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The couple in stylish business attire entered the Hotel Belladonna and made their way unhesitatingly to the counter at the back of the lobby. The gentleman, one William E. Tilcott, Purveyor of Fine Haberdashery Goods on Upper Argyll Street, tapped on the ornate brass counter bell to summon assistance, and then turned to survey the public room. He was counting on two things. One, that none of his cohorts would see him in an out-of-the-way hotel in the middle of a workday afternoon. And two, that potential customers might admire his merchandise, which he wore as a walking advertisement for his shop. Currently he displayed a striped, four-buttoned, notch-collared sack suit, fastened fashionably tight above his Adam’s apple, in the newly acquired shade called Turkish Tobacco. 

His companion, Miss Samantha Eggerley, also turned herself to face the lobby, her slender hands sliding along the gleaming row of pearl buttons on her bodice, drawing attention to her Iced Mauve afternoon dress with its intricate pleats and ribbons.

Within moments they were greeted by a human-shaped, mechanical attendant. “Good-evening, Sir-and-Madam. How-may-we-be-of-service?” the robotic man inquired. A scent of milk tea, orange wood, and antique leather emanated from his general vicinity.

Try as he might, Tilcott never could quite discern whether the ‘bot emerged from beneath the counter itself or from the wall behind. It was like a magician’s trick, and he found himself surprised and delighted by each and every performance. “A room, please,” he told the bot. “On an upper floor if possible.”

The bot nodded graciously, the sliding-plate joints of its neck moving fluidly. “Of-course-Sir. Number-6-1-6. Facing-on-the-park. Super-lative-view.” It pushed the register a tiny bit forward. Its hands, although molded to indicate the requisite number of fingers,  were posed stiffly in a C-shape.

“On my account.” Tilcott took up the quilled pen and jotted down his membership number. He did not like to leave a signature on his extra-curricular activities, even though he knew the Hotel’s reputation for discretion was unparalleled.

Samantha, her hands clad in the shop’s latest lilac leather, touched his arm, and Tilcott favored his Chief Shop Walker with a conspiratorial smile. “That outfit is most becoming on you, Miss Eggerley,” he told her, beaming at his merchandise on display. She had looked away as he wrote, diplomatically giving him privacy, but once the registration was concluded, she steered him with determination toward the lift.

“Eager are we, Samantha?” Tilcott asked, his eyebrows rising in a leering fashion.

She winked back at him, her lascivious countenance in counterpoint to her refined dress and manners.

Another mechanical servant waited beside the lift. It was one of the short squat robots with ratchets at the ends of its arms. As they approached, a panel lit up in the general location of where its face would be. “Going-up-ladies-and-gentlemen?” It asked in a croaking, heavily distorted voice. It was a much older model than the one at the counter.

“We are,” Tilcott said pleasantly, “but your services are not required at this juncture.”

The bot dipped its swivel-jointed neck deferentially and used its claw to press the call button which signaled the car to the ground. It then retreated to its customary alcove to await the next visitor.

Samantha gaped in fascination as the bot subsumed itself into the nearby paneling. “Such forethought to a guest’s needs! This establishment dazzles me so. Have I mentioned how much I enjoy coming here?”

Tilcott could not keep from grinning at her comment, but resolutely he looked down at his fine calf Balmoral boots.

From above they could hear the pulleys gently squeak and the gears robustly ca-chunk as the miniature room made its way towards them. The hotel’s lift was an elegant cage of shiny copper and brass, with dark iron girders for structure and a pulley arrangement visible above. They craned their heads up to watch its slow but steady progress. Samantha edged closer to Tilcott, tense with pent-up excitement, but a sense of proper dignity in the public space overcame her, and she edged back. Her hands stayed at her side, but her eyes slid sideways to him, where she found his attention fixed on her.

When the apparatus arrived at the lobby, it slotted its latch through the staging floor with a hearty thump and wobbled for a few spare seconds. Thereupon its sliding scissor gate parted, inviting them into its tiny, but well apportioned, space. 

Tilcott helped his companion step onto the ornamental platform, and then the pair turned about to face the front again. Once inside, the couple could more fully appreciate the lift’s solid lower panels, graced with ornamental repoussé, and its upper grille, an artistic marvel of latticed grapevines. The small crystal chandelier hanging from the cage’s ceiling provided minimal lighting for embarking and disembarking. A tufted banquette provided seating, should anyone be so enervated as to require sitting for the minimal travel time between floors. A plush and spotless carpet of gold lozenges hushed the brazen clamor of footsteps. The entire effect was something like a confectionery; the kind too pretty to eat.

Samantha put her finger over the top button on the panel. “Ready?” she asked. 

Tilcott adjusted his waistcoat, surreptitiously redistributing the fabric at the front of his trousers as he did so, and pulled out his pocket watch before giving her a significant nod. “Set, Go!” he said playfully.

Her finger pressed. The inner doors rattled shut. The outer doors kissed closed. The floor lock disengaged with a forceful bang, and slowly, without undue haste, the little room rose up into the air. 

Tilcott leaned his body closer to her and parted his lips to say something. She dropped her gaze, looking at the hotel guests below, and gave him a slight shake of her head. He caught her meaning, stood tall again, and lifted his foot to tap the lower panel with the toe of his shoe. “How high do you suppose this panel goes, my dear?”

