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After a low key night in his room thinking about the incredible sex he had with Aisha and nearly getting caught by Khalid, Trent was hesitant to go downstairs for breakfast.  He was hoping he wouldn't run into Mr. Bashar, the hotel manager, who knew what happened with Aisha and he didn't know what Khalid knew so he didn't want to see them until he was able to talk to Aisha alone.

He went downstairs and as he was about to be seated for breakfast he heard a voice behind him, "Mr. Fiorella, would you mind if I had a word with you.?" He turned around and it was Mr. Bashar.  The two men stepped outside away from the other guests eating, "Mr. Fiorella, your private life is not any of my concern, however I hope you can appreciate that if your actions impact this hotel then it becomes my concern.  Please consider this during the rest of your stay here."  Trent nodded, "I understand completely.  I assure you it was a mistake that won't happen again."  Mr. Bashar nodded back and went back into the restaurant leaving Trent feeling a sense of relief, knowing he needed to be extra careful.

As he was walking back into the restaurant he saw Aisha up by the buffet area with Khalid a few feet away near the omelet station.  She was dressed in a way that was modest but still managed to show off her figure, her eyes scanning the room nervously.  Their eyes met and she gave him a quick nod before turning away to grab some fruit.  Trent felt his cock twitch just at the sight of her.

He didn't want to push his luck so he sat off to the side, so as not to let Khalid notice him.  He watched to see if she gave him any signs.  He assumed if they were at breakfast together Khalid didn't push her too much about why the room and bed were a mess and she was able to navigate the awkwardness of him coming back early and finding her in such a state.

Aisha's eyes flickered in his direction, she couldn't help looking his way but needed to be careful because although everything was ok last night she felt that Khalid was slightly suspicious of things when he got to the room yesterday.  

Khalid walked past her grabbing her arm tightly and leading her to a table for them to sit at.  Trent saw how aggressive he was so he wondered what actually happened with them after he escaped from the room.  Khalid sat and looked at her, "Aisha, something seems off about you, tell me again what happened in the room yesterday," probing her to see if her story was consistent.  "I told you, I spilled tea.  Before I had a chance to straighten up you came back and I wasn't fully dressed yet."  Khalid studied her, "You seem nervous, what's going on?"

She thought quickly, "It's you, you're making me a little uneasy by asking me so much about it." She tried to smile sweetly, hoping that her nervousness would be mistaken for something less scandalous. "I'm sorry if I upset you. It's just that the bed was so...unmade and you acted so strange when I came in."

"Can we just forget about it and try and have a nice breakfast?" Aisha's voice was a soft melody of sweetness and desperation. Khalid's gaze searched hers, the tension palpable in the air between them. Trent watched from his corner, making sure he stayed hidden from Khalid's view.

He waited for them to finish breakfast and leave the restaurant before he dared get up and head back to his room. He did not want to talk to Khalid regardless if he knew anything or not, at least until he spoke to Aisha to find out 

He had to go into the city for a couple of business meetings and when he returned later he hoped he'd be able to see her but it would be challenging.  As he was getting into his taxi he saw Khalid leaving the hotel to wait for his own taxi, figuring he'd be out for the day tending to his own business ventures.

Trent couldn't get her off his mind, he had to see her again and decided he would take the risk. He waited until Khalid's taxi had driven off and then he went back into the hotel and took the elevator up to the 6th floor.  He hoped that Mr. Bashar wasn't around.  He walked down the hallway and knocked lightly on her door, his heart racing like a wild horse in his chest.  He knew he was taking a huge risk but the allure was too great to ignore.

The door cracked open and Aisha peeked out, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement.  She looked both ways down the hall and pulled him inside quickly, shutting the door and locking it behind him.  "Trent, what are you doing here?  If Khalid finds out..." she whispered.

He began asking her what happened after he snuck out.  Aisha, keeping her voice down said, "He was suspicious but he believed me, I think. He's not one to question a woman's word unless there's clear evidence against it."  She looked around the room nervously, "You need to leave." He told her, "Will you meet me later?  Somewhere in the hotel where no one can see us?"  She thought for a moment, "He won't be back until five, but since he came back early yesterday and he's suspicious, maybe he will try and surprise me and return earlier."  Trent blurted out, "I'll be back around one from my meetings."

Aisha knew they couldn't be seen together, "I will go to the indoor pool.  There are cameras though, but not in the showers or changing rooms.  I can meet you there, but we have to be careful."  Trent nodded eagerly, "I know, one of the hotel managers knows what happened."  Aisha was shocked to hear this, "What?  How?"  He didn't have time to explain, "I'll tell you later, for now, I'll see you at the pool, I'll be in the changing room."  He kissed her quickly and left.

After tending to his business meetings he returned to the hotel, he saw a couple of members of the staff near the desk look at him strange and he wondered if Mr. Bashar had mentioned anything to some of the hotel workers, maybe to keep an eye on him.  He went up to his room and changed into his casual clothing and took his bathing suit and robe up to the pool area.  He went into the changing room and kept checking his watch.  There was no one else in the changing area and only a few people hanging out near the outdoor pool area and the spa area.  He was deciding on whether to go to the indoor pool, hot tub area, or shower and wait for Aisha or stay near the changing area and wait to see if he would see her walking.  He was mindful of the cameras in the area, especially since he saw the staff looking at him when he got back to the hotel.

He decided to go take a stroll around the pool and hot tub area just to see if anyone was still hanging around there and then he would decide where to wait for Aisha.  As he was walking back to the indoor pool, he heard the door to the changing room open and shut and he knew she had arrived.  He took a deep breath and headed towards the indoor pool.

When he reached the area he only saw one man in the pool doing laps, which was perfect.  He knew that the pool had cameras, but the shower and changing area didn’t.  He pretended to just be checking out the area when he spotted Aisha walk in, he didn't make things obvious and they made eye contact and he simply walked past her heading back to the changing rooms where things were more private.  

She did the same as him, walked around the hot tub as if to check them out and then left the area but she wasn't sure where he had gone.  He held the door open to the men's changing area until he saw her down the hall and she was able to see him let it shut.  She quietly slipped in without anyone noticing.  When she walked in she whispered to him, "What are we doing here, we can't be caught."

"Don't worry, no one is in the changing room" he told her and led her to one of the private stalls, which full enclosed, and shut the door and locked it.  "Trent..I'm nervous," she whispered.  He stepped closer to her and placed his hand on her cheek, "It's ok, we're just going to talk, that's all."  He could feel her racing heart as he leaned in to kiss her and she melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck.  His other hand went to her waist and began to explore under the fabric of her Abaya.

He started to pull it up over her head and she had on a different set of lingerie today, a delicate lace bra and matching thong that barely contained her ample breasts and shaved mound. He let out a low whistle, "You're so fucking beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. Aisha blushed, her heart racing as she felt the cool air kiss her exposed skin.

"Do you like them?  I got this one too the other day. No one can know I have these." She said with a seductive smile, her eyes gleaming with excitement.  He nodded, his eyes taking in every inch of her exposed skin.  "They are beautiful on you," he said, his voice a gentle caress against her ear.  He reached behind her and unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her firm, round breasts with their dark areola and hardened nipples. He took one in his mouth and sucked on it while playing with the other one with his hand.

She let out a soft moan, "Oh, Trent," as his mouth moved to her other breast, his tongue teasing the sensitive peak before he took it between his teeth and gently tugged. Her hand found its way to the front of
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