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After a low key night in his room thinking about the incredible sex he had with Aisha and nearly getting caught by Khalid, Trent was hesitant to go downstairs for breakfast.  He was hoping he wouldn't run into Mr. Bashar, the hotel manager, who knew what happened with Aisha and he didn't know what Khalid knew so he didn't want to see them until he was able to talk to Aisha alone.

He went downstairs and as he was about to be seated for breakfast he heard a voice behind him, "Mr. Fiorella, would you mind if I had a word with you.?" He turned around and it was Mr. Bashar.  The two men stepped outside away from the other guests eating, "Mr. Fiorella, your private life is not any of my concern, however I hope you can appreciate that if your actions impact this hotel then it becomes my concern.  Please consider this during the rest of your stay here."  Trent nodded, "I understand completely.  I assure you it was a mistake that won't happen again."  Mr. Bashar nodded back and went back into the restaurant leaving Trent feeling a sense of relief, knowing he needed to be extra careful.

As he was walking back into the restaurant he saw Aisha up by the buffet area with Khalid a few feet away near the omelet station.  She was dressed in a way that was modest but still managed to show off her figure, her eyes scanning the room nervously.  Their eyes met and she gave him a quick nod before turning away to grab some fruit.  Trent felt his cock twitch just at the sight of her.

He didn't want to push his luck so he sat off to the side, so as not to let Khalid notice him.  He watched to see if she gave him any signs.  He assumed if they were at breakfast together Khalid didn't push her too much about why the room and bed were a mess and she was able to navigate the awkwardness of him coming back early and finding her in such a state.

Aisha's eyes flickered in his direction, she couldn't help looking his way but needed to be careful because although everything was ok last night she felt that Khalid was slightly suspicious of things when he got to the room yesterday.  

Khalid walked past her grabbing her arm tightly and leading her to a table for them to sit at.  Trent saw how aggressive he was so he wondered what actually happened with them after he escaped from the room.  Khalid sat and looked at her, "Aisha, something seems off about you, tell me again what happened in the room yesterday," probing her to see if her story was consistent.  "I told you, I spilled tea.  Before I had a chance to straighten up you came back and I wasn't fully dressed yet."  Khalid studied her, "You seem nervous, what's going on?"

She thought quickly, "It's you, you're making me a little uneasy by asking me so much about it." She tried to smile sweetly, hoping that her nervousness would be mistaken for something less scandalous. "I'm sorry if I upset you. It's just that the bed was so...unmade and you acted so strange when I came in."

"Can we just forget about it and try and have a nice breakfast?" Aisha's voice was a soft melody of sweetness and desperation. Khalid's gaze searched hers, the tension palpable in the air between them. Trent watched from his corner, making sure he stayed hidden from Khalid's view.

He waited for them to finish breakfast and leave the restaurant before he dared get up and head back to his room. He did not want to talk to Khalid regardless if he knew anything or not, at least until he spoke to Aisha to find out 

He had to go into the city for a couple of business meetings and when he returned later he hoped he'd be able to see her but it would be challenging.  As he was getting into his taxi he saw Khalid leaving the hotel to wait for his own taxi, figuring he'd be out for the day tending to his own business ventures.

Trent couldn't get her off his mind, he had to see her again and decided he would take the risk. He waited until Khalid's taxi had driven off and then he went back into the hotel and took the elevator up to the 6th floor.  He hoped that Mr. Bashar wasn't around.  He walked down the hallway and knocked lightly on her door, his heart racing like a wild horse in his chest.  He knew he was taking a huge risk but the allure was too great to ignore.

The door cracked open and Aisha peeked out, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement.  She looked both ways down the hall and pulled him inside quickly, shutting the door and locking it behind him.  "Trent, what are you doing here?  If Khalid finds out..." she whispered.

He began asking her what happened after he snuck out.  Aisha, keeping her voice down said, "He was suspicious but he believed me, I think. He's not one to question a woman's word unless there's clear evidence against it."  She looked around the room nervously, "You need to leave." He told her, "Will you meet me later?  Somewhere in the hotel where no one can see us?"  She thought for a moment, "He won't be back until five, but since he came back early yesterday and he's suspicious, maybe he will try and surprise me and return earlier."  Trent blurted out, "I'll be back around one from my meetings."

Aisha knew they couldn't be seen together, "I will go to the indoor pool.  There are cameras though, but not in the showers or changing rooms.  I can meet you there, but we have to be careful."  Trent nodded eagerly, "I know, one of the hotel managers knows what happened."  Aisha was shocked to hear this, "What?  How?"  He didn't have time to explain, "I'll tell you later, for now, I'll see you at the pool, I'll be in the changing room."  He kissed her quickly and left.

