, while her hands caressed Gwen's thighs gently but firmly to keep her steady in this whirlwind of sensations.

      The stars above seemed to pulse in time with the throbbing heat inside Gwen. Her inhibitions melted away like wax in a flame as Anita’s mouth worked wonders she'd never thought possible. The world narrowed down to just this—the ocean, the stars, Anita.

      “I can’t… I’m going to…” Gwen’s voice trailed off into a moan, her back arching off the sand as Anita intensified her efforts.

      “Yes… let go,” Anita urged softly against Gwen’s skin, and it was all that Gwen needed.

      With a final cry that echoed into the night sky, she shattered—her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her again and again. She gasped for breath amid the overwhelming sweetness of release, feeling as if she were floating weightlessly amongst those distant stars.

      As she lay there, panting and coming back to herself piece by piece, Anita lifted her head and crawled up beside Gwen. Their eyes met in the dim light—a shared understanding passing between them without words.

      Gwen exhaled slowly, a contented smile spreading across her face as she reached for Anita’s hand. “Thank you,” she whispered, squeezing gently. “Now, it’s your turn.”

      Gwen kissed the dark-skinned woman once more, as she slowly pulled the girl’s shorts down.

      Anita finished removing her shorts followed by her shirt, and Gwen gestured for her to lean back. Gwen leaned over and sucked in one of Anita’s nipples gently, her warm breath mingling with the cool night air on Anita's skin. Anita let out a soft sigh, her fingers weaving through Gwen’s hair as she arched into the touch.

      The moonlight painted silvery patterns across their bodies as Gwen moved lower, her lips leaving a trail of kisses down Anita's abdomen. Gwen hesitated for a moment, a flutter of nervous anticipation coursing through her—this was uncharted territory, yet she felt an undeniable pull to explore further.

      Anita sensed her hesitation and caressed Gwen’s cheek reassuringly. “Just follow your instincts,” she murmured softly, her voice a soothing balm that quelled Gwen’s nerves.

      With newfound confidence, Gwen continued her journey downward, each kiss imbued with curiosity and admiration. She paused at the juncture of Anita's thighs, inhaling the intoxicating scent that was uniquely hers. The gentle ebb and flow of the ocean seemed to sync with the newfound rhythm in Gwen’s heart, urging her forward.

      Tentatively, she pressed her lips to Anita’s core, relishing in the immediate response—a soft gasp that escaped from Anita's lips, a quiver that ran through her body. Encouraged, Gwen deepened her exploration, guided by the subtle shifts in Anita's breathing and the quiet moans that escaped against the backdrop of waves.

      Anita's hands found their way back to Gwen's hair, guiding yet allowing freedom; she encouraged every exploration with encouraging murmurs and sounds of pleasure. With each flick of her tongue and every tender caress, Gwen felt herself becoming more attuned to Anita’s body—the slight tremors of anticipation, the arching hips inviting more.

      “Right there,” Anita breathed out in a hushed plea as Gwen hit just the right spot. The world around them seemed to fade away until only this moment existed—the shared warmth between them and the rhythmic symphony of breathless sighs.

      Gwen lost track of time as she lavished attention on Anita, each second stretching into eternity filled with only sensation and connection. She felt an empowering thrill at contributing to Anita’s unraveling pleasure.

      As the tension within Anita rose to its zenith, her moans grew more urgent—each sound like music to Gwen’s ears. A final tremor ran through Anita as she shattered into blissful release, her cries harmonizing with the ocean waves’ crescendo.

      Gwen held onto Anita tenderly through each wave of pleasure until it ebbed away like the tide receding from shore. Finally, she made her way back up, laying beside Anita who wore a satisfied glow amidst labored breaths.

      The night enfolded them once more in its gentle embrace as they lay entwined beneath a canopy of stars—two souls connecting beyond words in this newfound intimacy.

      Gwen nestled closer against Anita's side and whispered into the darkness with a sense of wonderment and gratitude—"I never knew it could be like this."

      “How long will you be here?” Anita asked as her eyes widened with serious interest.

      “This was my first night; I’m here until next Saturday,” Gwen said as Anita grew excited and flashed a wide smile.

      “Why, are you asking me out?” Gwen laughed.

      “I will show you many fantasies,” Anita said as they both looked out into the dark purple night and felt the breeze cooling them.
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