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Big Dick Brat

By C.C. Winters

The customer is always right, especially when she’s the Russian heiress to a hotel empire.

When junior concierge Simon is picked to serve Nadya, the daughter of the Russian billionaire who owns the hotel he works in, he thinks that all of his problems are solved. Working for wealthy clients usually means a big tip, and the money is something that he very desperately needs.

The huge tip she gives him isn’t quite the one that he expects though, and while Nadya is gorgeous she’s also bratty, rude, and cold. The only silver lining to his situation is getting to be around Olga, her beautiful and also rather large personal assistant.

But it soon becomes clear that she’s staying in the hotel for a reason, one that’s more dangerous than he ever could’ve imagined. Is there anything he can do to help besides using his body to get her off?

Big Dick Brat is a dickgirl on male erotic romance with threesomes, dirty sex, and strong femdom elements.


Chapter 1

I doodled in the margins of my notebook and barely listened as the chief concierge droned on about hotel policies and procedures. He said pretty much the same things every day; do this, don’t do that, you all suck at your jobs, and a bunch of other things that could’ve been an email. I hated the early morning department meetings, but it was a part of my job as a junior concierge at the Rostova Hotel.

Largely considered one of the best five-star luxury hotels in the world, the Rostova had locations in every major city and on every continent save Antarctica. Artists, athletes, politicians, businessmen—everyone of note came through the Rostova, and in my three months of working there I’d already crossed paths with a dozen or so high-profile guests.

As a concierge I was expected to bend over backwards for our customers, even if the things they asked of me were strange, personal, borderline impossible, or completely asinine. I didn’t mind much though as the tips were pretty great, and in my first month I’d made almost half my monthly salary from those alone. Which wasn’t that impressive considering my salary basically consisted of a handshake and a pat on the back, but it was nice all the same.

I might’ve been able to make a lot more if I was allowed to serve the more affluent guests, but unfortunately there was a very clear pecking order when it came to who got what assignments. The senior concierges always got first dibs, and they usually snapped up the millionaires and celebrities who tipped in the thousands of dollars. As the newest guy on the team I was left with the working-class people splurging for their honeymoons or anniversaries, and if I was lucky I’d clear a hundred dollars at the end of their stay.

I only really got annoyed when the senior concierges would use me to find things for their clients without sharing any of that tip money with me. As a born and bred New Yorker, I had family, friends, and most importantly connections all over the city. I could find things for guests that some might have considered impossible.

They wanted tickets for a sold out concert? I knew a guy. They needed a reservation at an exclusive restaurant? My cousin was the maitre’d. The city was my backyard, and it was the main reason I’d been able to land such an exclusive job in the first place.

The frustrations of my job were well worth it for my ultimate goal though. Once I worked my way up to become a senior concierge, I’d be able to transfer to any Rostova Hotel location in the world. I could bounce around from city to city or country to country and experience the world at the hotel’s expense, and in the face of such an amazing opportunity, sitting through a boring meeting seemed like a minor inconvenience.

“One final piece of news,” the chief said, drawing my attention back to his droning. “It’s sudden, but the daughter of Alexei Rostova will be arriving around noon and will need top-quality service.”

My eyebrows shot up at that. Alexei was the Russian billionaire who owned our luxury hotel chain having inherited it from his father and he his father before him, so for his daughter to be staying in our hotel was kind of a huge deal and it felt a little strange that we were only learning about it now.

Not that it mattered much to me since I already knew Brad would be getting the assignment. As the most popular of us concierges, he was also exactly what you’d expect from a guy named Brad: tall, blond, muscular, and handsome. All of the guests loved him, because who didn’t want a charming and attractive person waiting on them hand and foot?

I, on the other hand, was decidedly not that. I was charming enough, sure, but I was also short, dark-haired, thin, and had been called adorable by most girls who’d turned me down. I could really only compete with him because of my resourcefulness and willingness to go the extra mile.

“I assume you’ll be wanting the assignment, Brad?” our manager asked, already beginning to write down his name without waiting for an answer.

“Actually, sir, I think Simon should take it on. It’ll be a real learning experience for him,” Brad replied.

My head snapped around to stare at my co-worker. Brad giving up the opportunity to serve a billionaire client was absolutely unheard of, and for him to put me forward made me think that I must’ve fallen asleep at some point during the meeting and was currently having some sort of vivid, impossible dream.

“I suppose he has been getting good feedback from his guests. Alright, Simon, you’re up. She’ll be staying in the penthouse suite; pick up the keycard at the front desk. And once again, Nadya being in our hotel does not leave this room. It’s very important that no one besides essential staff knows that she’s here.” We all nodded, and then he clapped his hands together. “Alright, let’s get to it. Remember: at the Rostova Hotel, the comfort and security of our guests comes first.” He tucked his clipboard beneath his arm and waltzed out of the room, leaving the rest of us to kill time for the few minutes before our shifts officially started.

I waited for most of the other concierges to leave before I took a small breath and approached Brad. I’d always considered him kind of an asshole and as such avoided him if I could help it, but he’d just done me a pretty big favor. It would be stranger if I didn’t say something.

“Hey, thanks for putting me forward for the job,” I said.

He gave me a smarmy grin in return. “Sure thing, man. I hear she’s a lot to handle, but I think you’ll be able to take it,” he replied. His grin turned sinister and it immediately set me on edge.

One of the other concierges who tended to follow Brad around—a chubby, greasy asshole with slick-backed hair named Ralph—smothered a laugh. “Yeah, they say she’s a real pain in the ass.” They both snickered then, and I stared back confused. Most of the wealthier guests tended to be terrible in one way or another, so it wasn’t like they were telling me anything that I didn’t already expect.

“Don’t worry, though. She’ll give you a huge tip,” Brad said, and they laughed harder while I could only watch bewildered. There was clearly a joke that I was missing.

Still, as a native New Yorker, I was pretty used to dealing with bad attitudes. I doubted she’d ask anything of me that I couldn’t handle, and it was my chance to finally serve a VIP client.

It couldn’t have come at a better time because I really needed the money for rent. My ex-roommate who’d shared my tiny apartment had unceremoniously ditched me to move in with his girlfriend instead, and until I found someone to replace him I had to pay the full amount on my own.

“Well, thanks again,” I mumbled, turning to leave. Brad waved me off with that same annoying smirk and I shrugged. If he didn’t want to elaborate, fine; I could figure it out on my own.

While I waited at the concierge desk with the receptionist for my client to arrive, I spent a good hour looking her up on one of the computers so that I could both identify her and hopefully anticipate some of her demands, and like most wealthy young socialites it seemed as though she mostly liked to travel and party.

In every other picture she was either wearing something fashionable, posing in an exotic location, or hanging out with some famous celebrity or another. With her bright red hair and pale slim figure I had to admit that she was more than attractive enough to pull off every outfit she was photographed in; especially the many bikinis she wore poolside.

She hadn’t updated any of her social media accounts in a couple of weeks though, which was more than a little odd considering before then she’d been posting almost daily. Either she was taking a long break to recharge or something much more serious was going on. Maybe she was sick, or probably more likely getting some kind of procedure done. A boob job would certainly put someone out of commission for a while.

After a few hours of twiddling my thumbs I began to grow concerned. Noon had come and gone, and despite watching the door all morning I hadn’t seen a single sign of her. I was just about to look for my manager to see if maybe he’d gotten the time or day wrong when the phone rang. I watched the receptionist answer it, and then she was motioning me over with a harried frown.

“Your guest is calling from her room,” she said, and when I looked back at her confused she leaned in and lowered her voice. “Your VIP guest.”

My jaw dropped a little. “What? I’ve been standing here for hours. When did she arrive?”

The woman shrugged, and I sighed. I was getting off to a bad start already. I took a deep breath and grabbed the receiver from her outstretched hand, holding it up to my ear and smiling as though the person on the other end could actually see me.

“Rostova Hotel concierge, this is Simon speaking. how may I assist you today?” I said, rattling off the usual script.

