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INTRODUCTION: MADE FOR SEX

 



 



 



 




Hotel rooms, in a word, are hot. The minute I enter one, I want to strip off all my clothes and dive naked between the sheets, whether I have a lover there to share in the indulgence with me or not. Much more so than my own bed, hotel beds make me horny. They are, or at least seem to me to be, made for sex.

Hotels give us the chance to unwind, relax, and, if we choose, become someone else. Behind closed doors, we are free to frolic, fuck, and flaunt ourselves. It doesn’t matter whether the hotel is in a faraway land or in your own hometown; the point is, it’s a clean slate. It’s not your home filled with all the reminders of what you could or should be doing. Other people have fucked and will fuck in the bed you’re about to sleep in; that can be a turn-on in and of itself. It’s your borrowed space, for an hour, a day, a night, or longer, and in that time, you can claim it, control it, use it for your own naughty purposes. Other guests are prowling the hotel, checking in, checking out, banging and getting banged against the wall. There’s a sense that anything can happen—and quite often, it does.

To me, the anonymity of hotel rooms, their personality wiped clean with each new guest, is part of their appeal. They beckon us with their welcoming ways. They offer an escape from the everyday, a chance to let loose and become someone else. In  Do Not Disturb, I wanted to capture the ways hotels fit into our erotic imagination, whether they’re a necessity or a luxury. Hotels let us explore parts of our passion that get left behind in the rush of daily life.

The authors whose work you are about to read understand perfectly the allure of a fresh hotel room—or a hotel lobby. Indeed, the entire atmosphere a hotel offers can simply scream of sex. This goes for five-star and by-the-hour joints. They each have something to add, and here you’ll find romps between lovers and strangers—reunions or quickies—as these characters indulge in their new settings.

Many of the characters here use hotels for secrecy, relying on the unspoken code of employees to never share what goes on. Others use them for flirting, for catching their prey. Many need a hotel room in order to engage in an affair or a role-play. Whether exploring one of Japan’s love hotels in Isabelle Gray’s “So Simple a Place” or getting “A Room at the Grand” for a very special call girl, the men and women you’ll read about get off on their surroundings. The hotel itself becomes a player in their affairs, a sign of the lengths they’ll go to be together.

And this book wouldn’t be complete without some examples of the extramarital affairs that can only happen in hotel rooms, like those of the lovers in Lisabet Sarai’s “Reunion” or Gwen Masters’s “Memphis.” For these characters, the hotel room takes on added meaning for it is an ever-changing venue where their relationships grow, where they can savor each other’s bodies without their spouses knowing, or so they hope.

Hotel rooms are also perfect for quickies, those fast fucks  that you only need an hour or so for, all the more arousing for their brevity. In Saskia Walker’s “The Lunch Break,” a sultry waitress pounces on a customer, and in my story “Hump Day,” a couple shed their business personae once a week to become the kind of people they could never be (or fuck) at home.

Even in the more innocent stories here, the vacation sex, the getaways among couples, there’s something just a little clandestine about these hotel room hookups. That air of perversion is what makes getting serviced in a hotel (or motel) infinitely sweeter than doing it anywhere else. It’s a private way of being an exhibitionist, of leaving the staff and fellow guests guessing. Sometimes it’s a temporary neighbor who’ll lure you from the safety of your relationship, such as the lesbian who teaches Madlyn March’s protagonist a thing or two in “Heart-Shaped Holes,” or the fellow sequestered juror in Elizabeth Coldwell’s “Guilty Pleasure” who helps a married lady relieve some tension in between trial time.

There’s a hotel in New York, the Library Hotel, that has long intrigued me. They offer an Erotica Suite, filled with strawberries, whipped cream, red roses, erotic dice, Mionetto Prosecco, edible honey dust, and a Kama Sutra pocket guide. They’re upfront in their intention that you truly savor their package, as well as your lover’s. I’ve never stayed there, or done more than pass by. In some ways, I prefer to keep its beauty safely tucked away in my imagination, to imagine the kind of room I’d use with a rich lover from out of town who’d seduce me with his or her accent, whisper to me in a foreign tongue before taking that foreign tongue and licking me all over. That’s another thing about hotel rooms: they are perfect to fantasize about. In them, and in your dreams about them, you can have any kind of sex with anyone (or everyone) you want.

