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Chapter 1

 


 


‘Ay Dios, como me chupes.’

I look up at Andre and say, ‘what was that?’
It comes out slurred since I have his cock in my mouth.

‘I said you suck very well.’

‘Oh, OK, thanks.’ I continue sucking as he
licks my pussy, we are in a sweet sixty nine position and have been
so during the last five minutes. I must give it to the guy, he
really can hold out. I thought he would have come by now, I guess
it's the drinks we had earlier. Me on the other hand, I’m so close
to coming I have to concentrate to be able to hold back. Andre has
a very long tongue and he has found places in my pussy even I
didn’t know existed, and he is doing his best to find more. I feel
his tongue sliding out of my cunt and find new areas of interest
around my anus, it tickles something fierce, and I giggle a little.
As a response he slides two fingers in my pussy. My giggle turns to
a long deep moan.

‘Andre, make me cum please, I can’t hold back
longer, let me free!’

‘Are you sure Nat, just a little bit longer
then I let you cum,’ mumbles Andre from deep in my ass.

‘You are torturing me,’ I say as I take his
cock deeper in my mouth and throat. As it slides down as far as I
can get it, I feel his balls contract in my hand, he tenses, and
then the hot rush runs down my gullet and he takes my clit in his
mouth and sucks on it like it was a caramel.

‘Yes, I’m there don’t stop sucking, please
don’t stop Andre!’ With those words, I press my cunt against his
face, and feel the orgasm shake my body. When it’s over I lay there
on top of him, his semi erect cock next to my cheek, and my pussy
on his forehead.

‘Nat, could you get your pussy of me please,
I need a smoke?’

I roll off him and head to the small
bathroom, I need a shower and I don’t like the cigarette smoke.

We are in what is called a Push Button Hotel
outside Panama City. I arrived in Panama a few days ago. I met
Andre on the flight from Houston, and we hit it off. He is a real
gentleman, he took me wining and dining a couple of times, and
never put a hand on me. This night began at one of the many Casinos
in town, Andre likes to play Black Jack, and he is pretty good at
it. After a few hours of good luck we went to a club where we
danced and drank more.

Andre is twenty five, and lives at home. He
comes from a wealthy family and the reason he lives at home is that
he is having his Penthouse renovated. Being from a good family
means he does not take new girls home to have sex with, but he
takes them or in this case me to a Push Button Hotel.

These hotels are great, all you do is drive
your car into a garage and press a button, the garage door comes
down, and when it’s closed you and your partner get out. Then you
slide a $10 bill through a slot in a door, and a few second later
the door opens. You walk into a room with a king size bed, a small
bathroom, and there is a TV up in a corner showing porn movies.

Basically it’s all a couple of lovers need
for a few hours. You can order snacks and drinks which are
delivered through a sliding door.

The point being, no one saw you arrive or
with whom. It’s the perfect place to cheat on a wife or husband,
have a secret gay experience, or whatever else you might do that
you can’t do at home.

When I finish my shower I get dressed and
meet Andre as he makes his way into the bathroom as I leave. He
gives me a kiss on the cheek and says, 'you are fantastic Nat, just
fantastic.’

‘You are not so bad yourself, especially when
you get that long tongue of yours going.’

He sticks out his tongue as far as he can,
and touches the point of his nose.

‘Amazing,’ I say as he closes the door behind
him.

On the road back to Panama City Andres turns
to me and asks, ‘do you have any plans for this weekend?’

‘No, tomorrow is Thursday, and I was planning
on doing some shopping at one of the Malls, but the weekend is
open, why?’

‘I thought maybe you wanted to come with me
to our beach house, it’s up the Pacific coast about an hour's
drive. I’m having some friends over, and the house is big, eight
bedrooms with en-suite bathroom, a pool, and a gazebo. There is
plenty of space.’

I think it over, why not, I could work on my
tan, relax and meet new people.

‘Sure, that would be fun.’

‘Great, there are three other couples coming,
so with you we will be four. I’ll pick you up outside the hotel on
Friday after lunch, let’s say 2pm.’

We have arrived at my hotel on Via Espana,
it’s one of several large luxury hotels in the city. When I bought
the airline tickets, I decided to splurge a bit and booked a junior
suite on the fourteenth floor with an amazing view.

It’s already 4am when I get into my suit and
I throw myself on the sofa in front of the plasma screen. I’m not
tired so I decide to have a glass of wine from the mini bar and
watch some TV.

I get out of my clothes and sit back down
naked with my glass of chilled white wine. The local news is on,
even though my Spanish is really bad, I understand they are looking
for a person, a young woman about nineteen or twenty years of age.
She has been missing a few days. Apparently she is the daughter of
some politician. They show a photo of her and she is quite a
stunner. Black curly hair, blue eyes, and an angular face, with a
full mouth and a small slightly upturned nose, very pretty
indeed.

I finish my wine and go to the bathroom to
get ready for bed. There is a large mirror on one wall, and I just
love to look at myself in it.