“You are our concierge?” a sharp, feminine voice asked from the other end. It was a lot different from how I imagined Nadya’s voice to be, and though she definitely had a Russian accent she thankfully seemed to have no trouble at all with speaking English.

“Yes, madam, I was personally assigned to make your stay here as comfortable as possible. Is there anything that you would like me to help you with?” I asked again.

There was a brief pause before she spoke again. “Come to the room.” The line clicked dead a moment later, and I stared blankly at the receiver. I knew Russians could be brusque and direct, but she hadn’t even waited for confirmation.

I quickly hung up the phone and jogged to the nearest elevator, swiping my security keycard and punching the button for the penthouse suite once I was inside. On the way up I combed my hair and smoothed the faint wrinkles out of my slightly-too-large black blazer and matching slacks, and when the elevator doors opened at the top floor I was immediately accosted by two huge men in dark suits.

While one of them patted me down, his giant meaty paws rough and frankly a little bit intrusive, the other man waved a security wand up and down my body. By the time I fully pieced together what was happening they were already done, and it was only then that I noticed they both had semi-automatic rifles slung over their shoulders.

For a moment I panicked. My mind quickly began to run through the steps of the jokingly named Nakatomi Protocol—a set of tasks all employees were required to take to help as many people as possible in the event of an active shooter or terrorist attack—but then one of them spoke Russian into an earpiece and I relaxed. Of course. They were obviously Nadya’s bodyguards.

It seemed excessive, but she was the daughter of a multi-billionaire. Almost being kidnapped was probably a normal Tuesday afternoon for her.

They waved me forward and I continued on stiff legs down to the end of the hall, once again straightening my clothing after being manhandled by a massive Russian. I then lightly rapped my knuckles against the door and pasted on my best customer service smile.

“Concierge,” I called through the heavy slab of wood.

I heard the sound of the deadbolt unlocking, and a moment later the door opened to reveal a tall, strong-looking woman with ghostly white skin and a chin-length black bob standing in the doorway. She wore a navy skirt that fell to the middle of her thigh along with a matching blazer, and her pale blue eyes stared down at me from behind round, wire-rimmed glasses.

“You are Simon?” she asked, her pink lips parting and her eyes going a little wide, and I recognized her voice as the one on the other end of the phone a few minutes earlier. Her accent somehow seemed more Russian in person and she spoke a bit on the slower side, but thanks to that it was easy enough to understand her.

“Yes, madam, it’s nice to meet you.” I waited for her to let me in or at least say something, and began to grow concerned when she just continued to stare.

Finally the woman cleared her throat and nodded once. “I am Olga, Nadya’s assistant. Come.” She stepped back so that I could slip inside, and then she closed and bolted the door behind me.

Having never been in the penthouse before I took the chance to look around the suite. It was truly extravagant, with simple but expensive-looking mid-century modern furniture spread around the room. Tall ceilings and large floor-to-ceiling windows made the space look double its size, and through one of the windows I could see the balcony wrapped around the room’s perimeter.

The color scheme of the space mostly consisted of whites, blacks, and grays, but there were touches of warm wood sprinkled throughout the space to give it more of a welcoming and homely feel.

I followed Olga into the living room and almost immediately spotted Nadya sprawled out on one of the fancy, white leather couches. Unlike her normally manicured and put-together visage online, she currently looked pretty unkempt in her lacy purple underwear, fishnet stockings, and tall stiletto heels. A thick fur coat was draped around her shoulders, and her fiery red hair hung in limp waves down to her shoulders.

Despite all of that she was still one of the hottest people I’d met. With her high, sharp cheekbones, long lashes, and tall, lithe figure that even a model would be jealous of, it seemed really unfair that she was also extremely wealthy.

From her reclined position Nadya only briefly looked away from her phone to rake her eyes over my body as though she were appraising me, and then she reached down to shove her fishnets down to her knees. She spread her legs and pushed aside the crotch of her panties, and to my absolute shock the fattest cock I’d ever seen flopped out.

It was pinker than the rest of her pale skin, with a fat, circumcised head that was already beginning to drip a bit of precum. A small patch of orange hair sat above the base of her cock, and below it was a pair of pink, egg-sized balls. Already I could tell that it was much larger than my own, and on her slight frame it looked monstrous.

I stared as the slab of meat grew larger with each beat of her heart, and then she snapped her manicured fingers until I pulled my gaze away from her dick to look up into her hazel green eyes.

“What are you doing? Suck.” Her accent was much heavier than Olga’s and as a result she was harder to understand, but eventually my brain was able to parse out what exactly she wanted from me. Suddenly the comments from my co-workers were making a lot more sense. I should’ve known that Brad wouldn’t have given up the assignment without a really good reason.

I swallowed hard, doing what I could to maintain some semblance of professionalism while she was lying right in front of me with her cock out. “I…I’m a concierge, ma’am. I apologize, but that’s not a service we provide. If you would like for me to hire an escort, then I can certainly help you with that.”

Nadya loudly scoffed and snapped her fingers at her assistant next, and I watched alarmed as Olga immediately reached into her suit jacket. I half expected her to pull a gun on me, and was pretty relieved when she instead produced a thick yellow packing envelope.

She placed the heavy package into my hands, and when I unsealed it my eyes opened wide as I saw that it was stuffed to the brim with twenty dollar bills. There had to be at least ten thousand dollars total, which was a lot more money than I’d ever had at once. Hell, it was more money than I’d ever seen at once.

I blankly looked down at the cash for a good few seconds before I was able to find my voice again. “Um, what’s this?”

“A tip for your service,” Olga smoothly replied.

My mouth fell open a little as I fully understood the situation. Nadya wanted me to suck her dick, and for some reason she was willing to pay me upwards of ten thousand dollars for the privilege.

The money in my hand suddenly felt heavy as the full weight of my choice sank in. I could either sell the use of my body and solve all of my money problems in one fell swoop or do the supposedly honorable thing and turn the offer down.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I really didn’t have much of an issue with the idea beyond the professional and ethical implications of it. Dick or no dick, how many people were offered the chance to fool around with an international celebrity let alone be in the same room with one? It helped that she was hot too, even if she seemed like kind of a brat.

As though she’d read my mind, Olga put a hand on my shoulder and leaned in close. “Your job will be safe. No one will know,” she said in a low voice, her breath in my ear sending shivers down my spine.

After getting such clear confirmation from someone who probably counted as the highest-ranking employee in the hotel, I slowly nodded and slid the stuffed envelope into the inner pocket of my jacket, drawing a pleased smile from Olga. I then removed it and leaned it over the back of one of the dining room chairs to avoid getting it wrinkled, and steeling my nerves as best I could I slowly approached the couch Nadya was lying on.

Once I was close enough she kicked her left heel off and held up the leg so that I could fully remove it from her stockings. I did as she wanted, and with the limb now free Nadya spread her long legs wide so that I could crawl between the warmth of her thighs on the oblong couch. The closer I got the harder she got, so by the time my lips were near enough to breathe on it her cock was pointing at the ceiling.

Up close it looked enormous. It’d turned a darker shade of pink as it’d grown larger, the fat, circumcised head red and already shiny with her precum. I wrapped what I could of my fingers around its girth and felt its hot, steely softness in my grip.

I wasn’t quite sure what to do, so I thought back to all of the porn I’d seen over the years and started easy by planting gentle kisses along her shaft. I then began to lavish the underside of it with my tongue, giving it long, slow licks from base to tip.

It was hard to say whether she liked it or not because she didn’t make a single sound as I tried my best to please her. When I looked up at her she seemed wholly engrossed in her phone, using a single finger to swipe or tap against the screen. I tried not to feel insulted, but she was making it really, really hard.

Eventually Nadya pulled her cock away, and using one hand she smacked it hard against my lips a few times before aiming the tip towards my mouth.

“Enough. Suck.”

I stared at the drooling head and hesitated, because once her dick entered my mouth there was no going back. I’d be fully accepting my role as her personal cocksucker during her stay at the hotel, and while I wasn’t wholly averse to the idea I was a little worried about how it would affect my job going forward. If another guest happened to make me a similar offer in the future, would I immediately take it? Would I be known as the concierge whose mouth was open for business if you had some extra cash?