I can tell you that the sex I’ve had in hotel rooms has been  some of the hottest of my life. I get off on knowing that neighbors may hear me, and in fact, that brings out the exhibitionist in me. The sexiest porn director I know took me to his hotel room in Manhattan one night and while his porn star girlfriend was elsewhere, we indulged in one of the most dirty, powerful, delicious fucks I’ve ever had, and when he came all over my chest, I reveled in it. I didn’t wash it off, either, but proudly let it dry on my skin and couldn’t stop the smile that found its way to my lips as I took the subway home.

Once, in some random seedy L.A. hotel, another lover and I hadn’t brought any condoms, and instead had to make do with a paddle and a butt plug—poor us. In a seedy Midtown motel, I spent a few hours romping with a very sexy young man who showed me all kinds of ways I could twist my body to extend my pleasure, then felt a shocked, naughty thrill as he entered the bathroom while I peed and watched me before dipping his fingers into the stream. Something I likely wouldn’t have allowed at home became acceptable in a place I’d likely never find myself again. And when I’m in a hotel room by myself, tucked away under the sheets, I feel naughty and decadent, even if the only party guests I’m hosting are my fingers and my pussy.

While I doubt hotels are going to be stocking this book in their dresser drawers alongside the Bible, I hope that it finds its way into hotel romps. I picture lovers reading aloud to one another as they get ready to mark their hotel room, or in the afterglow, perhaps leaving it behind for the next lucky guest. I hope hotel staff spirit it away and read it during their downtime. I hope the next time you enter a hotel lobby, even if you have no intention of getting busy with anyone you may find there, you’ll at least notice the many erotic possibilities that greet you.

My most recent hotel rendezvous was at the ultrafancy art-filled Chambers Hotel in Minneapolis. I was staying by myself  for two nights, and while I didn’t share my bed, the room itself beckoned to me. I found myself getting horny as I slid between the covers, wishing I had a lover to share my good fortune with. Now I have this book, which I hope you’ll take with you on your travels and perhaps read it while lounging in a hotel lobby, or whisper from it into your lover’s ear before you make so much noise in your hotel room bed that someone calls security. However and wherever you read this book, I hope it turns you on as much as it does me.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






WELCOME TO THE APHRODISIAC HOTEL

Amanda Earl

 




I’ve always had a thing for hotel lobby bars. They act as a buffer between business and pleasure. Sometimes business is pleasure. I shiver with desire in the shadow of a group of bankers or politicians sipping their scotch, the scent of money and power folded into every crease of their navy blue suits. Do these men have mistresses or escorts waiting for them in their luxury suites? Maybe a bellboy will kneel for them after he takes their luggage up to their rooms, for a little money in his palm. Or perhaps basking in the afterglow of a strategic win is all they need, sitting in this bar, nursing their drinks. They never seem in any hurry to leave.

These establishments have their own sets of rules—check your morality at the door along with your suitcase. When you visit a hotel lobby bar, anything can happen. What I like about them is their illicitness, the fact that they are just steps away from elevators that carry clandestine lovers up to hotel beds where so many other people have fucked or cried or indulged  in decadent room service dinners. Or maybe it’s their transitory nature…places where strangers pass in the night for one brief encounter that could change their lives forever—or at least for right now.

The woman sitting at the wrought iron and marble table for two near the window and sipping a dry martini with two olives is a sales rep, most likely for a pharmaceutical company. There are numerous drug sales reps in hotel lobby bars at any given moment.

I notice her the moment she walks in. I muse over whether she’s a blatant or merely accidental exhibitionist. Her beige skirt is made of some deceptive material that becomes translucent if the light hits it at the right angle. I wonder if she realizes. I wonder if she knows that when she’s giving her presentation to the medical community with a white screen behind her that she’s showing off a small black triangle of fabric that barely covers her private parts. Maybe she does know and it turns her on. I bet she’d love to do something about that. I can tell by the way she keeps shifting in her seat and touching her body.

She’s placed her matching jacket neatly over the chair back. It has no wrinkles and she’s the type who wants to keep it that way, I’ll wager. I wonder about her uncreased life. What would it take to rumble it up? I watch her remove her shoes—each a respectable few inches of heel and a closed toe—and massage her feet briefly. I doubt she’s into feet, though. Foot sluts wear open-toed shoes. She’s probably been standing all day, what with the presentation and the glad-handing at exhibitors’ booths.