After tending to his business meetings he returned to the hotel, he saw a couple of members of the staff near the desk look at him strange and he wondered if Mr. Bashar had mentioned anything to some of the hotel workers, maybe to keep an eye on him.  He went up to his room and changed into his casual clothing and took his bathing suit and robe up to the pool area.  He went into the changing room and kept checking his watch.  There was no one else in the changing area and only a few people hanging out near the outdoor pool area and the spa area.  He was deciding on whether to go to the indoor pool, hot tub area, or shower and wait for Aisha or stay near the changing area and wait to see if he would see her walking.  He was mindful of the cameras in the area, especially since he saw the staff looking at him when he got back to the hotel.

He decided to go take a stroll around the pool and hot tub area just to see if anyone was still hanging around there and then he would decide where to wait for Aisha.  As he was walking back to the indoor pool, he heard the door to the changing room open and shut and he knew she had arrived.  He took a deep breath and headed towards the indoor pool.

When he reached the area he only saw one man in the pool doing laps, which was perfect.  He knew that the pool had cameras, but the shower and changing area didn’t.  He pretended to just be checking out the area when he spotted Aisha walk in, he didn't make things obvious and they made eye contact and he simply walked past her heading back to the changing rooms where things were more private.  

She did the same as him, walked around the hot tub as if to check them out and then left the area but she wasn't sure where he had gone.  He held the door open to the men's changing area until he saw her down the hall and she was able to see him let it shut.  She quietly slipped in without anyone noticing.  When she walked in she whispered to him, "What are we doing here, we can't be caught."

"Don't worry, no one is in the changing room" he told her and led her to one of the private stalls, which full enclosed, and shut the door and locked it.  "Trent..I'm nervous," she whispered.  He stepped closer to her and placed his hand on her cheek, "It's ok, we're just going to talk, that's all."  He could feel her racing heart as he leaned in to kiss her and she melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck.  His other hand went to her waist and began to explore under the fabric of her Abaya.

He started to pull it up over her head and she had on a different set of lingerie today, a delicate lace bra and matching thong that barely contained her ample breasts and shaved mound. He let out a low whistle, "You're so fucking beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. Aisha blushed, her heart racing as she felt the cool air kiss her exposed skin.

"Do you like them?  I got this one too the other day. No one can know I have these." She said with a seductive smile, her eyes gleaming with excitement.  He nodded, his eyes taking in every inch of her exposed skin.  "They are beautiful on you," he said, his voice a gentle caress against her ear.  He reached behind her and unclipped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her firm, round breasts with their dark areola and hardened nipples. He took one in his mouth and sucked on it while playing with the other one with his hand.

She let out a soft moan, "Oh, Trent," as his mouth moved to her other breast, his tongue teasing the sensitive peak before he took it between his teeth and gently tugged. Her hand found its way to the front of his swim shorts, feeling his erection straining against the fabric. She stroked it, feeling it grow harder with each passing second. His hands roamed down her body, tracing the curves of her waist and hips before he slipped his thumbs under the waistband of her thong.

His fingers reached around from her ass cheek following the curves of her ass before reaching the wetness of her vagina, she was soaking wet with desire. She let out a gasp as he gently slid a finger just over it to tease her.

She was rubbing his increasingly hard cock through his swim shorts now, feeling the pulse of his desire against her palm.  "You're driving me crazy," he murmured against her neck, his breath hot and ragged. "Let me take care of that for you." she said as she dropped to her knees and pulled down the swim shorts, his cock nearly hitting her in the eye.  She took it in her hands and began to stroke it gently, her thumb playing with the tip.

He looked down at her and she softly licked the tip a few times before hollowing out her mouth and taking the entire length into her mouth. His eyes rolled back into his head and a low groan escaped his lips.  Aisha's eyes remained locked on his, the intensity of their connection only heightened by the danger of their situation. The velvety warmth of her mouth enveloped him, her tongue swirling around his shaft, teasing and taunting as she took him deeper. He could feel his balls tightening with every bob of her head, and he knew he needed to hold out.

This wasn't something common for Muslim women to do, but Aisha was incredible at it, she massaged his balls with one hand while the other hand held the base of his cock steady. Her technique was exquisite and Trent felt his knees wobble slightly. He reached down and took her by the shoulders, "Aisha, I'm going to cum," he warned her. She looked up at him with those dark, espresso eyes and nodded, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder, eager for his release.

"No, I want you to feel pleasure too...stand up." Trent's voice was a hoarse whisper of desire, and Aisha obeyed, her eyes never leaving his as she rose to her feet. He stepped back and allowed her to take off her thong.  He took her hand so she could lean down onto the outward partition for sitting, her body bent over and her ass at his waist level.