It ultimately didn’t matter as Nadya abruptly shoved her hips forward to pop the thick head between my already parted lips, and I didn’t know what I’d expected it to taste like but mostly I just tasted skin. I tentatively swirled my tongue around the smooth helmet a few times, and not finding it all that unpleasant I slowly began to bob my head on her in an attempt to take a little more of her inside.

She was content to let me set my own pace for a while, my lips slowly sliding up and down her shaft. I tried to take in an extra inch here as I became more comfortable with the feeling of her cock throbbing in my mouth, but I gagged a couple of times when I got too ambitious and tickled my throat with the head of her cock.

She very quickly grew bored of my timid attempts, and keeping her bare left leg on the floor, she wrapped her other stockinged one around the back of my neck and yanked me closer to force more of her dick into my mouth. It made me gag harder, and though I tried to pull away her leg held me in place so that I couldn’t move. The only way I could avoid choking was to keep swallowing around the thick shaft lodged in my throat, and to avoid suffocating I had to take quick, deep breaths through my nose.

I kept slowly nursing on her cock like that, drinking her precum and my drool so that I didn’t drown and trying not to feel humiliated by the wet sloppy sounds my mouth made as I did my best to make cum. She lightly swirled her hips in an attempt to grind herself deeper, and when that didn’t work she brought her other leg up off the floor to further draw my nose into her crotch.

For a long time my world was narrowed to her cock in my mouth and her warm thighs wrapped around my head. She used my throat like a cocksleeve, taking advantage of my desperate swallowing to massage her veiny shaft until I heard her breathing begin to quicken. Her dick grew larger in my mouth, feeling like it was going to dislocate my already stretched jaw, and then a steady stream of hot, salty cum spurted from her tip to slide down my throat and into my stomach.

Nadya barely made a sound as she orgasmed, only letting out a long, quiet breath through her nose, and with her legs holding me in place I had no choice but to swallow every ounce of her seed. Even after she was done cumming I continued to slurp on her softening dick, sucking out every last drop until she removed her legs and pushed me away by pressing her bare foot against my forehead. The sound of her cock leaving my lips made a loud ‘pop’, and I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

After taking a few deep breaths to compose myself, fighting against the lightheadedness from the lack of air I’d been subjected to, I stood up to smooth my hair and straighten my clothing.

“Is there anything else that I can assist you with?” I asked with a slightly raspy voice, slipping back into my professional persona while glancing between the two women. I noticed with some interest that Olga was acting strangely, shifting from foot to foot with a faint red flush on her pale cheeks.

Apparently also noticing Olga’s squirming, Nadya waved a hand in my direction. “You want to use him?”

Olga’s eyes widened for a moment, and she bit her lip with an uncertainty that looked out of place on a woman who seemed so put-together. “…If he is okay with it,” she finally replied, glancing at me from beneath her lashes.

Nadya sneered. “He is whore. It does not matter what he wants.” She snapped her fingers at me and pointed to her assistant, and now that Olga wasn’t holding her hands in front of her anymore I could see the obvious bulge tenting the dark fabric of her skirt.

She looked a bit sheepish about having me service her too but I didn’t really understand why. I’d already sucked one dick to completion so at this point one more wouldn’t matter, and somehow I got the feeling that Olga wouldn’t last all that long anyway.

I thought she’d immediately make me get to my knees, and was surprised when she instead kissed me firmly on the lips first. Her slippery tongue slid into my mouth like she was searching for Nadya’s leftover cum, moaning softly as our lips smacked together, and after a minute or so of thoroughly bathing my tonsils she finally pressed a hand onto my shoulder and hiked up her skirt.

She too was wearing pantyhose—black, sensible, professional ones—so I slipped my fingers into their waistband and pulled them halfway down her thighs along with her panties. Unlike Nadya’s thick and angry cock, Olga’s dick was slimmer and uncircumcised, reminding me of a banana in the way that it curved and tapered towards the end. I tightly gripped the base of it, and almost immediately a sticky rivulet of precum slid out of the tip to splatter against the smooth concrete floor.

Like I’d thought, she was really turned on.

A glance up into her icy blue eyes showed that she was staring down at me with rapt attention, so I seductively stuck out my tongue and lightly slapped her dick against it a few times to see how she’d like it. She groaned quietly, and I smirked. It was surprisingly nice to get some actual feedback.

“Is there anything in particular that you would like me to do for you?” I asked. I was really hamming up the whole concierge thing now that I felt more comfortable, even if it made me flush.

Olga shook her head, her black hair swishing around her chin. “No, just…just suck on it.”

“Yes, madam.” While holding the base of it steady with one hand, I opened my mouth and took as much of her cock into my mouth as I could. It was a little smaller than Nadya’s making it easier to take her deep, though it took some maneuvering to handle its curve as I slurped her into my throat. At the same time I ran my hands up under her skirt to gently massage her smooth ass, and then lowered them to rub the silky tights covering her legs.

I glanced over at Nadya, and while she tried to pretend like she wasn’t paying attention her eyes would inevitably slide over to curiously watch us every few seconds. She hadn’t bothered to redress at all, her stockings still askew and her shiny wet cock hanging out of her panties, and with a bit of dread I noticed that it was already beginning to stiffen again. The sight made me redouble my efforts on Olga; my jaw wouldn’t survive having to give a third, probably much longer blowjob.

Figuring that she was probably in the sensitive places that I was, I pulled back to focus the majority of my attention on the glans, sliding my tongue all over her thick cock head while I pumped her shaft with both of my hands. Through it all I stared straight up into her eyes, and in the end she didn’t last long at all.

With a shuddering gasp she gripped my dark hair painfully between her fingers as she coated my tongue with thick spurts of warm, creamy spunk. Despite her slightly smaller cock she came a lot more than Nadya had, filling my mouth to overflowing almost immediately and forcing me to swallow a good four or five times to keep up. I continued to suck on her until her steady stream slowed to a drip, and when she was fully spent I let her softened dick fall from between my lips.

I tried to stand up again but stumbled, and I probably would’ve fallen over if it weren’t for Olga’s steadying hand on my arm.

“Look at him, he is cum drunk,” Nadya said from the couch, a small, cruel smirk appearing on her lips. “I told you he would be slut.”

I felt my cheeks flush with shame, mostly because she was right. At some point in the last hour I’d completely committed myself to getting them both off, and saying that it was because it was my job or because of the money felt like a shallow excuse. The fact of the matter is that I’d really enjoyed it, even when Nadya had been rough and dismissive of me. My hard dick was proof enough of that.

Olga helped me back into my blazer, giving me an almost friendly smile when compared to Nadya’s malevolent one. She then walked me back to the door, and when I turned around to look up at her she reached a hand out to straighten my messy dark hair.

“She will want to fuck you tomorrow. Be prepared when you come.” She smiled again and shut the door on me before I could reply, leaving me shocked and apprehensive. Sucking them off was one thing; letting Nadya stick her cock in my ass was something else entirely.

Really I should’ve expected it. Ten thousand dollars was a lot of money for just a couple of blowjobs, so it was logical that I’d have to do a little more to earn my tip. The thought of it wilted what remained of my erection, and I swallowed hard.

I only hoped that she’d be gentler on my ass than she’d been on my throat.


Chapter 2

For hours I tossed and turned as I worried over what would be happening the next day. I’d been in an anxious haze since leaving Nadya’s penthouse suite, my mind racing with worried thoughts about the uncertainties that loomed ahead.

It’d been so hard to sleep that I ultimately decided to do as Olga had requested and looked up what to expect from anal sex to hopefully calm my racing thoughts. Unfortunately it had the opposite effect, so I rolled out of bed and decided to start my day a couple of hours earlier.

After a more thorough than usual shower I took the early train to work, and rather than enter through the front I walked around to the alley behind the hotel. I used my keycard to get in through the back door where the emergency staircase was located and walked up to the second floor, and once there I slipped out of one of the windows to get onto the steel fire escape to climb the ladder all the way to the roof.