She stretches her nylon-clad calves and rubs the balls of her feet along the rich blue carpeting, just for a moment, then she frowns and slips her feet back into the shoes. I’m sure she’d love for a man to kneel and massage those tired dogs and gams for her, maybe let his hand move up along those supple thighs, reach  in between. She squirms in her seat. I feel like I’m reading her mind.

She’s rubbed her eyes twice now and she’s almost finished that martini. This is the face of a woman who’s seen many a hotel room. This is one of those newfangled boutique hotels, big city whatsitsname’s attempt at sophistication and panache. But you can tell she isn’t impressed. She doesn’t have the look of wonder of someone easily fooled. She isn’t beaming at the view that’s supposed to make guests feel privileged. She isn’t ordering the overpriced chicken on a stick, nor has she made small talk with the waiter when he’s come by to take her order. She’s reading the fine print of some pill dispenser and checking it against a list, likely an inventory.

Her life is ordered, prearranged with appointments and meetings. She stretches, undoes the top button of her blouse, then another. Finally able to loosen up a bit now that she’s not the center of attention, she rolls her neck and massages it, then takes a gulp of her drink. This woman desperately needs to let go of all that tension between her shoulders and in her brain. The drink is having its effect though.

A tall man in a tattered sports jacket and faded corduroy slacks carries his medical bag into the bar. He shakes his shaggy blond hair, and I notice those California baby blues for the first time. I bet beneath that staid sports jacket and corduroys is a body any woman would love to get her hands on. His tie is knotted loosely, not quite all the way up to the top of his shirt neck. I can see tufts of chest hair, just peeking out. He has the kind of torso that makes me think he’s in good shape too. What woman doesn’t like the shy, handsome type?

He heads to a table near a group of businessmen guffawing loudly and sputtering beer saliva at one another, grabbing handfuls of peanuts, making googly eyes at the breasts of the waitress  as she leans forward to pick up their empty steins. I’m sure at least one of them thinks he’s going to have her for the night. By the vacant look in her eyes and the fake smile on her face, I can tell she’s served men like this for years.

I know her name is Beth because I’ve chatted with her before in this bar, but I think of her as Elizabeth. That long, elegant neck was meant for diamonds and her graceful, sinewy body for love-making all night long beneath silk sheets. Instead, she’s schlepping beer to these losers. I admire her dancer’s legs as she walks to the next table, looking more like she’s floating than walking.

How many men have tried to hit on her here? Maybe she’s even indulged herself a time or two for a brief encounter, letting some well-spoken foreign diplomat lead her into his room and worship her beautiful breasts, undo the flimsy elastic band holding up her glistening blonde hair to let it cascade over her soft, naked shoulders as he whispers in French about all the different ways he’s going to fuck her. I’d like to see Elizabeth let go, let herself be taken, her lips swollen and bruised with kisses.

Perhaps she’d be a great match for our doctor. Maybe the two of them could unleash that quiet fire I can see in their cool blue eyes. But he doesn’t stay in her serving area, thanks to the loud boors. He chooses to sit in the tall wingback chair facing the sales rep and pulls out his papers, which take flight and land at the feet of our sales rep, whose name I’ve decided is Ms. Mavis Blackstone.

Ms. Blackstone leans over and both the doctor and I catch a glimpse of her freckled peach décolletage. In the process of leaning over, she tips the glass and spills what’s left of her drink onto the marble tabletop, sending the glass tumbling to the floor and splashing vermouth on the corduroyed hem of our doctor’s pants.

Both she and the doctor cry out. How well they harmonize.  What would they sound like in the crescendo of their mutual orgasms as he slams into her over and over again and she spreads herself wide on the scratchy hotel sheets, letting her body merge into the spongy queen-sized mattress, both of them screaming so loudly the guest in the next room bangs on the walls?

Her face turns red as she mumbles an apology for spilling her drink on the doctor. When she hands him the papers, also dotted with alcohol, their hands touch, just for an instant. The electricity between them sparks in their fingers, travels from the pulse of their wrists, courses along their bloodstreams and zings, zapping them both right in the groin. I can feel it from my seat at the bar. Must have been at least a 4.1 on the arousal scale.