He knelt down behind her, kissing her lower back as he spread her legs apart.  He could see her wetness glisten in the soft light of the changing room.  He kissed her inner thighs before moving his mouth closer to her pussy.  He could smell the sweet scent of her arousal.  He spread her labia apart with his thumbs and took a long, slow lick from her clit to her ass, making her gasp.  His tongue circled her clit, flicking it rapidly while his hands gripped her hips tightly, keeping her in place.

Her breaths grew ragged, her body shaking with every touch of his tongue. He could feel her thighs tightening around his head as she approached climax. He pulled back and stood up, positioning himself behind her, the tip of his erection brushing against her wetness. "I need to be inside you," he groaned, and she nodded, biting her bottom lip. He slid into her, inch by delicious inch, filling her completely. Her moans echoed off the tiles, and he knew he had to be gentle, and had to be careful not to be too loud.

He held a steady pace, allowing his shaft to glide into her, feeling her warm walls contract around him. She pushed back against him, urging him deeper, her breathy whimpers urging him on. She had been dying to feel his girth inside of her, she was so horny that it didn't take long for her to reach her peak. Her pussy clenched around him and she let out a stifled scream "Oh shit, Trent!" she whispered harshly. He knew she was trying to keep it down so no one heard them.

He rubbed her ass pressing his fingers into her soft flesh as he continued pumping into her, "Trent...you feel amazing." she whispered as his hips rocked back and both.  Then they both heard the door open to the changing room but he didn't stop despite her turning back in fear.  "Just keep going, we're fine," he reassured her, his voice a seductive purr.  She bit her lip hard and let out a muffled moan as he pushed into her, the sound of a locker opening and closing barely registering over the pounding of their hearts.  

They heard a voice outside the stall, two men talking in Turkish, their laughter echoing through the empty space. The sound of their footsteps grew closer, sending a shiver of excitement down Trent's spine as he pushed deeper into Aisha, her muffled gasps barely audible over the sound of the conversation. The risk of being caught added a layer of exhilaration to their forbidden encounter, making every sensation more intense.

Then she squealed and one of them in Turkish said to the other one, "Someone is in here!"  Aisha hit Trent on the hand to tell him to stop, Trent hadn't understood what they said because they were speaking in Turkish. She looked over her shoulder and put her finger over her mouth, she was still bent over and Trent still had his dick buried in her.  He nodded letting her know he understood her.

One of the Turkish men said, "Did you hear that?  It sounded like a child or woman."  Trent and Aisha froze, his cock still deep inside her, his hand over her mouth.  They held their breaths, listening intently.  The footsteps grew closer and Trent knew he had to think quickly.  He whispered to her, "I'm going to pretend like I'm leaving, you stay here.  I'll leave my robe here so they don't come in to use it."  

He slowly pulled his dick out of her, making sure to keep it as quiet as possible.  She nodded again, her eyes wide with fear but also excitement. He quickly pulled his swim suit on and walked out pretending he was just going to wash his hands at the sink, "Gentlemen" he said as he stepped out and shut his stall door.  They both nodded to him and went back to their conversation, they were too busy getting changed to pay any attention to Trent.

He washed his hands and went back to the stall, she looked at him and he nodded, she bent over again and he took his swim shorts off and slid back into her, she was so wet she was practically begging for it.  The footsteps grew fainter, the voices of the men becoming a distant murmur as they moved away from the changing room. Trent began pumping in and out at a casual pace, Aisha's eyes were half closed moaning quietly as she tried to keep her pleasure contained.  She knew they couldn't keep taking these risks but the feeling was incredible and she felt another orgasm brewing.

Her ass bounced slightly with every thrust he made, her cheeks red with arousal.  He reached around and began playing with her clit again, feeling it swell under his fingertips.  She was so close, she was going to cum again.  She couldn’t believe she was doing this, it was so wrong but oh so right.  The adrenaline from almost getting caught had her pussy gripping him even tighter.

She couldn't stay quiet anymore, the pleasure was too intense. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space as she climbed closer to the edge of ecstasy. Trent felt her walls tighten around him, her pussy contracting in anticipation of release. He knew they were pushing their luck, but the thrill of being caught was like a drug, driving him to be bolder. He picked up the pace, his hips slapping against her ass.

"Trent," she moaned, her voice a mix of passion and panic, "I'm going to cum again." He gripped her hips tightly, his own climax approaching. The sound of their bodies colliding grew louder, a symphony of desire that seemed to resonate through the changing room.

As Aisha's orgasm crashed over her, she let out a heavy moan that was muffled by her hand, her body trembling with the intensity of it. Trent could feel her pussy clench around his cock, her juices flowing down his shaft and coating his balls. He knew he wouldn't last much longer, the pressure building in his own body. He was slamming into her harder trying to reach the finish line himself, Aisha panted "Oh, God..Trent!"