There was a hidden enclave between some of the hotel’s massive air conditioning units that required a bit of crawling to get to, and as far as I knew, no one else was aware that it existed. I had a bunch of personal items stashed beneath a tarp including snacks, drinks, and even art supplies, and for the last couple of months it’d served as my own personal oasis away from work.

Today I immediately pulled out my sketchbook and pencils and began to draw. I’d always used art as a way to relax growing up, and as a result I’d gotten good enough to receive a partial scholarship to the School of Visual Arts. I ultimately decided to go into hospitality management instead because being an artist wouldn’t pay the bills, but it was still my favorite thing to do.

Sometimes I liked to draw the New York skyline or the clients that I served, and today I decided on a sketch of Olga. She was one of the most striking women I’d ever seen with strong and attractive features that had immediately captured my attention, and despite having only known her for a couple of hours I could clearly recall the thickness of her dark eyebrows and the distinct, alluring cupid’s bow of her full lips.

It made her a joy to draw, and though I only managed to get about halfway done before it was time to start my shift I felt much more relaxed just like I’d hoped. I was still worried about having sex—Nadya was huge, and I didn’t see how something so thick would possibly be able to fit into my tiny asshole—but at least I didn’t feel panicked about it anymore.

It was around noon when I finally received the call asking me to come up to their suite, and after Nadya’s guards thoroughly frisked me I was once again standing in front of their door. Olga opened it right as I was raising a fist to knock, and when I got a look at her outfit my eyes widened.

She somehow managed to look even hotter than she had the day before, with her black blazer unbuttoned to show off a white, low-cut top and an even shorter skirt that tightly hugged her round ass and upper thighs. My eyes focused on her substantial cleavage for a few seconds longer than was probably appropriate, and based on the way she smirked down at me she definitely noticed.

“Hello, Simon,” she said in her smooth, deep voice. Her warm smile was a balm to my frazzled nerves, and I quickly found myself smiling right back.

“Good afternoon, madam. How may I help you?” I asked despite knowing exactly what she’d called me for.

“Just Olga is fine. Nadya is waiting for you in the bedroom.”

I nodded and stepped into the suite, and after she bolted the door to seal my fate she took my jacket and led me through the living room towards the large double doors opening to the master bedroom. When I stepped inside Nadya was already sitting against the headboard, completely nude except for sheer black thigh stockings and tall, red-bottomed black heels. It was my first time getting a clear look at her slender body, and though I found her personality to be completely awful, that didn’t stop me from staring.

Her breasts were on the smaller side, but they were firm and perky and capped with large, pierced pink nipples. Her long, slender limbs and narrow waist were exactly what you’d expect from a girl who’d walked the runways of Paris and Milan, and there was an elegance to her subtle curves that was at odds with the heavy cock in her hands.

She was slowly jerking herself off as she watched something on the TV—porn, based on the sounds of moaning and slapping skin—and when she saw me standing in the doorway she opened her legs wider and waved her cock in my direction.

Like a moth to the flame I approached her, no longer all that nervous now that my task was right in front of me. I opened my mouth wide and in one motion swallowed as much of her as I could, and between my spit and the sticky precum already leaking out of her slit it was easy enough to work her snugly into my throat.

“He is eager today, yes?” Nadya said to Olga, putting a hand on the back of my head to force my head down further. I predictably gagged, but I very quickly adjusted to take more of her. “And very fast learner.”

I felt Olga sit on the bed next to me, close enough that I could feel her body heat. “Yes. He is a special find.” Her hand rested on my back and I flushed with pride, even if she’d basically just complimented me for being a good cocksucker.

While Nadya pinched and pulled at her nipples above me I continued to savor the warmth of the cock in my mouth. There was a strange comfort in it, and soon enough my own dick was rock hard. I rubbed myself against the bed to try to find some relief, and noticing this she smirked.

“Get him ready,” Nadya said to Olga when I’d been working on her for a minute or two, and then I felt large hands unbuckle my belt and pull my pants and underwear off until I was only in my black socks from the waist down. She helped me remove my button up too, and lying naked on my stomach as I was I’d never felt so exposed.

Olga’s large, gentle handle ran over the smooth globes of my ass a few times before spreading my cheeks wide, and I jumped when I felt something wet and warm lap against my butthole. She forced her long tongue inside to swirl it around inside of me, making my head fuzzy with pleasure, and she was lavishing so much loving attention on my rosebud that I was finding it really difficult to concentrate on my own job of sucking off Nadya. I’d never had my ass eaten before, and certainly not with such enthusiasm.

“Olga,” Nadya snapped when I’d stopped sucking her altogether.

Olga removed her mouth from my ass with a wet slurp. “I apologize.” I heard the sound of a bottle snapping open, and soon after something cool and wet was being squirted directly onto my relaxed hole. Two thick fingers quickly followed to make vulgar, sloppy sounds as she fingered me, and she’d clearly had a lot of practice because in no time at all I was once again squirming as she attacked spots inside of me that I hadn’t known existed.

“Enough,” Nadya said, roughly pushing my head away from her cock with a hand. “Turn.”

I did as she demanded, turning so my ass faced her instead, and then she roughly pushed my face into the bed to force my butt high into the air. She pressed her fat tip against my now loose rim, and without any kind of warning whatsoever she rather forcefully shoved a few inches of her cock inside.

There was no way to sugarcoat it; it hurt. A lot. The burning, stretching sensation made me groan loudly, and my fingers grasped at the bed sheets as I grit my teeth against the pain. Despite all of the work Olga had done to prepare me, Nadya’s shaft was extremely thick and getting thicker the hornier she got.

She didn’t slow her intrusion for a second, pressing her hips forward inch by agonizing inch while I gasped, sweated, and squirmed to get away from the battering ram splitting me open. Her hands gripped me tightly and pulled me backwards so that I had nowhere to go but further onto her cock, and her fingernails dug painfully into the soft skin of my ass.

Through it all Olga comforted me by making quiet shushing sounds and rubbing my sweaty back and shoulders to distract me from the pain. It helped immensely to have something to focus on other than the thick cock wedging itself inside of me, and before I knew it I was feeling the sparse hairs of Nadya’s pubes pressing against my cheeks.

I’d hoped she would give me a chance to adjust to the feeling of being stuffed full, but I shouldn’t have been surprised when she immediately began to rut into me as hard and fast as she could. There was no cadence, no rhythm, just her hips slamming powerfully against me. I couldn’t do anything besides moan and grunt and take her cock, and it became clear to me in that moment that I really was nothing more than a tight warm hole for her to use to get off as soon as possible.

Every now and then Olga would drizzle more lube into the space where Nadya and I were connected, and to my shock, the pain began to give way to a slow, steady build-up of pleasure. Her dick wasn’t hitting the same spots fingers Olga had, but it grazed something inside of me that had my dick hard enough to slap up against my stomach each time she bottomed out.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing in the room as she hammered away easily overshadowed the sounds coming from the porn on the TV, and that only seemed to turn her on more as her pace became punishing. Based on the way Nadya’s fingers dug harder into my hips I could tell that she was on the verge of cumming. She releases a series of primal grunts, pushing herself as far into my ass as she could, and then her cock throbbed and pulsed powerfully inside of me as she blasted my insides with thick ropes of hot cum.

She very quickly lost control of her body during her orgasm and fell forward, pressing her breasts into my sweaty back and shuddering as she emptied the dregs of her balls into my now gaping hole. Her hot gasps on my neck sent shivers down my spine, and when she eventually softened enough to slip out of me I felt her warm spunk drip down the backs of my thighs.

After a minute she sat back up and tried to wipe the cum on her cock off onto my ass, and when that didn’t work she made me turn so that I could clean her off with my mouth.

“Olga, you must try,” Nadya said, panting as I slurped the cum from her dick. “His ass is very tight.”

My eyes widened at that. Nadya had cum pretty quickly all things considered, but I wasn’t sure if I could take another huge cock so soon.

Luckily Olga smiled and shook her head, and I was more relieved than I cared to admit by her reply. “Maybe next time.”

Nadya shrugged indifferently and pulled her cock out of my mouth to wander naked out of the room, saying something about being thirsty and leaving Olga and I alone on the bed.

