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Chapter One
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I can feel the eyes of the bellboy pierce through me as I walk off with my 'prize find'. We're heading to the elevator and if at least I can believe what he whispered into my ears minutes earlier. 

"We should go to my penthouse on the top floor."

He nods as we arrive at the elevator. I can see my own reflection in the bronzed doors, and I smile alluringly at him as I feel his hand take hold of my ass. I don't mind. It's why I decided to let him chat me up in the first place in the bar next to the hotel.

I stare teasingly at the bellboy when I turn in the elevator. 

Your turn will come later. I don't mind some virgin territory to pass my time.

He nods to the row of buttons, and I lean forward to press the top button. It's red. Just my kind of colour. As the door close, I feel him press against my ass; his hand sliding up under my top. He doesn't wait long to give me the entertainment I yearn for. As his hand slides up I feel my blouse move ever so slowly over my nipples that react to three things: the cool air rising under my blouse, his hand reaching for my right nipple and the wonderful feeling of him pushing himself hard against my ass. I'm so ready for what's to come that I can feel the juices damping my pants.

How he manages to slide my jeans and pants down over my hips, is going to be a mystery to solve later. I'd never met any guy yet, who could do it so effortlessly. I lean forward further, to allow him full access. He's inside me before I know it. I curve my back to do one other thing, while he gives me my entertainment.

Looking up at the tiny black box to my left at the top of the elevator, I know who's likely watching me there. It's quite likely the bellboy is now sitting in that tiny room behind the check-in desk, jerking off while he watches him ramming me like it's the end of the world.

I moan when the first effects of the entertainment heighten my own arousal...

~~~
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THE DOORS GLIDE OPEN just as I reach the third orgasm, and to my surprise, I'm hoisted into his arms before I can even move my ass away from him. This short trek from the elevator is an interesting new experience for me. One arm, rippling with well-shaped muscles, lifts me from the floor of the lift; his other arm decides to embrace me by cupping my left boob. Having his hot hand over my cold boob increases my expectations of what's to come next.

Still riding his dick, we 'walk' to a massive door. My eyes fly open when we do arrive in an exquisitely decorated penthouse. It's huge. It causes me to squeeze my pussy tight over his cock which is still inside me. As I squeeze tight, it decides to stop deep in my moist well.

"Do you like what you see?" he murmurs into my ear.

I let out a gasp of exaltation as he pushes once deeper inside, before slowly lowering me to the floor.

I feel disappointment when he pulls out, and I turn to look at him. I smile alluringly at him to encourage him. I wait for his next actions.

"Would you like to have champagne?"

I nod. 

I'm not really into drinking alcohol, but I'm certain this penthouse comes with expensive champagne.

"I'll shower first, then I'll retrieve a bottle to share. Make yourself comfortable on the sofa."

I glance quickly over my shoulder when he nods to somewhere behind me. I smile when I spot the massive sofa. I think I could fit a bus full of my girlfriends on it and still have space to spread out myself. I smirk at the idea of offering an orgy to my prize find...

When I turn I'm alone? 

I look around quickly and just catch him walking around the corner taking off his shirt. I draw in my breath when I see the 'hunk' underneath the clothing.

"He said shower..." I mumble, and my words cause my feet to start walking. Not to the sofa, he offered, but in the same direction as the hunk had gone.

If he was showering it would mean I could entertain myself in yet another way.

He turns, looking somewhat surprised to see me standing at the doorway to the bathroom. I grin when I realise that a penthouse doesn't come with a bathroom door to lock.

It only takes me moments for my blouse, jeans and pants to lie on the floor in a pile...next to his clothing. When I look up I'm met with a knowing grin...
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Chapter Two
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Hot water splashes over my head, turning my head up towards it, opening my mouth. He leans in against my body. I feel his hands, each slick with shower gel, slide slowly over my boobs. Somehow, his hands feel even hotter than before.

I draw in my breath as his left hand decides to play a little game. It decides to take hold of my boob, massage it, flick my nipple ever so slowly, then it starts on a journey down. Every place where it touches my skin, I feel a sensation soar through my entire body.

I want him to fuck me like he did in the elevator.

Normally, I'm quite reserved in how much I want to do with my prize finds, but with this hunk, it seems different. He makes me hunger for him. He needs to take me. Now!

I moan when he pushes his finger against my clit. I feel surprised when his finger finds a hard knob. His finger slides inside. Deep, gloriously, and hot.

"You have a hot pussy," he whispers in my ear.

His hard rod pushes against my ass as an answer when a moan escapes my mouth.

"Do you want to play?" he whispers.

I think I nodded because somehow, I slid around. He kisses my mouth passionately, but then I'm on my knees in front of him.

I don't pause when I see his dick in front of my face. I grab hold of it with my hand. Somehow, it's covered in shower gel. My hand glides over his hard-on with such ease that I start smiling with delight. This is the sort of game I can enjoy...

~~~
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I LOOK UP AFTER I'VE managed to make him moan for the third time in under ten minutes.

"Did you like that?" I ask him.

He nods, grinning at me again with that magnetism he had used in the bar to convince me to go with him.

His hands lift me to my feet and he pins me against the wall. I might as well be on fire when he starts kissing me passionately on every place of my naked skin. His right-hand caresses my mound, sending surges of spasms through my body.

He leans over and takes one of my nipples in his mouth, pulling on it teasingly with his teeth.  I guess he's experienced in this teasing as the action heightens my own expectations for what will come once he carries me to the sofa...or the bed perhaps. He nibbles my other nipple, flicking his tongue against it. The combination of the hot water splashing down and him flicking causes me to feel like I need him to fuck me. I decide on a new approach.

"Fuck me hard," I whisper. The playful nibbles stop, and when I open my eyes I'm staring into his lusting eyes.

His hand, which had been playing with my mound lowers, and three of his fingers enter my well forcefully. But the feeling causes a loud groan to escape from my mouth.

"I can fuck you in many ways," he swoons at me.

"Please...do it all to me. I'm so ready for it."

At least I think I said that.

His right hand now moves in and out of my well. He has an answer, even if I never spoke. I think he can see on my face how much I want this. I moan now each time his fingers go inside. I don't want him to stop.
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I HAVE NO IDEA HOW I ended up on the bed. How he managed to carry me from the shower to the bed, while still busy entertaining my deep well with his three fingers. It must be cold in the bedroom, but I'm feeling so hot it doesn't matter. We could easily be in the middle of the arctic or a desert, and I'd only feel the heat coming from deep inside me as I'm turned on more and more by every motion of his fingers or his kisses over my cold skin.

"I want you to take me...please..." I manage to call out between the moans. It results in his fingers pause their motion while his thumb plays with my knob. I feel him beside me and I reach around it causes my hand to take hold of his cock in my hand. My hand decides it wants to play its own game with him. It seems to influence him because he starts moaning, too. Each motion from me causes him to become faster with the motions of his hand.

"Take me..." I moan. It's all I can utter when another massive orgasm surge through my body. A deliriously glorious orgasm of a magnitude I've never experienced before. And I've experienced a few over the years. But none equal the one this man manages to exert from my body.

And this is just the foreplay...
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