With a final powerful push and deep moan he erupted inside of her, "Ah, Aisha, fuck!" His hot cum filled her up and she felt it spurt against her cervix.  "Shh," she whispered, her hand still over her mouth as she felt his warmth fill her. He groaned and leaned into her, his hands on the partition to keep from falling over.  They both took a moment to catch their breaths, the danger of being caught only making their encounter that much more explosive.

She spoke in a hushed tone, "I need a minute..my..my body..I can hardly stand up." He nodded and stepped back, allowing her to regain her composure. As she straightened up, he couldn't help but admire the way her abaya clung to her curves, the fabric whispering secrets of their recent passion. They both knew they had crossed a line, but the thrill of the forbidden had only served to fan the flames of their desire.

He put on his swim suit and robe, "You stay here, I need to go make sure no one is around or outside in the hallway."  He stepped out of the stall and checked the coast was clear, then signaled for her to come out.  "When can we see one another again?" he asked her, his voice still shaky from the intensity of their encounter.  She took a deep breath, "I'll find a way to get in touch with you," she whispered, her eyes never leaving him.  With that she left the changing room, her abaya swaying slightly as she walked away from him.

He waited about ten more minutes and made his way up to his room.  When the elevator opened he saw Khalid waiting to take the elevator down, he froze but tried not to look unnatural.  He thought Khalid was gone and he and Aisha were fucking not 10 minutes ago and Khalid may have been at the hotel.  "Hello, Khalid," Trent said with a forced smile, his heart racing.

"Hello, Mr. Fiorella," Khalid responded with a nod, his eyes lingering on Trent for a brief second before he allowed Trent to exit the elevator while Khalid entered it.  As Trent began to walk away Khalid said, "Your skin is flushed and you seem quite...refreshed.  Did you enjoy the steam room?"  Trent felt the blood rush to his face and hoped it wasn't as evident as he felt it was, "Ah, yes, it was quite relaxing.  Nothing like a little heat to open up the pores and the mind."  He gave a small chuckle and continued to walk away.  Khalid held the elevator and yelled out, "You must have seen Aisha down there, she said she had spent some time around the spa area?"

Trent stopped in his tracks and turned around, "Yes, I did run into her actually.  She was grabbing a towel while I was heading into the pool area" he said with a calmness that belied the tumult in his stomach. Khalid's gaze sharpened for a split second before returning to its usual casual demeanor, "Ah, good. She enjoys those places, I hope she wasn't bothered by anyone." There was a hint of a challenge in his tone, a silent warning that he would not tolerate any misbehavior.

The elevator shut and Trent was beginning to walk to his room but turned down the hall and walked over to Aisha's room.  He felt it was safe enough since Khalid just went down in the elevator.  She opened the door, "What are you doing here?  Khalid was just here."  Trent whispered, "I know I just saw him in the elevator.  He got back early, did he question you about anything?"

Her eyes widened slightly, "Yes...shhhh...you can't be here, if he sees you he'll think..." she trailed off, her voice quivering "Please...I will figure out another way to meet, but you need to leave."  Her heart was racing, the fear of discovery was consuming her.

Later that evening before she and Khalid were set to go off for dinner, she waited for Khalid to step into the shower and she left the room and walked down the hall.  She slipped a note under Trent's door and hurried back to her room before Khalid had finished showering.  Trent noticed it when he walked over to the closet to grab a shirt and picked it up.  It read, "Tomorrow, your room, I'll knock on your door at 2 PM.  If you don't answer, I won't come back."

The next day was a blur of anticipation, Trent's mind racing with the possibilities of what could happen.  He had a meeting in the morning but was done by 1 PM.  He went back to his room and took a quick shower, then threw on some jeans and a shirt and waited.  He checked his watch and it was 2 PM on the dot, when he heard a soft knock at the door.  His heart racing, he took a deep breath and opened it to reveal Aisha, standing there in a simple Arabic styled dress, but he was more concerned about what was underneath it.

Her eyes were full of want and need, and she stepped into his room, closing the door quietly behind her.  "Khalid won't be back for hours," she murmured, her voice barely audible.  Before she could say anything else, he grabbed her and pressed her against the wall, kissing her deeply.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, grinding her hips against his already growing erection.

Trent could feel her heart racing through the thin fabric of her dress, her breath hot and rapid against his lips. He slid his hands down to cup her ass, feeling the firm flesh beneath the silky material. He lifted her up slightly, her legs tightening around him, and walked them over to the bed, laying her down gently.

Aisha's hands lifted his shirt, her nails grazing his chest, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He reciprocated by untying the delicate knot that held her dress together, allowing it to fall open and reveal her barely contained breasts, the nipples peaked and eager. The dress pooled around her waist, he lifted the bottom up to reveal her panties, he slid his fingers into the waistband to slide them down her legs.