My hair is shorter than when I lived in
Vegas, I had cut it here in the hotel, and now it just reaches my
shoulders, and it’s slightly lighter than its natural brown due to
the sun. My ass is pert and round, and my pussy looks like a little
girl, no inner lips visible. At 5’9” I am a tall, with a very well
proportioned body, my boobs are full and firm D cups, and I have
straight white teeth and full lips. I touch myself and realize I
need a shave before the weekend. God, you are slipping Nat, I laugh
as I walk into the bedroom and turn down the covers.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Jesus, there are a lot of people here I think
as I press on through the masses at the bus station outside the
Mall I’m aiming for. Luckily I’m taller than most locals, even the
guys, so I can see where I’m going. The problem is my choice of
dress for today. I short light dress, sandals and my tank top. With
so many people around someone is bound to step on my feet, and
between where the taxi dropped me and the entrance to the Mall, I
get stepped on more time than a Roach in a restaurant.

Finally inside I take a breath of relief. I
feel the cool air which is a blessing from the 90 degrees and 100
percent humidity outside. My nipples harden from the change of
temperature, luckily they are small and no one can see it through
the sports bra and the tank top.

I hike my back pack higher on my shoulder and
walk along the shop windows looking at clothes, sound equipment,
sporting goods, and so on. For a country with a large population of
people who live in poverty, they do spend a lot of money on
shopping.

I find what I’m looking for, a shop that
sells swim wear like bikinis, shorts and other beach wear. I walk
in and notice there are just a couple of people looking around.

‘Te puedo ayudar, may I help you?’

I turn around and look down on a girl that I
first think is about fifteen, she looks so young, but her eyes are
older.

‘Yes, I need a bikini and some other beach
wear, maybe you can help me?’

‘Of course, come this way please.’

Her English heavy accented but I understand
her fine. I follow her as she makes her way across the shop to some
racks. There are hundreds of bikinis in all possible colors and
models.

‘Are you looking for something modern, or
maybe something more traditional,’ she asks with a smile.

‘I’m a modern girl, so show me something
modern.’

She looks through the rack and comes out with
what looks like a few strings in different colors.

‘These came from Brazil just a few days
ago.’

I look at the strings she gives me and for a
second I don’t understand what she means, how could this be a
bikini.

‘I’m sorry, but could you explain how this
work?’ I must look like an idiot because she giggles and grabs a
thick folder on a small table. She flips through it and finds the
page she is looking for.

‘Here, have a look.’ She says.

I look at the page and immediately
understand, why she giggles. The model on the page is wearing the
same strings I have in my hands, it covers what is her clit, then
runs through her pussy, and comes out through her ass cheeks,
meeting another string going around her waist. The top part is two
stamps made of fabric which covers her nipples and then two
strings, one around her back and one around her neck.

I look at her and she gives me a wicked
little smile.

‘You like Ms?’

‘No, Ms doesn’t like. Do you have something
that covers a bit more?’

It’s not that I’m a prude, but I’m not meting
Andre's friends looking like that, no way.

The attendant has disappeared into the rack,
and after a while she comes out holding two bikinis, one black with
a little red border and a white with a black border, at least these
have more fabric.

‘Maybe these, simple thong bikini, boys like
to look ass.’ She smiles again.

Damn right boys like to look ass, I think to
myself as I look for a changing room.

The attendant, which I now notice have a
little badge that says Zuly walks beside me. When we get to the
changing room I go in and she waits outside.

First I try the white one, but I don’t like
it, my skin is still a little too pale, so I try the black one.
Much better, as I turn around looking at the three mirrors I see
Zuly head sticking in.

‘You like Ms?’

‘Yes, I like this one, not the white.’

‘Oh, you are so pretty, very big breast, I
wish my breast were like yours.’

I smile at her, ‘thank you, that’s kind of
you. You are very pretty too.’

She giggles, looks outside and then back to
me.

‘Can I touch? I have never touched American
breast, I am lesbian.’

I can’t help it I start laughing.

‘I’m sorry, but I’m not lesbian Zuly, and I
usually don’t let strange girls touch my boobs.’ Which is a
complete lie, just a week ago a similar attendant licked my pussy
in a changing room similar to this one, but in Vegas.

‘Please Ms. Just one touch, and maybe pussy
too?’ She smiles her wicked smile again.

‘Say what? Boobs and pussy, now you are
pushing it Zuly.’

‘Please, I have never seen white pussy, only
brown or black.’

This girl is just too much, and she has
turned me on. Fuck it, if Zuly wants to touch my boobs and my
pussy, what’s the harm in that.

‘Get in here, but be fast, I don’t want
problems,’ I say.

She comes in and closes the door. I’m
standing in front of her and without a pause she lays both her
hands on my tits, and works them under the bikini top. She softly
plays with my nipples and has to stand on her toes to be able to
suck on them. One hand slides down to my lower back and on to my
ass, which she kneads a few times and then moves it up front and
down. Her little hand is warm against my cunt, and she quickly
finds
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