It’s the doctor’s turn to look embarrassed and shift his body so that our young Ms. Blackstone does not see the erection rapidly developing beneath his faded corduroy trousers. At this point the waiter arrives.

He’s a new waiter and I haven’t had the chance to fantasize about him yet—probably a college student, making money for school. I love his short curly dark hair, wonder what it would be like to see that luxuriant head of hair between my legs, as he licks at my cunt. Perhaps he enjoys older women. It’s clear he’s in good shape, thanks to the tight hotel regulation uniform slacks that display his sweet little ass so well.

I want to rub my hands over the zipper, watch how his erection flares at the mere touch of my hand through the fabric. In a soft and sultry voice, he asks the doctor for his drink order. The quiet tones of his syllables whisper over my skin. I can feel my nipples hardening beneath my silk blouse. I’m watching others but I look around briefly and wonder just who might be watching me. That thought sends a jolt of arousal between my legs.

Dr. Miles Jones, as I’ve decided to call him, orders the sales rep another drink and tells the waiter he’ll have what Ms.  Blackstone is having. Ms. Blackstone is still red with embarrassment, causing the freckles on her face and chest to become more visible. By the glazed look in his eyes, I can tell Dr. Jones has never seen anything more desirable than this embarrassed freckled woman.

She goes back to her inventory procedure, her hand trembling as she ticks off medicines. He pulls random objects from his medical bag: a prescription pad, a pocket watch. I’m expecting him to pull out a rabbit soon. Eventually he finds what he’s looking for, a map of the city. This is a smooth maneuver on his part to engage Ms. Blackstone in conversation. Play the tourist. It’s from Dating 101. I am awed. I hadn’t expected the gangly Dr. Jones to be this suave.

Wait, though, what’s that on his finger? Damn. Looks like a wedding ring. Ms. Blackstone has seen it too. Yet she doesn’t let that stop her. In fact, she continues to chat with our Dr. Jones.

Soon the two are seated at her table, his corduroy trousers pressing against her nylon-clad legs as she squirms in her seat. He’s looking into her eyes. She’s fiddling with her cocktail stick. I notice a shiny diamond on her finger. She twists it around a few times. Takes a bit of her long auburn hair and plays with it, then slips the end between her lips.

I wonder how many more signals Dr. Jones will need before he understands that this woman wants him to take her to bed. She touches his arm. That’s the one. He finally understands and gestures to the waiter for the bill. Is it my imagination or does the waiter look on with envy? Does the waitress? I know I do.

The couple rises and leaves the room, his hand caressing the small of her back as they walk to the bank of elevators that will take them up to one of the bedrooms. I wonder whose room they will decide on. I contemplate the erection I’ve glimpsed between Dr. Jones’s legs and the wet spot in the crease of Ms.  Blackstone’s thin skirt, the tiny drop of perspiration on her lip as she smiles.

The man I’ve arranged to hook up with has just arrived. He’s not our blond doctor, he’s a dark-haired beauty with flecks of silver in his hair. I don’t need to use my imagination to know what happens next. I whisper in his ear and we go straight to the elevators. As usual, the theater of lust acted out in the hotel lobby bar has turned me on. I need no further foreplay than that.
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Alison Tyler

 



 



 



 



 



 




Elian Mitchell used hotels.

He used them the way some meticulous people use up every last bit of toothpaste in a tube of Colgate, pressing the metal flat and then rolling up the end to make sure not a smear goes to waste.

Elian used the minibar, reveling in the tiny bottles of liquor. He often wondered why drinks made from miniature bottles tasted better, more luxurious somehow, than ones poured from a full-size container.

He used the endless hot water supply, showering up to three times in a single day, filling the rooms with billows of white steam, not paying attention where he left the towels afterward. Because without a doubt, one of Elian’s favorite things about staying in a hotel was using the maid service. This pleasure ran deeper than his little fetish for girls with feather dusters—no matter how obsolete he understood that image might have been. You see, the best part about hotel life to Elian was not worrying.

Did he leave those fluffy white terry-cloth towels draped over the back of the armchair?

Maybe.

Or were they in a heap beneath the sink?

Perhaps.