Her fingers fumbled with his zipper trying to hurriedly get his penis out, he brushed his hand over her pussy and she was dripping wet.  The last few days of feeling him inside of her had made her crave even more of him.  She moved his pants just past his ass just enough to feel his cock, which was stiff as a board.  She lifted her legs onto his shoulders giving him an easy angle, he was on his knees and he held his shaft guiding it into her wet pussy.  He pushed it in slowly and she gripped the bed sheets tightly.

He held onto her legs and began gradually pushing in, almost teasing her, her mouth was open wide, her eyes nearly closed and she let out a slow moan as he inched in, "ohhh...shit!"  She whispered his name, feeling his cock stretch and fill her up completely.  He pushed in until he hit the hilt and held it there for a moment, feeling the warmth of her tight pussy, savoring it.

Her fingers dug into the bed as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Aisha's eyes rolled back in her head, her breathing becoming shallower with each stroke. "Ahhhhh...uhhhh...yes, Trent," she whispered, her voice a symphony of need. He watched the expressions flit across her face, a kaleidoscope of passion and pleasure, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson that matched the color of her plump, swollen lips.

He felt a sense of pride seeing her reaction to his methodical thrusts, her moans growing louder with each stroke. They didn't have to worry about being loud since they were in his room this time. He pulled out, crawled off the bed and grabbed her, yanking her towards the edge of the bed.  He grabbed her ankles as he stood slightly crouched and slid back into her, "Ohhh..it's so....deep" she gasped, her eyes fluttering as he began to pump her like he was trying to drill for oil.  Her tits bounced with every thrust and she felt like she was going to pass out.  She had never had anyone pump into her with such determination before.

"Oh fuck...Trent...fuck...it's....it's..." Aisha's words trailed off into a symphony of pleasure-filled sounds as he pounded into her, the mattress rocking back and forth sliding a little off balance.  The sensation of his thick cock filling her was a drug she hadn't even known she'd been craving.  The way he looked at her, the way he touched her, it was as if he knew every spot that would make her scream out his name.  

Trent sensed she was on the brink of having an explosive orgasm and he began ramming into her at an accelerated pace, "Fuck...ohhhh...yes...yes!" she moaned louder with each thrust, her nails digging deeper into the comforter.  He held onto her ankles tight and was pummeling her pussy and she couldn't hold back anymore.  Her orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave, she threw her head back and screamed his name so loud he was sure someone could hear.

He continued pumping into her and her orgasm still hadn’t ceased, it just kept on going. Her pussy was tightening around him and he knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. He watched as she bit her bottom lip trying to keep her moans to a minimum. "You're going to make me cum again," she gasped, her eyes wide with disbelief.

He held out, waiting for her to achieve a second orgasm, the muscles in his arms flexing as he held her ankles high, watching her face contort with pleasure. When her moans grew more intense and her eyes rolled back into her head, he knew she was there. He released her ankles, flipping her over and reaching under her waist to lift her pelvis higher, he grabbed his hard cock and tilted his head down to see her asshole glistening with her juices.

Without warning, he pushed the tip of his cock into her tight ass, she yelped in shock and pleasure, "Ohh...no...Trent!" she exclaimed but her body was betraying her, she was pushing back against his cock, her body begging for more. Anal was widely forbidden in Muslim culture, even in marriage, but here she was craving it like a starved animal.

He grabbed her shoulders and yanked her back, allowing his cock to sink deeper into her virgin ass. Aisha gasped and whimpered, the sensation both shocking and exhilarating. The taboo nature of their act only added to the intensity of the moment, her body shaking with a mix of pleasure and fear. The head of his cock breached her tight ring of muscle, stretching her deliciously as he pushed past the threshold of pain into a realm of ecstasy she never knew existed.

She was whimpering in pain and ecstacy, "Oh...oh...oh...it's...uhhhhh...it feels...so good!" she moaned. He continued his assault on her body, watching his cock disappear into her tight asshole. The sight was intoxicating, he had never felt more powerful or desired. Her ass cheeks clapped against his hips as he thrust into her, the sound echoing in the room, mixing with their heavy breaths and muffled moans.

Aisha placed her face on the mattress surrendering to Trent's powerful strokes into her ass, her body quivering with the intensity of her second climax. Her pussy was still pulsing around his shaft, the sensation of being filled in both holes almost too much to handle. Trent felt her tighten around him and knew she was close to the edge again. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, "You're so fucking beautiful when you cum for me, Aisha."

