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“Hello, Sir, welcome to the Red Room Inn.” The hotel attendant greeted me as I strolled up to the front desk. “How may I help you?”

“Hi, checking in....” I grinned, wheeling my suitcase towards the elevated dark cherry wood table. The hotel I where I was staying, had this elegant expensive vibe, where there was an indoor fountain, with a koi fishpond that was surrounded by beautiful red flowers, and stalks of bamboo and several jade sculptures. The walls were covered in red and gold wallpaper and in the background, I could hear the splash of the fountain and a soft string instrument being played. In front of me stood a beautiful Thai woman wearing a silk red dress, and her jet-black hair was tightly tied together. 

She gave me a big smile and asked, “do you have reservations?” Her English was broken, and I could tell it wasn’t her first language. 

“Yes, Matthew Jones.”

She nodded and typed in my name. 

“Ah, I see here you are receiving a king size bed, and only staying one night. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Ah...such a shame you are only experiencing one night in Bangkok.”

“Yes, I’m just here on business. My company is thinking about opening an office here and asked me to come down and experience the city.”

“Oh, and how do you like the city so far?”

“It’s a beautiful country. It is hot here though.”

“Yes, very hot, but no worry as you will work in an office with air conditioning.”

I laughed. “Exactly.”

She gave me a big smile and then prepared the room keys for me, placing them in a little envelope.

“Mr. Jones you are all set. Your room number is written on the envelope.”

“Thank you,” I grinned. 

“Now before you go, I want to make you aware of the hotel amenities. We have a 24-hour bar and restaurant. At anytime, if you want a meal, call in room service. We also offer free WiFi for all of our guests. You can find the password in your room. In addition, we have a full-size Olympic swimming pool, onsite excise room and a spa.”

“Oh, I properly won’t be needing that. I’m only here for a night.”

“Understandable, sir. We also can arrange for company in your room.”

“Company?”

“A whore...” she replied nonchalantly, as if the idea of having a prostitute wasn’t offensive. 

“What?” I gasped. 

“Sir, we at the Red Room Inn, pride ourselves at providing our guests the best hospitality in the country. We aim to provide all of the comforts of home, even sexual pleasures. Instead of our guest leaving their rooms for sexual pleasure, we bring it to them. All of our prostitutes are clean and passed inspection.”

“And people buy this?”

“All the time. You’d be surprised actually. We are very discreet too and realize that married men like yourself...” she paused and looked at my wedding ring, and then looked back at me, “have lives outside the hotel, therefore we are careful with our whores, making sure they are clean of STDs and we do not add the charge separately to your bill. We simply call it an upgrade so that your employer or spouse wouldn’t recognize it.”

“Oh...”

“So, Mr. Jones, should I arrange for company?”

I hesitated and looked down at my wedding ring. I’ve been married to my wife for over ten years, and while I loved her. I’ve also missed the single life where I could sleep with whomever I wanted to. If what she said was true, I could get my dick wet and not have my wife ever find out about it. This would only be between me and God, and let’s be honest, the big man upstairs knows all my bad deeds and I’m probably destined to hell as it is.  Not to mention, this is like watching porn and masturbating, except my cock is just going into a pussy and not my hand. It’s merely a tool for me to get off. I’m not in love with the woman, nor will I ever see her again. It’s just a quick fuck and done. 

My smile widened as I turned to sin. 

“Yes, I would like some company. Are you sure this won’t show up on my bill?”

“No, sir, it is an added $300 dollar fee. Is that okay?”

“Yes, please, add the upgrade.”

“Certainly.” She typed on her computer and then looked back at me, with an expressionless face, “now, your company, would you like to have just one person or multiple? Each additional person is another $300...”

“Oh. Ugh, just one please.”

She nodded and typed into her computer, “would you like a man, shemale, or woman?”

“What?” I scoffed. 

She looked up from the computer and repeated herself as if I was dumb, “do you want a cock, a cock with tits, or a pussy?”

“Oh, um, pussy?” I whispered. 

She nodded and continued to type in the computer. “You wearing a condom?”

“Umm, I thought this was supposed to be discreet.” I leaned in closer to the receptionist, hoping that none of our intimate conversation could be heard. 