She pulled a packet of tissues and a little tube of ointment out of one of the pockets in her jacket, and after mopping up the mess Nadya had left in my ass and on my thighs she rubbed something sticky around the rim of my asshole. It felt cool and tingly on my abused hole, and within a couple of minutes the tenderness from my hard fucking was already beginning to ease.

“Um, thanks,” I said, looking over my shoulder at her.

“Of course. She will call you again soon, and this will help you not be so sore.” I was surprised when Olga lay on the bed next to me, resting her cheek on her hand to stare down at me from behind her round glasses. She ran the fingers of her other hand through my dark hair, and after the brutal fucking I’d just received the feel of it was comforting. It did funny things to my chest that I wasn’t sure what to do with, especially since I couldn’t read her enigmatic expression at all.

I waited a while for her to say something, and when the silence became too much I caved. “Did…did you want me to help you with something?”

Olga blinked rapidly and shot up, clearing her throat as she adjusted her clothing. “No. Take all the time you need. Your clothing is on the chair over there,” she said while waving a hand at the armchair in the corner of the room. She smiled tightly and left the room, leaving me naked and bewildered in the middle of Nadya’s bed.


Chapter 3

The next week or so continued on with the same basic pattern. In between all of the normal errands Olga had me run like picking up food or taking their things out for dry cleaning, at least twice a day she would call me up to the penthouse to either give Nadya a blowjob or let her fuck me.

When Nadya fucked me it was always hard and fast from behind just like the first time, and when I sucked her off she did absolutely everything she could to ignore me. She seemed to be going out of her way to make me feel like I was nothing more than a sex toy for her, which was a direct contrast to the gentle and affectionate way that Olga treated me. It was only because of her that I looked forward to going up to their suite, and I really enjoyed the short conversations we’d have when Nadya wasn’t using me.

Confusingly though, Olga didn’t touch me again. Even when Nadya offered me up to her on a silver platter she’d only smile and politely decline, and truthfully it was giving me a little bit of a complex—like maybe my blowjob on that first day had been so terrible that she didn’t want anything else to do with me sexually. It bothered me so much that I’d gone far outside of my comfort zone by trying to entice her, only to end up embarrassed and disappointed when she kindly but rather firmly rebuffed me.

It somehow made me like her more, which was a big no-no as a concierge; we were expected to maintain a professional distance from our clients at all times.

Of course fucking your clients was also considered bad, so.

The phone rang while I was thinking about Olga, and when the receptionist held the receiver out to me I immediately perked up and grabbed it from her outstretched hand.

“Hey Olga, what can I help you with? Is she asking for me?” I said into the phone, unable to stop my smile at getting to talk to her again. We’d grown a lot more casual with each other over the past week, especially since she always insisted that I treat her as a friend.

“Not right now. I wanted to tell you that I have a delivery coming at five. A cake and champagne.”

“Of course, I’ll bring it up to your suite as soon as it arrives.” I made a quick note of it for my coworkers in case I was otherwise occupied when the delivery arrived, and then frowned. “Wait, champagne? What’s the occasion?”

Olga hesitated for a moment before answering. “It is Nadya’s birthday. She is staying in this year and I wanted to do something for her.”

I could hear the distress in her voice, and though I was still coming around on Nadya, everyone deserved to be celebrated on their birthday. “Well, I just threw a birthday party for my sister and have a bunch of supplies left over. I can help you, if you’d like.”

There was a brief pause on the other end of the line. “I cannot ask that of you,” she finally said.

“Of course you can, it’s my job. And even if it wasn’t I’d want to help.”

She was quiet for another few seconds, and then she sighed. “Okay. Thank you.”

“Great! I’ll head home right now to grab the decorations.” I hung up the phone, and after telling my manager that I needed to help my client with something, I took the train to my parent’s place in Brooklyn. I grabbed everything I needed as quickly as I could while avoiding the probing questions from my family, and in a fit of inspiration, I also swung by a little Russian restaurant that I knew of to buy a bunch of desserts.

All in all it only took a little under an hour to get back to work, and then I immediately made for the elevators with my arms full of supplies and delicious-smelling snacks. Unfortunately Brad and Ralphie had replaced me at the concierge desk, and both stepped out from behind it to stand in my way.

“What’s all this now?” Brad drawled while peering nosily into the heavy box I was holding.

Figuring that the fastest way to get away from them was to just answer truthfully, I bit back a sigh. “Stuff for my client’s birthday.”

Brad snorted. “There’s no way a rich brat like that will find any of this junk entertaining.”

“Yeah, if she wasn’t so busy hiding out I bet she’d be in Ibiza right now,” Ralphie added.

That grabbed my attention, and I looked at the chubby man with a frown. “What do you mean?”

“Her dad said something the Russian president didn’t like, and that guy doesn’t fuck around. A lot of people who talk shit about him end up doing swan dives into the pavement.”

My eyebrows sharply rose because suddenly everything about Nadya began to click into place. Her being on the run from some dangerous people would certainly explain the heavily armed guards posted outside of her room, why she hadn’t been posting on social media, and why she hadn’t left her suite a single time since checking in.

“I bet someone would pay pretty good money to know where she is then,” Brad murmured.

“Maybe, but who would you even talk to?” Ralphie asked.

Brad waved his hand. “I’m a senior concierge. I know people.”

Normally I would have ignored them—and truthfully I probably should’ve—but even if I found Nadya hard to deal with she was still my client. More importantly Olga was always by her side, so if anything dangerous happened she wouldn’t be able to get away unscathed.

“If everything you said is true, they’d kill her. Discretion is the biggest part of our jobs and we shouldn’t even be having this conversation in public,” I tersely said.

They seemed shocked by my reaction. I’d never stood up to them before because they were my seniors and could really screw up my career trajectory if they really wanted to.

“It was a joke, dude, relax,” Ralphie finally mumbled.

“Well, it wasn’t funny.”

“Don’t you have cock to suck?” Brad said in a thick, fake Russian accent, and then both men erupted into laughter.

My face flushed. “Fuck off.” I pushed past them to the elevator, and on the way up to the top floor I tried to recompose myself. I hadn’t felt that angry in a while and it surprised me; maybe I liked the women more than I thought.

Her guards let me through without too much fuss—probably because I’d bribed them with some of the desserts I’d bought—and by the time I got to the end of the hall Olga was already waiting for me at the door with a smile.

She peeked into the box I held in my arms and her formerly gentle smile flattened into a straight line. “You did not say your sister was a child, Simon,” Olga said, though to my eyes she looked more amused than annoyed.

I glanced down at the unicorn party hats, rainbow streamers, and bright pink balloons and shrugged my shoulders. “You didn’t ask.”

Her lips quirked upwards at that, and with a small, exasperated shake of her head, she stepped back to let me in. I put the heavy box down on the kitchen table with a sigh and shook my arms out to get some circulation going again. “Where’s Nadya?”

“Still in bed. She has been…not in the mood today.”

“Well, great, that works in our favor.” I immediately got to work on blowing up balloons while Olga put up the rainbow streamers, draping the living room in cheap shiny paper. Despite her initial reaction to what I’d brought she worked quickly to help me set things up, and she was taking the task so seriously that it made me a little curious.

“So, you seem to really care about Nadya’s birthday,” I said as casually as I could manage. When I’d tried to probe into their situation in the past, Olga would change the subject while Nadya just outright ignored me. It was frustrating, but expected. We lived in completely different worlds, so who knew what kinds of secrets they were hiding.

Today though Olga gave me a look to show that she clearly knew what I was doing and sighed. “We have been together for a long time. Her father hired me to teach her English ten years ago, and at some point, I became her assistant.” She paused and deepened her frown. “Nadya is a good girl who has been hurt a lot. I believe she tries to push new people away before it can happen again.”

After hearing that my interactions with Nadya made a lot more sense, especially the way she’d sneered when I accepted the money on that first day. Everyone probably wanted something from her, and in the end, I’d shown her that I was no different.

“Well, unlucky for her that I’m an extremely patient person,” I said.