Her body responded to his words, her pussy clenching and releasing in a rhythm that matched the pounding of his cock into her ass. She could feel his balls slapping against her, adding to the sensation of fullness. "Ah...Trent...yes...yes!" she screamed into the pillow, her voice muffled but the desperation clear. Her orgasm grew in intensity, her body shaking and her eyes squeezed shut. She didn't know how much more she could take, but she didn't want it to stop.

He knew it was a matter of time before he'd start to cum and he didn't want it to end, "I'm...I'm...going to...cum," he grunted, trying to hold back. Aisha's response was to push back harder onto his cock, taking him in deeper and letting him know she was ready for it. He let go, his cock pulsed and spurted hot, thick cum deep into her ass, filling her up.  He kept moving, letting it all out until he had nothing left.  He collapsed onto the bed, his cock still buried inside her, both of them panting and sweaty.

"Oh my God...I've never had sex that good," Aisha murmured into the pillow, her body trembling in the aftermath of her climax. The forbidden nature of their encounter had only served to amplify the intensity of their connection, leaving her feeling both satiated and insatiable.

They took time to catch their breaths, the energy expended in this illicit encounter leaving them both dizzy with desire. Trent's cock remained nestled in Aisha's ass, the warmth of his cum inside her making her feel complete. He kissed her back, his lips tracing the curve of her spine, sending shivers down her body. She rolled over onto her side and his dick slipped out of her, her legs still shaking from the intensity of her orgasms.

"I should get dressed and get back before Khalid returns," Aisha whispered, her voice still heavy from getting fucked so hard. She tried to stand up off the bed but her legs gave out.  "Give me a second," Trent said, his voice thick with satisfaction. He grabbed a towel and wiped off his sweat and cum that was smeared on his chest and stomach, "Let me help you up," he offered, his hands sliding under her arms, his touch gentle.

He helped her sit up, her ass was sore from his rough penetration, but the pain was a reminder of the incredible feeling of him filling her so completely. She looked down at her dress, it was still bunched around her waist, her pussy and ass exposed. She took a deep breath and began to pull it down, wincing slightly as the fabric brushed against her sensitive skin.

"I only have one more night before I fly back," Trent said as she got dressed.  "I know, I will find a way to get away from Khalid again tomorrow," Aisha replied to him, "I wish we could run off and spend a few weeks together."  He thought for a second, "Maybe we could meet when I fly over to Europe or the Gulf Region, you could fly to the city I'm in?"  She looked at him like he was crazy, "Trent, in my culture they don't allow women who are engaged or married travel alone."

"Then is tomorrow the last time we'll be together? Trent asked, his voice tinged with a hint of desperation. "I just don't know how we'll see one another.  Let's not think about it, let's just make tomorrow as incredible as today was.  Cancel all your work meetings and I'll come to your room at 10 AM after Khalid leaves." Aisha said with a mischievous smile.

She went back to her room and when Khalid got home she faked a migraine so as not to have to talk to him or go out that night.  The only thing on her mind was tomorrow's rendezvous with Trent.  Her pussy was still throbbing and her ass was still feeling the burn from his thick cock.  She laid in bed and touched herself thinking about how much she wanted to feel him inside of her again.  She kept thinking about how much she'd miss him and how badly she didn't want to be with Khalid anymore.

While Khalid went downstairs to get something to eat she called Trent's room.  When he picked up she said, "I want your number, I want to be able to communicate with you.  I don't know what I'm going to do when you leave."  Trent tried to calm her down and tell her they could think of a way to meet, like he mentioned and added, "Can you just break it off with Khalid?"  She sighed heavily, "Trent, you don't understand, it's not that simple.  Our families know one another, in our culture it's like you're committing a crime.  What about you, your wife?"  He was silent for a moment, "Well, Rachel and I are, let's just say I'm away a lot on business and feel disconnected at times, and I met you and things just...I don't know it's different.  I want to see you, I come over here often. You have to find a way.  You should go, we will talk tomorrow.  Save my number as some fake business or something."  She told him goodbye and then went to sleep thinking about what to do, but also with excitement about seeing him tomorrow, hopefully not for the last time.

The next morning she pretended to still be feeling a little under the weather but Khalid made her go down to have breakfast thinking she needed something in her stomach.  He told her he didn't want to leave her if she wasn't feeling well.  She couldn't have that so she insisted to him, "No...no you go to your meeting, I'll go to the sauna later to relax but will be fine.  I don't want you to stay here and miss your business affairs."  She had to convince him, even though he was being overprotective, "I promise, I'll be okay."  He kissed her forehead and left, looking back at her with concern.

