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The Payton Inn is in Orlando, Florida, but not extremely close to the theme parks.  So, unlike resort hotels, they get a mix of locals, business travelers, and vacationers. 

Oh, if these walls could speak, is a common phrase, and oh, the stories they could tell.  Both Lovers and sinners have made love in the rooms.  This story is about one of a series of books about the sexual escapades at the Payton Inn.

There are stories about lovers, cheaters, strippers, escorts, and revenge.

All the people and places are fictitious, and any relation to actual people or events is purely coincidental.

Caution: This book depicts adult sexual subject matter.  Please do not read if you are offended or underage.

Ruby

In Orlando, tired families often use hotels to crash in after a long day at the theme parks.  Other times, the rooms are used for activities of a more erotic kind.

Such was the case of Mike and Nancy Robertson, who stayed at the Payton over the weekend.  They were a happily married local couple who took time away from their young children to engage in much-needed marital bliss. 

When Nancy’s employer booked the Christmas party at the Payten Inn, the Robertsons arranged for Grandma to watch the kids so they could stay at the hotel for a private after-work party.  They told Nancy’s mom they did not want to risk drinking and driving.  However, the two were focused more on making love than downing free alcohol.  It was a rare opportunity to let loose without the fear of waking the children.

In the morning, they repeated their previous night’s after-party performance.  They added an erotic breakfast and an intimate shower for two.

However, the next night’s guest, in the very same room, was the ever-so-common businessman who hires an escort.

Jack flew in the night before an early-morning meeting.  He put his stuff away as soon as he got to his room.  Then he checked the bathroom and saw a large walk-in shower big enough for two.  The shower had two hand-held showerheads at the end of the hoses with wall brackets if you did not want to hold them.  Perfect. 

To make himself comfortable, he typed ‘Orlando Escorts’ into the search box on his phone.  He had done this before, and the man knew what he wanted and how to get it.  The search returned several local agencies, and he called Dream Maker Escort Service, which sounded exactly like what he was looking for. 

“I’d like a two-hour session.” He said.  “The girl should be willing to start by showering with me.  Then, I would like her to give me a full-body massage.  We’d finish with Greek.”

She told him the average two-hour rate, depending on the girl, and that there would typically be an extra $100 charge for anal play, depending on the girl. 

“That’s fine.  Who’s available this evening?”

She told him about several girls who could perform his requested services. 

“Which one is comfortable with Greek?  I don’t want some inexperienced 18 or 19-year-old.”

“Ruby is available.  She’s 38, looks ten years younger, and has flaming red hair down her back.  She’s experienced, and I guarantee you won’t be disappointed.”

Jack thought Ruby’s description and rates seemed reasonable.

“I am in room 223 at the Payton Inn.  Will Ruby be available for a 9:00 pm appointment?”

“Yes, she is, sir. Ruby will be there promptly at 9:00. 

He had several hours to kill, so he caught up on his emails.  At about 8:30, he called his wife.  He told her that although the flight was on time, it had been turbulent.  The hassle at baggage claim, car rental paperwork, and the rush-hour traffic to the hotel had been equally tiring.  “I’m worn out, honey.” 

She told him to take a warm shower and call it a night since he had an early-morning meeting.  He agreed and told her he loved her. 

“It’s a shame you and the kids couldn’t be here since they put me close to the theme parks.” He said. 

They blew each other kisses and hung up. 

Just before nine, Ruby entered the Patton Inn lobby wearing a fashionable trench coat with a front zipper.  She had zipped it up to her neck when she walked through the hotel’s lobby so as not to draw too much attention.  The desk clerk, Noah, looked up but did not address her as she entered and returned to what they were doing.  Noah was not that naive.  When a good-looking solo noncustomer female her age entered the lobby at that time of the night, the desk clerks generally knew why she was there. 

As she neared room 223, Ruby checked her appearance for her client.  She checked her makeup and put on some bright ruby-red lipstick.  Finally, she pulled the coat zipper down, revealing a considerable amount of milky-white cleavage.  Her breasts created a sharp contrast against the black coat.  Her red lipstick, heels, and clutch were the same shade as the ruby-red hair draping her shoulders in soft waves. 

Precisely at nine when, Jack heard three light knocks on the door.  He opened up to welcome a tall redhead wearing a short black trench coat and stockings.  