Olga smiled. “Yes. Unlucky for her.”

We continued to put up the decorations, keeping as quiet as possible to avoid rousing Nadya’s curiosity. When we were halfway done I had to head downstairs for my gift and to grab the cake and champagne—it turned out that Olga had ordered more like a dozen bottles—and when I returned we finished setting things up. Soon enough we had everything in place for the party, and I could tell by the way Olga fussed over the final few details that she was pleased with how it had all come together.

“I will get Nadya,” she said while heading towards the master bedroom. Seconds later I heard Nadya shout something in Russian, Olga shout something back even louder, and after a brief silence, Nadya finally stomped out in a pair of black tights and an oversized long-sleeve t-shirt that fell to the middle of her thighs.

Her eyebrows rose when she saw me standing in the middle of the room with a pink unicorn party hat on my head, and she looked even more astonished when she noticed all of the colorful streamers and balloons we’d taped to the walls.

“This is party for child,” she scoffed.

From behind her Olga placed one of the cheap cardboard hats on Nadya’s head, snapping the rubber band beneath her chin harder than seemed necessary. “Give it a chance, Nadya. What else do you have planned for the night?”

Nadya’s face fell into a pout as she plopped down on the couch with her arms tightly crossed. “This is stupid,” she grumbled. And then she noticed the desserts spread out on the kitchen table. “Is that medovik?”

I watched her jump to her feet to grab a slice of the honey cake and suppressed a grin. “It’s from a little bakery a few blocks away. I wasn’t sure what you liked, so I got a little of everything.”

She didn’t seem to be listening to my explanation, instead just taking huge bites out of each dessert and rolling her eyes and groaning. It sounded pornographic, and I tried not to feel insulted by the fact that she moaned more while eating than she ever had while fucking me.

“I have missed this. Remember you sneak these for me?” she said to Olga, her eyes bright and mouth full of sugary cake.

“Yes. I also remember you telling me to stop because they were making you fat.”

Nadya waved her off and continued to eat, and by the time she’d stuffed half of what I’d bought down her throat her mood already seemed significantly better. She washed it all down with a flute of champagne and burped in a rather unladylike fashion. “Now what we do?” she asked.

Instead of answering I used the tablet that controlled the penthouse’s electronics to set the lights to party mode, the main lights dimming while the recessed lights flashed and cycled between a variety of colors, and then music began to blast from the speakers. “I figured that since you like clubbing so much, this is the next best thing.”

Nadya smirked, chugged another glass of expensive champagne, and then beckoned for me to join her on the dance floor. Unsurprisingly she was an incredible dancer, gyrating and grinding all over me like I was a human stripper pole because I couldn’t dance at all. I glanced at Olga and envied her leisurely champagne-sipping as she watched us from the sidelines, so when I could find a chance to slip away I reached forward to pull her onto the dance floor with us.

Though she initially tried to refuse, she quickly gave in once Nadya grabbed her other arm. With a roll of her eyes she kicked off her heels and removed her blazer until she was just in a tight black halter top, showing off surprisingly round shoulders and sinewy muscled arms. She then joined in on my other side to sandwich me in between their larger bodies.

It blew my mind a little that I had two tall, gorgeous, women dancing intimately with me, and the more they drank the more passionate and uninhibited their movements became. They started to get really touchy with me, hands squeezing my ass or sliding into the front of my pants, and I was only given a reprieve when a slow song came on.

Nadya’s face immediately soured. “You two dance now,” she panted, waving a hand at us as she plopped down on the couch for a break.

It felt a little awkward for just Olga and I to dance, me with my hands on her hips and her with her strong arms draped over my shoulders like we were at prom. Even without her heels she was so much taller than me to the point where I had to look almost straight up to meet her gaze, something that surprisingly didn’t bother me as much as I thought it would.

“You think she’s having fun?” I asked under my breath, risking a glance over at Nadya. I needn’t have worried as she’d gone back to the table to pick through the desserts, and she was currently eviscerating a piece of apple sponge cake.

Olga laughed, the sound of it surprisingly warm and bright. “You would know it if she was not.”

We continued to stare into each other’s eyes as we danced together, and for a short while, I forgot we were celebrating Nadya’s birthday entirely. Even after the song ended we continued to sway—at least until Nadya coughed, clearly bored with watching us make eyes at each other. I felt my cheeks flush, and when I looked up at Olga hers looked a little rosy too.

“So, um, have you ever made a blanket fort?” I asked, stepping out of Olga’s arms to turn the lights back on.

Nadya perked up. “We are building a fort?”

“It’s the best way to watch a movie.” That made her even more excited, and she began to throw the fluffy couch pillows onto the ground. It was really easy to build since her bed was huge and gave us a lot of materials to work with. In no time we had a pretty impressive castle big enough for all of us.

After grabbing more snacks and champagne we all crawled inside together, lounging on our stomachs on the couch and bed pillows that served as the floor of our castle and I used the tablet to put a movie on the obscenely large TV bolted to the main wall.

I’d chosen an animated musical about Anastasia, the red-headed lost Russian Grand Duchess as sort of a joke, but Nadya and Olga both seemed completely captivated by it. They also complained about how inaccurate it was the entire time, though that didn’t stop either of them from sniffling and getting teary-eyed at the emotional parts.

When the movie seemed to be winding down I silently excused myself to get the last step of Nadya’s impromptu birthday party ready. I took the chocolate birthday cake out of the fridge, lit the candles, and started singing happy birthday when the movie ended and the two of them crawled out of the blanket fort. Olga thankfully joined in, her voice much nicer than mine and propping up my piss poor singing.

“You are terrible singer,” Nadya said when we finished, though her smile was wide.

“And dancer,” I added. “Now make a wish.”

She did as I asked, briefly closing her eyes, and then she blew out the candles as Olga and I clapped and cheered.

While I cut a slice for each of us out of the cake, Olga pulled Nadya’s birthday presents out of the cabinet she’d hidden them in. There were only three total: one from Olga, one from her father, and then a final one from me.

She skipped the cake entirely to open her gifts, starting with Olga’s. It was a fancy-looking black leather bag with golden buckles, and when she saw it Nadya smiled and gave her assistant slash best friend a tight hug. The gift from her father was an expensive set of jewelry that was undoubtedly the price of a luxury car, and seeing that I panicked when she reached for the yellow packing envelope that contained my gift.

“Uh, actually, don’t open mine,” I mumbled, suddenly feeling very self-conscious about what I’d given her.

Like usual Nadya ignored me, and she rather carelessly ripped open the top of the flap to pull out the paper inside. It was a drawing I’d done of her earlier in the week, freshly ripped from my sketchbook only hours before. It was mostly black and white with a couple splashes of color; namely in her red hair and green eyes.

“You draw this?” she asked, carefully holding the thick piece of paper between her fingertips. I nodded hesitantly, and she smiled. “So you are good at something.” There wasn’t any heat in her words though, and it was the closest thing to a compliment she’d ever given me.

I was even more shocked when she hugged me, her arms coming up to wrap around my back. She leaned down to kiss me lightly on the cheek and briefly rested her chin on my shoulder.

“Thank you.” she held me close for a few seconds longer, and then she abruptly shoved me and turned away. “Why you still here? Party is over, yes? Go home.”

I fought against rolling my eyes because I was used to the whole hot and cold thing by now. I noticed that she very carefully tucked my drawing back into its envelope though, and I couldn’t help smiling as a result.

“Of course, madam. Please don’t hesitate to call the concierge desk if you need any additional help.”

I took my slice of cake to go and turned to leave, and like usual Olga followed me to the door. This time though she also bent down to hug me, both tighter and longer than Nadya had.

“Thank you. Nadya was very happy.” She pulled back to look at me, pale blue eyes bouncing between my brown ones, and then she was leaning forward again to press a kiss to my lips that made me melt. “I was very happy too,” she added, smiling.

“Oh, um, great. Glad to hear it,” I awkwardly replied. I opened my mouth to ask why she’d kissed me but almost immediately clicked it shut again. “Well…night.” I turned and walked on shaky legs towards the elevator, my lips still tingling from Olga’s kiss.