“High enough,” she said, “if I kneel to start with.” And she did so, gracefully lowering herself to the floor and artfully freeing his member through his trousers’ fly. Her mischievous smile gazed up at him while her palm embraced him on one side and her fingertips traced along his already engorged veins. She beamed to see his eyes widen with surprise and his chest quake with expectation. She dropped her gaze to address the prodigious engine within her grasp. “Waiting for me, were you, Cock-o-mine? I missed you too, stout fellow. Permit me to give you a kiss.” Her mouth dipped to fulfill her promise.

Anyone watching Tilcott, standing in the lift, visible to the lobby below through the lift’s ornate upper grill, would merely see his masterfully impassive expression as Samantha tongued his length. He breathed deeply, and a grateful smile twitched on his lips. Someone watching from below might think that he was tired after a long day and that the upward sweep of his mouth showed he was thinking of a restful repose in the offing. 

That thought would be mistaken, however, for it was not rest that he sought at that moment. He sunk his hands deep into his pockets to keep them from cradling Samantha’s bobbing head. Indeed it would not do for anyone watching to wonder what he was holding in his lap.

The lift shivered, a noticeable movement that signaled it had reached the first floor. Tilcott cleared his throat, moved his hands to her shoulders to disengage her, and knelt in front of her. Now neither of them could be seen outside the lift. “Ready for act two?” he asked her, his body shivering with excitement.

She nodded, her eyelids fluttering, and her breathing ragged. Her voice rasped and her words were laced with lust. “I started dripping on the ride to the hotel. Undo that last button for me, will you? My notch is just aching for your peg.” She was gathering up her skirt in the front, catching her petticoats with it, and tucking them under the drawstring of her undergarments. With a practiced hand, she had the opening between her split drawers pulled apart. Leaning back, balancing on the business-like, low-profile padding of her bum bustle, she moved her heels far apart on the lift’s carpeting and pushed her knees wide.  

He whispered appreciatively at the sight. “I cannot tell you how utterly gratifying it is, the sight of your quivering quim, so vividly pink and swollen, hungry for me. All day at the shop, I tremble with anticipation whenever you bend down to reach a lower cabinet. It quite undoes me when you draw your sensuous fingers across our kidskin tobacco pouches.  And I go to pieces when you fondle the hand-buffed buckles of our best bracers.”

Her hand swept up to rumple his stylishly pomaded mustache. “Oh darling, I, too, have those moments,” she sighed, “but we must concentrate now. We barely have five more floors.”

“Your wish,” he sputtered, moving forward on his knees to get his jiggling-bone into position, “my command.” He slipped on her petticoat, imperfectly bound up as it was, and he scrabbled it out of his way. “If I tear it, my dear, I will replace it.”

She murmured something in return. 

Experience would suggest she said something earthy, like “Hang it all,” regarding her petticoat, but he imagined it was the endearment, “Come closer, Billy.” So it was closer that he came.

Another rumble rocked their small space as the latch and groove brushed each other without engaging. Second floor.

The landmark sent a shock wave through them. He plunged forward, his willing peg catching her prick-hungry purse and sliding inside with an earth-shattering rush. They both bit back groans of anticipatory pleasure. He pumped now, priming their eager lust. She pulsed with her heels and the cushion of her springy bustle cage. In unison, they clapped their parts together, clock-like at first, with a regular rate and resounding rhythm, interspersed with restrained but fervent moans.

By the time they reached floor three, they were gaining speed. Her breasts bobbled beneath her thin blouse, and her corset underneath had slipped enough to allow her throbbing nipples to push against the fabric. With each stroke, the outline of her stiff pebbles poked through and her hips rolled responsively.

Beneath her, his enlarged bollocks brushed against the carpet’s pile, tickling him, exciting him along with the pushing and rocking, the low thrumming of the lift’s mechanism, and the incessant undertone of the creaking cable as their cage moved inexorably upward. Urgency swelled within him as their allotted time ticked away. Her ready channel squeezed him. He could feel her shuddering, tugging on his hardened belly-ruffian, dragging it into her hot depths. 

Floor four rippled through their senses. By now their breaths were audible pants. His tie was askew. One of his cuffs had detached and was flailing. He lifted himself from his elbows to his palms, pressing them flat into the carpet to increase the angle of his thrusts. She had lost one shoe, but her remaining heel dug deeper into the plush pile, assisting her thighs in pushing higher and harder. Her stockinged foot arched like a prima ballerina's, attaining higher altitude, straining for peak effect.

When they felt the wobble at floor five, they became frantic, or rather, even more so. They breathed in the same air, exchanging muted wails. Engorged parts pelted. Skin scraped. Eyelids fluttered. Desire whirred within them like a clock spinning up to strike the hour until the ultimate switch was thrown.

The final surge electrocuted them both in tandem. For him, a blinding flash streaked across his vision. His prick, glutted to its utmost, rammed into her to its fullest. With Herculean effort, he heaved his last, his payload expelling forcibly, with a stifled groan of exertion escaping his lips. He shuddered as his
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