“Ruby, I assume?” He gestured towards the small desk just inside the door. 

“Jack, I assume?” She mocked him with a sly smile. 

On top of the desk was an unsealed, plain white envelope.  In the envelope was the quoted amount in one-hundred-dollar bills.  They protruded out the top in a fan arrangement for easy counting.  As she reached for it, he slowly closed and locked the door.  Ruby deftly slid the bills into the envelope and placed the envelope in her clutch. 

The financial portion of the evening had been concluded.

Jack turned around at the snap of her clutch’s clasp and walked over to the couch directly across from the desk.  As he sat down, Ruby placed the small purse down where the envelope had been and rotated to face him.  

“Appropriate choice of name,” he said as he studied her.  Starting at her feet and raising his gaze to her eyes, he paused momentarily at her cleavage.  For obvious reasons, most escorts do not use their real names.  Typically, they choose ones they feel are sexy or more desirable.  His eyes only briefly made direct contact with hers before he returned his gaze to her milky-white cleavage. 

“Please unzip your coat the rest of the way.” 

Ruby slowly lowered the zipper, revealing that she was not wearing a dress or blouse, just a low-cut black bustier.  She was not wearing shorts or a skirt, only black G-string panties with a small triangular patch of material covering her crotch.  Jack could also see the lacy tops of her sheer stockings. 

His eyes were now fixated on her crotch as the zipper was completely undone.  Soon, her coat was parted, but only about six inches.  He did not ask for more; he just asked that the zipper be unzipped.  It was now apparent she only wore lingerie under the trench.  Ruby understood that to most men, she was creating an erotic vision.  It also conveniently meant fewer clothes needed to be removed to do the deed.  

“Take off the coat.” 

She shrugged it off her shoulders first.  Then, without bending her body, she let it slowly slide straight down until it fell in a heap around her ankles. 

Jack could see now that the bustier was open on the sides, with string lacing connecting the front to the back to match the G-string panties.

“Turn and face the window.” He commanded. 

She turned slowly, with the coat still encircling her ankles.  Her profile was erotic, to say the least, causing Jack to massage his crotch.  The lace-top black stocking and heels made her legs look extra long.  The extreme height of the heels caused her to arch her back, raising her bare ass cheeks in the air.  The black strings of her panties were tied in a bow, high up on her hips, further emphasizing those creamy cheeks.  As if her boobs had not lifted high enough by the lace bustier, the arch of her back caused by her heels pushed them out and upward even further.  

“Please face away from me.” 

Again, she turned slowly enough to make the tips of her wavy red locks bounce below her shoulders like an outtake from a shampoo commercial.  Jack studied her ass as it was effectively bare.  The thin ribbons of her G-string panties connected to a single small string that disappeared between her round cheeks.  The flimsy scrap of lace hid nothing.

“Take off the bustier.” 

Still facing away, she untied the bustier lacing and let it slide to her hips.  With a bit of additional tugging, it passed her hips and fell freely to land atop her coat.  She kept her arms close to her body, so he could not see any part of her boobs, not even the sides.  Except for the tiny G-string and stockings, she appeared naked.  He soaked in the view of her bare backside for several moments. 

“Face me.”

She slowly rotated with her hands at her side.  Her perfectly shaped tits came into view.  They did not show the slightest sag, unusual if she was 38.  It could be she had enjoyed the services of a gifted plastic surgeon.  The better girls in her profession often spent a considerable amount of money to extend their working careers.  In this case, it appeared to be worth the investment.  

“Now, take off your panties.”

Ruby put her thumbs under the strings of the panties wrapped around her hips and slowly began to slide them down.  The small fabric panel covering her crotch started to roll over, exposing a cleanly waxed pubic mound.  She moved slowly to heighten the anticipation, but finally, her clit came into view—and then the upper vulva slit.  His eyes were fixed on her crotch. 

She let the tiny scrap of fabric and string fall to her ankles.  Now her waxed pussy was completely exposed. 

She wore nothing now except stockings and shoes.  What a body.  She stood tall and erect like a Greek statue of a goddess, an illusion heightened by her white skin with the color of fine marble. 

He was content to enjoy the visual feast for what seemed an eternity.  He could not
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