Chapter 4

It was right as I’d finished changing back into my street clothes that I heard a series of sharp cracks slice through the air, and after an initial moment of shock and confusion I recognized the sounds for what they were.

Gunshots.

My heart instinctively raced and a surge of adrenaline flooded my veins. The sounds weren’t that new to me having grown up on the edge of Brooklyn and Queens, but hearing them so close and in what was arguably the safest borough in the city was troubling.

The piercing wail of the hotel alarms joined the gunshots to snap me out of my panic, and staying as low to the ground as I could I quickly made my way out of the employee locker rooms to the concierge desk where a few of my coworkers were huddled behind it.

“What’s going on?” I asked the receptionist. She looked terrified, which was worrying because she was normally so relaxed and blasé.

“A bunch of armed men stormed the elevator and emergency stairs,” she said, her eyes wide. “They pointed a gun right at me. I thought I was going to die.”

I swallowed hard and tried to think. If the alarms were going off, then the hotel manager had probably already invoked the Nakatomi Protocol. Guests would be evacuated and moved to safe zones, and security staff would be watching the cameras to remotely lock stairwell doors and cut power to whichever elevator the gunmen were in. The ones in the elevators were screwed, but the others in the stairwells could still ascend albeit at a much slower pace.

A few more gunshots sounded from above us, and I noticed that they sounded further away than they’d been only a couple of minutes earlier. “If they’re already in the stairwells, then we should be safe to move. C’mon, let’s get outside.” I led my co-workers out of the front doors where a crowd of guests, employees, and bystanders alike were already waiting. We quickly found our manager, and he looked relieved as he approached us.

“There you two are. Have you seen Brad? He’s the only one left unaccounted for,” our manager asked, craning his neck to look around the crowd.

“I dunno, I haven’t seen him since lunch. What about you?” I asked my co-worker, and when she shook her head, I frowned. Normally he’d be front and center trying to make sure everyone saw him helping out and playing the hero, so for him to be missing in a situation like this was strange.

And then I remembered our conversation from a couple of days ago about him talking to the Russians and my heart dropped.

He couldn’t have.

My head whipped around to search for Nadya and Olga among the guests, and when I didn’t see either of them I tore around the corner to the back of the hotel. They were still inside, and worse, the gunshots I heard every now and then told me that the gunmen were definitely making their way towards the top. I didn’t want to believe they were looking for Nadya, but it was also the only thing that made sense.

I swiped my keycard to get through the back door and ran up to the second floor where the ladder leading to the roof started. I then climbed to the roof as fast as I could, and once there I sprinted across the top of it to the other side of the hotel where I knew the penthouse’s balcony to be.

It took some maneuvering to slide over the edge and drop down to the concrete patio below, and when I looked through the glass door of their living room I was more relieved than I cared to admit seeing that Olga and Nadya were both hunkered down behind the thick marble counter top for protection.

I rapped loudly on the window and was surprised when Olga spun on me with a little silver pistol pointed directly at my chest. she looked equally shocked for a moment, the gun lowering but still aimed at my stomach.

She cautiously approached the patio window, staying low to the ground and hugging the wall next to it. “What are you doing here?” she asked harshly through the glass, pale blue eyes narrowed.

I quickly raised my hands to show that I wasn’t carrying anything. “I came to save you.”

For a moment she seemed taken aback, and she gave me a tight, perplexed frown. “Save us? Why?”

“Why?” I asked, incredulous. “There are people trying to kill you!”

Olga stared hard at me for another few seconds, scrutinizing everything from my expression to the clothes I was wearing, and then she slowly lifted a hand to the door to unlock it. She kept the gun trained on me as I cautiously entered the room, and with one hand she patted me down to check for weapons.

She breathed a small sigh when I came up clean, finally fully lowering the gun away from me. “I am sorry. I needed to make sure you were not with them.”

I almost laughed at her thinking that I could be a part of the Russian mob, but instead I shook my head. “No, I get it, but we really need to go. Like now.” From here it was clear that there was a fierce gunfight happening in the hallway outside, and I wasn’t sure how long her two guards would be able to hold the line. I winced at the thought of them being eventually overrun and killed, but there was nothing I could do to help.

“Go where?” Olga asked. She paused for a moment, looking over my shoulder at the open sliding door before meeting my eyes again. “Wait. How did you get up here?”

“From the roof.” Her eyebrows arched, and I sighed. “You have to trust me. Please.” The hallway outside erupted with another round of loud, sharp cracks, followed by intense shouting in Russian. I didn’t understand a word of what they were saying, but it didn’t sound good for us.

Confirmation came when they started banging against the heavy wooden door, and while the penthouse was one of the most secure rooms in the hotel it wasn’t impenetrable. Given enough time they’d breach the door, and judging by the cracks forming in the door frame as they threw their bodies against it we only had minutes at best.

Olga looked at the door, looked at Nadya’s terrified face, and then finally—mercifully—nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.”

The three of us ran out onto the balcony, and once there we boosted Nadya up onto the roof first. Since I was shorter and lighter Olga helped me up next, and she was just about to jump for my outstretched hands when Nadya poked her head back over the edge.

“Wait! Get my bag!” Nadya said, and while I looked on incredulously, Olga sprinted back into the hotel suite.

“Really? You made her go back for a stupid bag?” I shouted at her.

Nadya glared back at me. “Shut up.”

I felt an overwhelming sense of relief when Olga reemerged only seconds later, clutching the strap of Nadya’s new leather purse that she’d slung across her body. She jumped as high as she could to reach for both of our outstretched arms, and with a synchronized effort, we hoisted her up onto the rooftop mere moments before the mobsters shattered the door below us.

There was no time to catch our breath. We ran full speed across the roof to where the emergency ladder was, and with me leading the way the three of us started our descent to the ground. Nadya trailed close behind, and Olga brought up the rear with her gun firmly in hand, scanning the area above us to ensure we weren’t being pursued. I didn’t think the men chasing us had seen which way we’d gone, but I prayed that by the time they searched the room and realized it was empty we’d be at least a few blocks away.

We made it to the second-floor landing in record time, and once there I lowered the ladder the rest of the way to the ground, not willing to risk going back into the hotel if I could help it. The moment we were all safely on the ground Nadya immediately wrapped me up in a tight hug.

“Thank you, Simon,” she uttered, more somber and sincere than I’d ever heard her before. It was also the first time she’d ever said my name, and I fumbled for an appropriate response while awkwardly patting her on the back.

Thankfully Olga seemed to sense my unease and gently pulled me away, sparing me from further stumbling in my attempts to find the right words. “We need to get off of the street,” she said. “There may be more men, and if we are seen they will follow us.”

“In that case…” I removed my hoodie and beanie and handed them over to Nadya. “You’re the only recognizable one of us.”

Olga helped her stuff her curly red hair beneath the knit hat, and surprisingly just that was enough to make her look like a different person. When she slipped on my baggy hoodie and borrowed Olga’s glasses she was nearly unrecognizable.

“Follow me. No one will think to look for you at my shitty apartment,” I said, already setting off at a brisk walk.

I led them through secluded alleys and quiet backstreets that I knew like my own backyard, taking routes that were mostly unpopulated to avoid being seen as we headed towards the subway. Once there we luckily only had to wait around five minutes for the next train, and it was only when we were in the train car headed to Queens that I finally allowed myself to lean my head back against the window and breathe a relieved sigh.

For most of the trip we rode in silence, none of us too eager to speak as we tried to process everything that had just happened. It wasn’t every day that Russian mobsters tried to kidnap and/or murder you, after all.

It was dark by the time we got to our stop, and after leading them the few blocks to my crappy apartment building we scaled the rickety stairs to my second-floor apartment. I was surprised to find that my hands were still shaking when I tried to stick my key into the lock, but after three tries I managed to unlock the door and flip the lights on.

Walking into my tiny apartment with two women who had probably lived in some of the finest places in the world made me more aware of how different our lives were than usual, and I felt a flush of shame as they looked around at my pathetic little life.

