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The doors swept open with a hiss, and in Maria came, heels clicking across white marble like a countdown to corruption. All eyes turned. They always did. She didn’t even look their way — not the businessmen nursing bourbon, not the concierge pretending to type. She didn’t have to.

She was the moment.

A long black coat wrapped around her frame, but it didn’t hide a damn thing. It clung where it needed to: hugging her waist, letting her hips sway like sin in motion. The way it fell open down the front, casually undone, teased just enough of what was underneath to turn every step into a dare.

Black lace. Bare skin. Miles of leg.

Her lingerie was sheer and flawless — a sculpted black lace bra that cupped her breasts like a second skin, nipples subtly visible beneath the delicate fabric. Her stomach was bare, smooth, firm, sensual. The matching panties rode high over her hips, the sheer triangle of fabric darkened slightly where her heat pressed through it. Her thighs were toned and glowing under the soft lights, her calves cut tight from the way she moved on her stilettos.

She wasn’t wearing it for anyone in particular.

She wore it for the world.

Her lips were blood-red and wet, glossy like they’d just been kissed or licked clean. Her hair — soft blonde waves — fell just to her shoulders, styled like she belonged on a magazine cover... or in the middle of a hotel orgy.

She reached the check-in counter, her perfume already sweet in the air. Expensive. Floral. A little dangerous.

The young man at the desk blinked twice, then smiled — awkward, flustered, trying to remember protocol while his cock twitched behind the counter.

“Good... evening,” he managed.

Maria leaned forward, resting her manicured hand on the edge of the desk. Her coat fell just a little more open. Her tits shifted beneath the lace.

“Sweetheart,” she said, voice low and smooth as silk sheets, “I’ve had a very long day, and I need two things: a room with mirrors... and someone with stamina.”

The concierge cleared his throat, glancing back at his screen, his fingers tapping uselessly across the keyboard. She watched his eyes flicker — from the blinking cursor to the glimpse of her breasts, to the dark shadow between her legs under the lace, and back again.

His voice cracked. “I’m... I’m afraid we’re fully booked tonight.”

Maria blinked once.

Slowly.

Then smiled — a dangerous, amused curve of the lips, like she’d just heard a challenge she intended to fuck her way through.

“No rooms at all?” she asked, stepping around the desk.

The boy hesitated. “Not unless there’s a cancellation, or—wait—ma’am, guests aren’t permitted—”

“Shhh,” Maria whispered, pressing a finger against his lips.

She was behind the desk now, between him and the monitor, the coat sliding open around her body like curtains unveiling a show.

Her breasts were fully exposed in the dim light, the black lace tight and see-through, her nipples stiff from the hotel’s air conditioning... or maybe from anticipation.

She stepped in close, brushing her body up against his, feeling the unmistakable hardness rising against his slacks.

“No room?” she repeated, lips ghosting his ear. “Then where exactly do you expect me to sleep tonight, sweetheart?”

He stammered. “I-I... I can’t—I could get in trouble—”

Maria dropped to her knees.

Right there. Behind the desk.

She looked up at him, eyes sultry and locked on his, and said, “Then make it worth it.”

Her hands were already unfastening his belt.

Maria tugged his pants down slowly, fingers gliding along the fabric like she was unwrapping a present.

He was already hard.

Straining against his briefs. His cock twitched the second her fingers grazed it through the fabric. She smiled up at him, eyes half-lidded, teasing.

“I haven’t even touched you yet,” she whispered.

She dragged his underwear down with practiced ease, letting his cock spring free into the cool air. It stood proud—twitching, flushed, already leaking from the tip.

She didn’t pounce on it.

She admired it.

Her hand wrapped around the base gently, thumb sweeping over the silky head to spread the bead of precum. She leaned in close—her breath warm against his shaft, lips barely brushing him.

He flinched. Desperate already.

She licked him—once. A long, slow drag of her tongue from the base all the way up to the swollen tip, ending with a soft kiss like she was savoring a lollipop.
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