If he emptied the minibar, someone was available at the push of a square red button to bring him exactly what he needed. If he abused every last towel, he could call down and request more.

At home, he was expected to refold the towels and place them back on the rack when he was through. This was called common courtesy by his brand-new girlfriend, and he understood Sophie’s point. She didn’t want to have to pick up after him any more than he wanted to pick up after her.

But on the road, one of the perks was that lack of consideration.

 



Sophie, however, could not seem to get the hang of hotel life. She tsked softly to herself when she found a smudge in the corner of the large mirror. Elian had been hoping to fuck Sophie in front of the mirror, to strip her out of her traveling clothes and make love to her right on the floor. He would have, too, if Sophie hadn’t been so damn busy. Busy tsking.

Elian had heard from a college friend that all couples ought to take a vacation together before deciding whether they were destined for success. So far, Sophie hadn’t wowed him with her traveling abilities, but he had learned a few things about her. He learned that she was the type to unpack every last item in her suitcase before settling down, the type to stroke the remote with an antiseptic wipe she’d brought from home. The type who apparently couldn’t relax even when relaxation was the only item on their agenda.

By the time she was finished with her evening routine, she  said she was too tired to move. Elian jacked off quietly in the bed at her side, imagining Sophie stripped down on all fours in the center of the rumpled covers and what he would do to her.

“They don’t even make the bed right,” Sophie muttered before she rolled over. “I like my sheets tightly tucked.”

 



In the morning, Elian hoped to woo Sophie to what he considered the sweet debauchery of hotel living. He wanted to laze in bed for hours, to call room service for Eggs Benedict and mimosas, to get French bread crumbs in the bed. Crumbs he wouldn’t have to worry about, because some nameless, faceless maid would magically produce fresh white sheets by the time they returned from sightseeing.

If Sophie could only see how fun eating toast in bed was, maybe she’d agree to munch on buttered scones every so often in his bed at home.

But by the time Elian awoke, Sophie was dressed and waiting for him. Not only did she seem anxious for him to get dressed, but for him to physically move, so that she could remake the bed. He didn’t understand at first what she was asking, but slowly the concept seeped into his pre-caffeinated brain: to Elian’s dismay, Sophie was actually going to clean their room before the maid arrived.

“I don’t want her to think we’re slobs,” Sophie said, neatly folding even the few washcloths that she’d used.

“That’s her job,” Elian said softly as he pulled on a pair of jeans.

“To think we’re slobs?”

“To clean up,” Elian replied through clenched teeth. He couldn’t even look at his girlfriend. Had he actually wanted to fuck her last night? Now, when she got close, he thought he smelled that antiseptic wipe she used on everything. Was there  ever a moment when Sophie wasn’t clean smelling, freshly washed, minty tasting?

“Let’s just go,” Elian said, hand on the door, watching while Sophie made the bed. He was enjoying their hotel stay less and less, although he did have to admire how well Sophie was able to create those neat hospital corners with the sheets. She refused to be rushed, and when she was finished, the room looked as pristine as it had upon check-in. Even cleaner, Elian thought to himself, because Sophie had gotten on her hands and knees to pick up a few specks of lint in one corner.

He felt the beginning of a headache shoot through his temples as he watched her write a note to the maid, then place the folded square with a five dollar bill on the dresser.

If she was going to do such a thorough job, at least she could wear the cute little maid outfit he’d bought her for Valentine’s Day. But she’d told him the outfit—as well as the fantasy—was demeaning, and she had brought the flouncy uniform back to the store.

 



When they returned from sightseeing, Elian discovered that the maid had left a note of her own:
Thank you very much for the tip.

You don’t need to make the bed since I change the sheets every day.

—Bella





He showed the note to Sophie, who announced in her haughtiest tone that she didn’t care. She’d make the bed anyway. And she did. Every day. Tightly tucking the sheets, going on her knees to pick up any stray bits of fluff, creating a home away from home.

A home Elian wasn’t sure he liked.
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On their final day, an unexpected downpour proved that weathermen are not omniscient. “We don’t have to sightsee every single moment,” Elian said. He could feel himself getting excited. The rain meant that they could stay in, order room service, maybe watch a little porn on the TV. “Part of the vacation is meant to be spent just relaxing,” Elian continued.