She waited a few more minutes then went upstairs where she rushed to get herself ready for Trent.  As she put on one of the sexy lingerie sets she kept hidden, and a modest hajib, Khalid walked back in the suite, and she froze, "Khalid!  You're back?"  He looked at her, "You changed?  Where are you going?"  She panicked, "I...I thought I'd go for a walk, maybe the sunlight and fresh air might do me a bit of good."  He nodded, "Okay, just make sure to cover up."  She nodded, "I will, I promise," she said and kissed his cheek, feeling guilty for deceiving him, but her heart was racing at the thought of seeing Trent again.

He walked out and she held her door open waiting to hear the elevator door close and she walked out in a rush, she looked to see if any of the hotel cleaning staff were out in the hall before knocking on Trent's door. He opened it and she quickly moved inside frightened of anyone seeing her go inside his room.  "Are you ok?" he asked.  She hugged him, "Just the secrecy and trying not to be seen.  I'm scared, but it's ok now.  I'm here.  We have all day." and she slowly took her hajib off revealing the lace set of matching bra and panties, and Trent's cock began getting hard.

She got on her knees and began pulling down the shorts he had on, his cock flipping forward and brushing against her chin. She pulled the shorts to his feet, he took his shirt off and her hands reached for his shaft to grab it.  She looked up at him and smiled, "I want to make your friend happy."  She took his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip.  He groaned and she took it deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck him off.  He watched her, the sight of her on her knees, her cleavage spilling out of the lace demi bra was too much for him to handle.

He reached down to the bed to hold his balance as her head bobbed up and down, taking inch after inch of his cock, her eyes watering from the effort but not from distress. Aisha felt a sense of power that was new to her, a feeling of control that she hadn't experienced in a long time. Her mouth was a wet, warm heaven for him, and the sounds of her sucking and slurping were music to his ears.

Trent's hand found its way to the back of her head, his fingers entwining in her hair, guiding her movements, setting a pace that was just right for him. He watched her, the way her mouth stretched around his girth, the way her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and he couldn't resist the urge to let out a low moan. Aisha's eyes fluttered up to see his facial expression, his eyes squeezed shut in pleasure, and that was all the encouragement she needed to take him deeper, her throat muscles contracting around his cock.

He felt his orgasm building, his hips bucking slightly as he fought the urge to thrust into her mouth. "Aisha...I'm going to cum," he warned, his voice strained. She didn't pull back; instead, she took him deeper, her throat tightening around the base of his cock as she eagerly awaited his release. With a roar, he emptied himself into her mouth, watching as she swallowed every drop, her eyes focused on his face the whole time.

She drained him for all he had, and he leaned back collapsing on the bed.  She stood up and went to the bathroom to rinse out her mouth.  She returned and reached back to undo her bra, tossing it on the chair near the bed, then she shimmied her panties off her hips and down her legs.  She climbed into bed and straddled him, rubbing his cock trying to get it hard again after she had just emptied him.  It was already starting to stir, she whispered, "I want to feel you again, Trent.  Inside me."

She was grinding on him, rubbing his dick over her clit, trying to get him hard so she could slide down on it and feel him fill her again.  She leaned down and kissed him hard, her tits bouncing as she moved her body over his.  He reached up to play with her nipples, rolling them in between his fingers, the sensation causing her to moan into his mouth.  He felt his cock swell and get hard again from her movements and her touch.  She sat up and took it in hand, stroking it back to full hardness.

She lifted her hips, positioning his throbbing manhood at the entrance of her drenched pussy, her eyes never leaving his. The anticipation was exquisite, a delicious tension that coiled tightly within them both. With a gasp, she lowered herself onto him, feeling him stretch her once more, filling her completely. The sensation was heavenly, a divine union that transcended the confines of their secret tryst. Trent's eyes rolled back in his head as he felt her warmth envelop him, the tightness of her sex squeezing him like a velvet fist.

She didn't know when she'd have sex again, she was hoping the next time would be with him, but if this was going to be the last time she was going to make it worthwhile. She began to ride him, her hips moving in a sensual dance that had him gripping her waist tightly. Each time she slammed down onto his cock, her tits bounced in a mesmerizing display that had him entranced. The smack of their bodies colliding echoed through the room, mixing with their moans and the occasional squeal from Aisha's mouth.

Her hands moved from his chest to her own breasts, "Mmmmm....fuck me Trent, I need to feel you so badly," she murmured as she pinched and pulled on her hardened nipples.  She leaned back and began to grind her clit against his pelvic bone, the friction sending bolts of pleasure shooting through her body.  She felt him swell even larger inside her and she knew she was going to cum.  She leaned back further, her hands reaching back to grip his legs, her tits bobbing in the air, her hips moving faster and faster.  The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, their bodies slapping together, her breathy moans and his grunts of pleasure.

Her mouth opened, she inhaled "Ohhhh shit....." and then a rough exhale, "ahhhh...good god...I'm....cumming," in a raspy breath, her pussy contracting around his dick, the sensation sending him over the edge. He grabbed her hips and thrust up hard as he shot his load into her, filling her with his cum. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she threw her head back, her hair cascading down her back as she rode out her orgasm.

