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“I don’t know what to wear.” Kelly lamented.

She was stood, naked, in the middle of the hotel room, looking at the array of outfits she had laid out on the bed, and trying to pick one. Bill was sat in a leather chair on the other side of the room, no longer watching the television, but appreciating his girlfriend’s body. Late afternoon light through the room’s window illuminated her from the side, highlighting the curve of her butt and waist. Her breasts were curved cones, perky and firm, with responsive nipples. Her pretty, heart shaped face was framed by bangs of wavy, white blonde hair that shone in the sunlight.

Bill loved the show he was getting. He wasn’t going to tire of seeing this gorgeous woman in the nude any time soon. But he felt the need to say, “They’ll be calling us soon. You’ll need to choose something to wear, or you’ll have to go up there in the nude.”

Kelly turned to face him, hands on hips, and smirked. She pushed her hips forwards, and Bill got a lovely view of her shaved mons, and the neat slit of her sex between her legs. “I think I’d like that. It’s almost a shame we’re in a hotel, and I might scare the other guests.” she said.

“You’re too lovely to scare any of the guests. You might give some lucky old guy a heart attack anyway, though.”

“We can’t have that. In the interests of public safety, I ought to put something on.”

Kelly picked a light blue summer dress off the bed. Almost the same colour as her eyes, Bill thought. It dropped only a short way down her thighs, and buttoned up the front. When she had her arms in the short sleeves, she wore it like a cape. “What do you think? This?” she asked, taking steps that were almost skips over to him.

“I like it, but you should probably button it up if you still want to avoid heart attacks.” Bill reached out. Kelly was twisting her torso from side to side, swishing the wings of her cape just beyond his reach.

One step brought the dress close enough to catch. Once Bill had hold of one side, getting the other was easy. He tugged them toward himself, and she shuffled forwards. As he started fastening the lowest button, she asked, “How many men do you think there’ll be?”

“How many men do you want there to be?” Bill had fastened the button just below Kelly’s crotch. He reached a finger through the gap, and ran the tip over her recently shaved mons. It swirled over the padded flesh on top of her pubic bone, before moving lower.

“All the men.” Kelly said, then squeaked as he teased at her clitoris. He moved lower still, flicking across the warm lips of her labia. “I don’t know. Lots of men. How many men do you want to see me with? How many women do you want to fuck?”

“Lots of men. And lots of women.”

They looked at each other, grinning with excitement and anticipation. Kelly started buttoning her dress up from the top down. Their fingers met just above her navel. He pulled her down to sit on his lap, and kissed her.

There was a danger that the kisses would become increasingly passionate, and the dress would come back off. They were both excited by their thoughts about what could happen once they left their hotel room, and went to the suite on the floor above. There was going to be a lot of sex, and it could start right here and now.

Bill’s phone made an eagle-like screech. “You really ought to change your ringtone.” Kelly told him, as she rose from his lap, and picked the phone up from the bedside table. She didn’t pass it to him, but answered it herself. “Hello?... Yes, we’re ready. Just now, in fact.... We shall be right up.”

“Time to go?” Bill stood, catching his phone as Kelly tossed it to him.

“Time to go.” Kelly bounced on the balls of her feet, incredibly excited, and unable to hide it. She stepped into a pair of low heel slip on shoes, and she was ready. Bill picked up the key card for the room, and motioned for her to lead on.

The carpet in the corridor was deep red. It seemed to go on for a long way, past dozens more identical white doors. Too much excitement, and they might forget how to find their room again later. Kelly looked left and right, before remembering which direction the lifts were.

They were only going up one floor, but the stairs were even harder to find than the elevators. As the doors closed on their corridor, Bill stood behind Kelly. He traced a line up the back of her thighs with two fingers. When they reached the hem of her dress, they pushed it up.

He cupped a butt cheek in his hand, squeezing it tenderly. She moved her feet further apart, so his fingers could move on. They traced the line of her slit. Finding her sex warm and wet, they pressed, trying to slide into her.

With a ping, the elevator stopped, and the doors opened. Bill gave Kelly’s butt a light slap, and she stepped out of the lift. “So close.” she said, grinning back at him.

“I’m sure I’ll get another chance.”
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