Sophie was having none of that. She had the same way of speaking as his second grade teacher, a teacher who’d brooked no horseplay. “None of that,” she’d say, with a way of pursing her lips in disapproval that made Elian feel dirty.

“Just move, so I can make the bed,” she insisted, and rather than argue, Elian perched on the armchair and watched. Hospital corners. Sheets so taut you could bounce a quarter off the center. Tightly tucked, just the way Sophie liked them.

“I’m not going,” Elian said. If Sophie was going to act like a schoolmarm, then Elian was going to respond by being a brat. He couldn’t help himself. He wished he had a slingshot.

Once she had the room spotless once more, Sophie took her camera and the rain slicker she’d brought just in case (of course), and left Elian alone. Oh, thank fucking god. Alone. For the first time in five days, he was by himself. Immediately, and with the glee of a kid playing hooky, he stripped off the counterpane and jumped on the bed. He bounced for a few minutes before rolling off the mattress like a puppy and rearranging all of the furniture in the room. He was gleeful, beside himself with the pleasure that he always felt when staying at hotels. Finally, he remembered exactly why he liked to travel. He pulled open the minibar and made himself a Bloody Mary, then watched a good hour and a half of porn before falling asleep.

Elian was in a heavy dreamy daze when a knock on the door woke him. He decided that Sophie must have forgotten her  key—although if he’d been all the way awake, he would have realized how unlike Sophie that would have been. Yawning, he stumbled to the latch, wearing only his gray sweats and sporting a sleep-hardened erection. In the hallway stood the maid, pert and perfectly adorable, with short curly blonde hair and clear, blue eyes. She took one look at Elian and said, “You’re not the one making the fucking bed, are you?”

Elian smiled.

This wasn’t a girl who would have said no to a French maid outfit. He’d only just met her, but he was sure. If he were to buy her vinyl, or leather, or schoolgirl plaid, she would slide into any fantasy confection with no more hesitation than it took to shoot him a wicked grin. The same wicked one she was giving him now.

Elian took a step back and invited her in. Something in his attitude must have let her know what he wanted, and she obliged, leaving her cart in the hall. There was no discussion about what he wanted from her, no need to press the red square button to get what he was after. Bella came easily into his arms, a lithe, athletic body that he lifted in an automatic embrace. He kissed her mouth, then her freckled cheeks, then nibbled on her earlobes. He moved her with him into the bathroom and they took a shower together, getting warm and wet and soapy, laughing as they dried each other off.

Oh, she was so different from Sophie. Sophie who wouldn’t get her hair wet, because the water would make her chestnut waves turn frizzy. Sophie who folded each towel neatly after patting herself dry. Elian watched as Bella dropped the towels in a soggy heap on the floor, and he wanted to go on his knees right then on the slippery white tiles and propose. Instead, the two were halfway to the bed before he grabbed her and threw her down on the plush, crimson carpeting that Sophie had picked  lint off of on her hands and knees. He moved Bella on top of him into a still-damp sixty-nine.

She might not have been aces with a vacuum, but the girl knew how to use her tongue, sliding the tip along his cock in a dreamy way while dragging her nails against his skin.

Elian followed her lead, tickling her inner thighs while keeping his mouth busy on her cunt. He breathed in deep, focusing on the way she tasted, clean from the shower, of course, but musky beneath—earthy and real and delicious. Her fragrance was rich and heady and entirely unlike the antiseptic flavor of Sophie’s well-douched vagina. Sophie never really liked sixty-nining. She would suck Elian occasionally when requested, but she pushed him away when he tried to go down on her.

How odd, he thought now, that Sophie seemed to prefer going down on her hands and knees and picking microscopic specs off the carpet to going down on him.

He lapped at Bella with no thought of what she was doing to his cock. He was lost within the walls of her pussy, drinking each drop of her sweetness. When he felt he was on the verge of coming, he pushed thoughts of his own pleasure away, moving so that he was out of her reach, lying flat on the floor between her legs and concentrating totally on giving her pleasure. She wrapped her slim, strong thighs around him and let him work, whispering what she wanted, how she liked it.

“Harder,” she groaned, when she needed more pressure, “faster, ohhh, please, faster,” and he made those spiraling little circles as quickly as he could until she pressed her hips forward and drenched his lips with the juices of her climax. The taste was sublime, like the first drop of whiskey from a tiny minibar bottle.