She fell on top of him, kissing his chest and face and then resting her head on him.  They laid like this for a while and then went to sleep.  They woke up an hour later feeling like the only people in the world.  They had sex again, ordered room service, and the hours ticked away.

They both knew Aisha would have to go back to her room soon.  Trent was hard again and Aisha was soaking wet, this would be the last time before he had to fly back to the US tomorrow.  He rubbed his dick around her entrance before sliding into her once again from above as she laid face down with her ass up and her stomach resting on a pillow to prop her ass up slightly.  He eased down into her pussy from a high angle allowing his cock to pile into her soaking pussy, "It feels so good to be in you," Trent whispered into her ear, his breath hot on her skin.

Aisa was groaning each time he plunged deep into her, "uhhhhh...uhhhhh...yes....uhhhhh..Trent...." she kept whispering his name, her voice a symphony of pleasure.  His cock was stretching her out, the feeling of fullness was so intense it was almost too much, but she craved it.  He grabbed her hips and began to thrust hard, the sound of his balls slapping against her ass echoing in the room.  She reached back to play with her clit, her pussy was on fire, each thrust brought her closer and closer to another earth shattering orgasm.

Her body began spasming around him as she came, "Oh, Trent, yes, yes!" she moaned, her voice a symphony of pleasure. He pulled out, his dick covered in her thick cum, "Baby...Jesus it's so much cum!"  Then he positioned his dick at her asshole and pushed in slowly, her juices lubricating the way for his cock to slide in without much resistance.  "AHHHH...Trent!" she squealed, feeling the burn of his thick cock in her tight hole.  He leaned down to whisper in her ear, "I want you in every way" and she nodded, knowing this day was going to be something she'd never forget.

He pushed in deep, filling her up and she felt like she was going to burst, but it was a good feeling.  He began to pump in and out of her ass, the sound of skin slapping skin filled the room.  Aisha's face was buried in a pillow as she bit down trying to muffle her cries of ecstasy.  Her body was weakening because of the pounding he was giving her, her energy sapped, but she didn't want it to stop.  She felt his hands grip her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back onto his cock.

His dick was plunging into her ass at a rapid pace, the friction creating a delicious burn that she never knew she craved. Aisha's eyes watered, her mouth open in a silent scream, the pleasure was so intense she didn't know if she could handle it. The feeling of his cock stretching her open, the way his dick kept hitting that spot deep inside her that made her entire body shake was like nothing she'd ever experienced. Her pussy was still pulsing from the last orgasm, and now her ass was clenching around him, trying to milk him of every drop of cum he had.

Trent felt himself getting closer, his breaths coming in short, ragged gasps as he fucked her. He could barely breathe, "Not yet Trent..please" she whispered, she didn't want it to end, she wanted to savor every moment. He nodded and slowed down, his cock still deep in her ass.  He began to play with her clit again, her body tensed as she felt another orgasm building.  This time she didn't hold back, she screamed into the pillow as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her body shaking with the intensity of it.

"Aisha, I can't hold out much longer" Trent groaned, his strokes becoming erratic as he felt his climax approaching like a storm at sea. Aisha's body quivered beneath him, her pussy pulsing with the anticipation of his release. With a final, powerful thrust, he blew his enormous load into her ass, the heat of his cum mingling with the warmth of their sweat-soaked bodies.  They both collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty, their hearts racing in unison.

After about ten minutes she got up, "I need to wash up and then I have to leave."  She went into the bathroom, and Trent took the opportunity to check the clock.  It was almost 6 PM.  He had been fucking Aisha for hours and had forgotten about the time.  He felt a pang of sadness, knowing that this could be their last time together.  He didn't know when or if he'd ever see her again after he left for the US tomorrow.

She got dressed, they hugged and kissed saying goodbye.  She stepped out into the hallway from his room and froze for a moment listening to see if she heard any sounds from the elevator or nearby rooms.  Satisfied she was still safe, she made her way back to her own suite.  She was feeling a bit of regret, but mostly she felt alive, like she had just experienced something she had never felt before.

She messaged Trent later on but before Khalid returned saying, "Message me when you know when you will return to Europe or the Middle East, I will find a way to come meet you."  After the week she experienced with him she couldn't imagine letting anyone else have her, the feeling of him inside of her was the only one she wanted to feel from now on. No matter what, she was going to find a way to feel that again."

Trent flew home the next day and his thoughts weren't on seeing his wife or child, but of making arrangements for another business getaway across the Atlantic.  He was addicted to what he experienced with Aisha, something he'd never dreamt of before his time in Istanbul.
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