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A Better View

I stared at the screen and blinked my eyes before rubbing them. “Okay,” I said as I closed my laptop. “That’s enough for one day.”

I stood up and stretched. It had been a long morning, full of spreadsheets, portfolios, and other crap I had to deal with before tomorrow’s conference meeting.

Something caught my attention as I looked outside my hotel window. I stared at the pool below and saw a beautiful figure lying on one of the pool beds. She was talking to a man.

“Lucky bastard,” I said as I stared at her perfect figure.

The man moved over from his seat and started applying suntan lotion to her body.

“Very lucky bastard,” I repeated, watching as he applied lotion to her legs and then worked his way up to her ass.

“Oh shit!” I said as a large woman came up to him.

Even from up here on the sixth floor, I could see she wasn’t happy.

From how she yelled, I guessed that was his wife, and she didn’t take too kindly to her husband applying lotion to another woman.

He tried to give a reason for a while, but she kept yelling.

“I would have done the same thing, bud,” I smiled as he chased her and their kids as she stormed away from the pool area.

I stared down at the goddess in the pink bikini; she was smiling, and from the looks of things, she was looking for her next victim.

Suddenly, she stared up at the hotel. ‘She can’t see me,’ I thought.

I was way up here, and my curtain was closed; even though it was see-through, I was sure she couldn’t make me out, probably just seeing a shadow staring down.

She waved at me.

“Shit!” I said, backing away from the window. “Motherfucker!”

Now I bet she thought I was some peeping Tom or worse, she might talk to the hotel and say someone on the sixth floor was staring at kids at the pool.

I looked back down, and she was gone.

“Fuck!” I said as I sat on the edge of the king-sized bed. 

I was sure I would get a knock from the hotel staff asking me to explain myself for staring down at the pool like some sick freak. During summer break, many kids were running around the pool.

Time went by, and it seemed like I was in the clear. I was about to return to work on my laptop when I heard a knock at the door.

“Well, better face the music,” I said as I walked towards the door.

I opened it, and she stood before me with a white shoal over her bikini-clad body. 

“This is the one, sorry,” she said to the man in the room next to mine.

She put her hand on my chest, pushed me inside, and waved at him.

“Hi,” I said, staring at her perfect body. Not an ounce of fat was on it.

“Hi,” she said as she leaned against the wall. “Nice room,” she said, leaning forward and checking out the rest of the room. “Bigger than mine,” she said as she walked down the hallway.

“I am a platinum member, it comes standard for me,” I said as I looked at her perfect ass sway from side to side.

“Oh, I should try and book these hotels more,” she said, turning and sitting on the couch. She crossed her legs and stared at me.

“Trevor,” I said, introducing myself.

“Celine,” she said as she stared at me.

“So, what brings you up to my room?” I asked as I sat next to her.

“I think you can guess,” Celine smiled at me.

“I have a few ideas,” I smiled.

“Oh, it’s no idea,” Celine said, tracing her finger down my chest. “I liked what I saw from down there, and wanted to see if the view was better up here.”

“Well, the view is much better now that you’re up here,” I replied.

“I bet it is,” Celine smiled as her hand groped my groin. “Wow,” she grinned as she looked at me.

“You like?” I asked.

“Definitely,” Celine said as she knelt before me. “My first black one,” she said as she pulled my shorts down.

“Glad to be the first,” I smiled as I watched her red hair as she slowly licked the crown of my cock.

When her hand gripped my cock, I saw the wedding ring on her finger.

“You’re married?” I asked.

“Seven years now,” Celine said. “Still going.”

“Where is he?” I asked, staring at the door, expecting a large man to come barreling through it.

“On the second floor,” Celine said. “He knows where I am, and he knows what I am doing, or should I say intend to do.”

“Oh,” I said as I leaned back and watched Celine’s green eyes as she continued to worship my cock.

“He wanted you to take pictures, he likes looking at them later,” Celine said.

“I can do that,” I smiled.

“First,” Celine engulfed my cock in her mouth.

“Fuck yes,” I said as her head started to bob up and down on my cock.

I watched her fiery red hair as she continued to suck my cock.

‘Pictures,’ I thought as I reached for my phone.

‘Damn she’s good,’ I thought, watching Celine’s head twist and turn as she sucked my cock.

She gasped as she came up for air and slowly used her hands to jerk my cock. “I love sucking cock can you tell?” Celine said as her head went down, and she went to town again.

Her head bounced harder as she throated my cock. I could feel it in her throat. “Fuck my mouth!” Celine said as she lay down on the floor.

I snapped a few pictures of her lying there and then a few with my cock
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