 



By the time Sophie arrived back at the hotel, Bella and Elian were on their second beer. Sophie didn’t know what to make of  the scene, so Elian told her. “You’re doing Bella’s job. Cleaning. Folding. Making the bed. So I invited her to do yours…kick back, relax, make love.”

Only moments later, Sophie left with her very neatly folded clothes in her suitcase. Bella and Elian had another beer, then climbed back beneath the tightly tucked sheets.






FROM RUSSIA WITH LUST

Stan Kent

 



 



 



 



 



 




I travel a lot. So many airports, so many hotel rooms, so many boring business meals—the novelty of being sent to an exotic location soon wears off. Yes, there are the perks. Millions of frequent flyer miles I’ll never use, fast track through screening and passport control, some very cool shopping opportunities, and the chance to time a trip at exactly the same time that a very special, once-in-a-lifetime concert is happening. What a coincidence! Imagine that. How fortunate that the customer needed a meeting that simply couldn’t be handled any other way than face-to-face. And speaking of the personal touch, there’s always the chance when traveling of a fleeting encounter of the sexy kind. I’m not talking about a rip-off lap dance designed to separate you from those expense report dollars carefully disguised as “Miscellaneous Snacks,” but a collision of bodies, an exchange of passions where strangers meet and end up something more, if only for an hour or two one night before that early morning flight back home.

In all my years of globe-trotting, however, I must say that such experiences are rare. I can count them on my fingers. Let’s see, there was that time in Sydney—that was her name and it was the town, talk about synchronicity—and then there was Tonje from Oslo, and, oh, yeah that one night in Bangkok, and well now I mention it there was that time in the Arctic Circle and the Japanese students at the Ice Hotel, and how could I forget the birds from Birmingham—England, not Alabama—okay, maybe fingers and toes will be needed to keep track, but don’t get the wrong impression from my open kimono time. I’m not a jet-set lothario. When measured against the hundreds of trips I’ve taken, these few business trip bonks are like winning the lottery. Most of the time the release of sexual tension is a quick wank in the hotel room to whatever passes for porn in that part of the world.

And so it goes. I was in Moscow nearing the end of a long winter trip. I was tired from the endless negotiations that Russians are expert at prolonging; too tired to go to the Tsunami, the local titty bar, for a lap dance or perhaps even a backroom private session. That’s how tired I was. Mentally beat, so I flicked on the tube and beat my meat to pay-for-view Russki porn which was actually from Germany. It was a kinky little number, the title of which somehow got lost in translation from German to Russian to English as Down the Long Deep Dark Tunnel. It was about a woman whose clitoris was up her butt—a Euroanal rip-off of Deep Throat, but done with a fine attention to fetish, with the lifting up of leather skirts and the pulling down of glowing pink thong panties and white seamed tights, all in skyscraper tall Nu-Rock platform boots with much gyrating and head tossing of fluorescent hair, all done to a booming Teutonic techno soundtrack—tasty.

I was lying on the bed naked, stroking away, almost at the point of no return, when I noticed that the curtains weren’t quite  drawn. The hotel was an intimate courtyard affair and all the rooms faced each other so it was very easy to see into other rooms when the lights were on. It was the dark, dark Russian winter, and I was enjoying my virtual trip Down the Long Deep Dark Tunnel, but a slight sense of modesty, or perhaps embarrassment, overcame me. I wasn’t ashamed so much as worried that someone would think I was a loser for wanking to hotel porn when in Russia there are many willing Natashas to ease the traveler’s burden. Call me vain, but I got up, while not missing a beat, to close the drapes.

Now there is one thing I’ve noticed that all my frequent traveler fuckings have had in common. They all happen when I’m least expecting it. All the good stuff, the winning of the licentious lottery, happens when I’m not looking for it, when I don’t bother buying a ticket for the casual sex sweepstakes. I’m usually rushing here or there and a hottie happens to bend to straighten her stockings, and I notice her Christian Louboutins and Wolfords, and I pay her a compliment on her choice of leg and foot coverings and then life gets interesting. It’s that chance encounter that simply can’t happen when you’re on the hunt. That’s why titty bars can be frustrating and require so much investment for the slim chance of any return.
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