“We are discreet...” she replied, with a smile, her voice however wasn’t at a whisper, and I wondered if she was speaking loudly on purpose. 

“But we’re discussing this in public...” I looked around the lobby and saw several people walking around, however none seemed to be listening to our conversation.

“Sir; the quicker we go through these questions, the quicker this matter can be settled...could you please answer the question, will you be wearing a condom?”

“Yes, the last thing I want to find is my out of wedlock baby on my doorstep.”

“Are you sure you won’t take it off, there is an added fee for men to lie about taking off their condoms during sex.”

“Jesus...yes, I’m sure...”

She nodded and continued to click on her computer, “and your lady, what race would you like? We have Asian, African, European, or Latin?”

“I didn’t think you would have multiple races in Bangkok, I thought it would just be Asians...”

“Yes, well, we have many Asian businessmen that frequent our establishment, and we like to have a wide array of pleasures...”

“Oh, umm, Asian is fine. You know, when in Rome...” I chuckled, and the receptionist didn’t seem amused as she gave me a straight face. 

“You get it? I’m in Bangkok so I’m in here and because I’m here, I should be having sex with a woman from the continent...”

“I got the joke, sir...need I remind you, that you want this process to speed up?”

“Yes, of course. How many more questions...”

“Would you like a fat or skinny woman?”

“Does it matter?”

“To some yes...”

“I guess skinny?”

“And age? We have 20 to 30, 30 to 50 or over 50?”

“You have whores over 50?”

“Yes, like I said before, we service all desires. Some clients like older women, would you like one?”

“No, I ugh...I guess are 20 to 30?”

She nodded and typed on the computer once more. 

“Is that it?”

“Just a few more questions.”

“Are you serious? All this for a hooker?”

“Sir, we strive to provide you the best pleasure. Now if I may, what positions do you want to perform on the hooker?”

I rose my eyebrows and my jaw dropped. 

“Seriously? We are just having sex! I mean, all of that would come naturally, right?”

“Yes, but we are very detailed oriented here, Mr. Jones. We have women who are better at certain positions than most.”

“Okay, wow, umm, I guess a blowjob and doggy style?”

“Okay, and do you plan on kissing her?”

“Kissing her? What?”

“Kissing is an added fee...”

“No, no, just sex...”

“And will you spank her, tie her up, gag, talking dirty to her, and/ or put anything in her anus?”

“No, I mean, I might smack her ass a bit but...”

“Smacking her ass is an added fee...”

“You’re really taking out the fun out of it.”

“Sir, we offer a free for all pleasure package where you can do anything to the woman but mind you that is more expensive.”

“Fine, no spanking or talking dirty.”

“And would you be tying her up or gagging her, or having anal?”

“No! Jesus! Are we done yet?” I snapped. Several people in the lobby looked at me, and I covered my face, slumping down. 

“Please, sir, don’t get upset, just a few more questions...”

“There’s more? Fuck me. I’m just trying to have sex!”

“Sir, may I remind you that you wanted to keep this discreet, yet the volume of your voice keeps increasing.”

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 

“Sorry...you know what, just cancel the whore.”

“I can’t sir, I’ve already requested it. There is a cancellation fee...”

“Are you fucking with me? I might as well leave this hotel and go to the red light district.”

“I wouldn’t recommend that sir, Americans like you are often robbed there.”

“Like I’m being robbed now? Seriously is there even a hooker that would be going to my room?”

“Yes, now please sir, if you would...”

“You know what, I’m done. Since I can’t cancel it, I might as well, have a ball. Why do I care, I’m not paying for it, my company is. Charge me for the all-inclusive package.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I picked up my bag, grabbed my keys. 

“Would you be needing anything else sir?”

“No,” I grumbled, walking away wondering what in the hell did I signup for. 

A few hours later there was a knock on my door and I opened the door to a sexy Thai woman. Damn did she look sexy in her black corset, red mini skirt, black fishnet stockings and high heels. She wore a lot of makeup, including a smoky eye shadow, and lip gloss, and her fingernails were painted red. Her seductive almond shaped eyes stared into mine, taking my breath away. 

She was a petite thing, with flat tits and a tiny ass, but she was a far cry from my fat wife. She was well worth the cost. My dick got hard thinking about how tight her pussy must be. 
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