“Sorry it’s not as fancy as the Rostova’s penthouse,” I mumbled, slightly embarrassed by the state of my living room. It felt humbling to have them in my space, especially since one of their shoes alone probably cost more than a month of rent for me.

Olga snorted. “There is no one who would complain about that after you have saved their lives.” She went to the window and carefully peeked between the blinds, presumably to see if anyone had followed us all the way to Queens.

“I am sweaty,” Nadya complained, peeling off my beanie and returning Olga’s glasses. “I want to shower.”

I motioned to a door on the opposite wall. “Sure, the bathroom’s through there. Towels and stuff are under the sink, and I’ll have some clothes you can change into by the time you’re done.”

My eyebrows rose when they both went into the bathroom, but then it dawned on me that after spending so much time together they were likely as close as sisters and probably did that sort of thing all the time; especially now after the whole Russian mobsters trying to kill them thing.

While they showered I fielded calls from concerned family and friends who’d heard about the attack on the hotel, assuring them that I was fine and to definitely not come over to check up on me. I then scrounged up some sleepwear for my guests and left it on the toilet for whenever they finished.

After they finished freshening up I took a quick shower too, and when I emerged from the bathroom I found them huddled closely around my kitchen table with their attention fixed on a smartphone placed on speaker mode. They were speaking quickly in Russian so I couldn’t understand what they were talking about until Olga slowly relayed my address to whoever was on the other end; apparently, we were going to be having some visitors.

“Father will come tomorrow. We will leave then,” Nadya said when the call ended a few minutes later. She avoided eye contact, her gaze fixed on her chipped fingernails, and I frowned.

“Okay,” I slowly replied. I’d fully expected them to get out of dodge as soon as possible so I wasn’t at all surprised, but there was a strange tension in the air that hadn’t been there before the call that worried me. Whatever they’d discussed on the phone clearly had them both on edge.

“Why did you save us?” Nadya finally asked, green eyes snapping up to glare at me. “You think you are Clint Eastwood? Or is it money you want?”

I wasn’t sure what the hell Clint Eastwood had to do with anything, but the implication that I’d helped them for personal gain bothered me a lot. Olga’s expectant look especially made me upset, and I grit my teeth with frustration.

“I told you, I saved you because you were in trouble. There are better ways to make money than almost dying,” I ground out.

Olga, ever the voice of calm and reason, put her hand on mine. “We believe you, we just needed to ask. You understand.” I noticed the worry in her eyes, and seeing that I eased my shoulders and sighed.

“I know.” As annoyed as I was, their questioning was justified. Because of how wealthy Nadya’s family was she needed to be extremely careful about who she trusted, and at the end of the day they’d only known me for a little over a week. “We should call it a night. I made up my old roommate’s bed for you,” I said, standing to show them the room.

Nadya frowned. “No.”

“No?” I repeated, confused.

“I want to fuck now.” She said it so bluntly that I was taken aback, and when I looked to Olga for help she simply raised an eyebrow as if to say “What are you looking at me for?”

Apparently even if we weren’t in the hotel I was expected to be Nadya’s concierge and personal whore.

Because I was still somewhat upset with her I thought about declining her request, but at the same time, it would be our last night together. Bringing things full circle and ending it all with a bang only seemed right—pun intended.

I nodded, and Nadya’s face lit up with a mischievous grin. She pushed me towards my bedroom, playfully removing my clothing along the way to leave a trail of discarded garments on the hardwood floor. She then quickly shucked her own until she was naked, and like I’d expected her cock was already hard and pointing straight at me.

She shoved me hard so that I fell onto my back on the bed, and then she climbed on top of me to sit her ass on my face. She gripped the base of her cock to slide it against my lips, and when I opened my mouth for her she leaned forward and smoothly slip herself inside. After sucking her off so often I barely gagged, even when the head of her cock pressed itself snugly into my throat.

For a little while she stayed mostly still, only swirling her hips to more solidly sheathe herself in the warm wetness of my mouth. In the meantime I ran my tongue over her spongy head a few times, tasting her slick, salty precum while quiet gasps and moans slipped from between her lips.

Like usual though Nadya quickly grew bored with me being gentle, and she angled her hips to fuck my throat with slow, firm thrusts. I slurped hard on her shaft each time she pulled out and was rewarded with viscous dollops of fluid that slid straight into my stomach.

At some point during the assault on my throat I heard Olga pad into the room. The familiar sound of a lube bottle being opened met my ears a few moments later, and then Nadya was pulling her spit-slickened cock out of my mouth to crawl down my body until she was near my ass.

Curious, I sat up on my elbows to see what was happening. While I looked on she coated her huge cock in lube, sliding her wet sticky fingers all over her shaft until it was pink and shiny. That in itself was nothing new, but I grew a little concerned when she adjusted herself to line her drooling tip up with my entrance.

Before I could say anything she snapped her hips forward to push through the tight ring of my ass. “Fuck,” I gasped against the pain of her sudden intrusion. I’d grown used to Olga loosening me up with her fingers first, so to be stretched open with zero preparation was agonizing. I shuddered to think what it would’ve felt like if she hadn’t already fucked me earlier in the day.

Without slowing her descent for a second she sunk herself fully into my ass until her warm balls were pressed against my cheeks. She filled me so completely that it felt like if she were just a few inches longer her cockhead would be coming out of my mouth.

“You take me so good,” she moaned, grinding her hips against my ass as though she could get herself even deeper inside of me. She smiled down at me, and she was so incredibly beautiful that it was difficult for me to stay upset with her; especially with her cheeks flushed and the tip of her tongue playfully peeking out from between her lips.

Her hands tightly gripped my hips and she began to set a steady pace, sawing herself in and out. It was different than usual in that she actually allowed herself to make noises, moaning and gasping as she scraped against the deepest parts of me. Eventually she was sliding into my ass smoothly and quickly, so to increase her own pleasure she’d tweak my nipples every now and then to make me clench my ass.

The bed dipped as Olga squeezed onto the bed next to me, her chest right next to my face, and she lifted her borrowed t-shirt to expose one of her perfectly formed breasts so that I could latch onto the dark pink nipple and distract myself from the railing I was receiving.

Her other hand wrapped around my much smaller flopping cock, squeezing it gently to force drops of slick fluid from my slit, and when there was enough of it she’d use a finger to collect it and then lick it off. I found the sight both hot and surprising because up until now she’d kept her touches chaste when Nadya fucked me. Now she was eating my precum like it was the tastiest thing in the world.

She had to let me go when Nadya leaned forward to press her small breasts against my chest, forcing my legs into the air as she increased the power of her thrusts. Each slap of her hips took my breath away, and with her trim sweaty stomach sliding against my dick I could only squirm under her relentless assault.

“You like when I fuck you?” she panted, her heavy accent making her words that much sexier. I moaned wantonly and nodded while she chuckled, the mockery in it only adding to the pleasure I felt. Being dominated by her had permanently altered something within me, and I honestly wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

I’d fully resigned myself to being fucked for a long time, but her cock swelled sooner than I expected while her thrusts began to become more erratic. She gasped and moaned loudly in my ear, and despite her best efforts to hold back her orgasm, I felt a familiar warm wetness fill my ass. She growled dangerously, her teeth sinking into the soft skin between my shoulder and neck as though she were trying to mark me as her own.

She stayed inside of me for a minute or two longer, her hips grinding against me to milk every last ounce of pleasure that she could from my ass. After a long few minutes she pulled herself out with a wince, falling back onto her butt and releasing a tired but satisfied breath of air.

“Good slut,” she said, flicking my hard cock to send my own precum splattering against my stomach.

In direct contrast to Nadya’s cruelty I felt Olga’s gentle touch on my sweaty face, chest, and shoulders as she stared down at me with a look that I could only describe as affection.

Also noticing this, Nadya scoffed. “Just fuck him already. He is your type, yes?” she asked with an amused lilt to her voice.

Olga’s face went bright red, and my jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe it.

“I’m your type?” I asked, sitting up on my elbows to stare at her.

Nadya’s gleeful grin split her face, clearly enjoying her assistant’s embarrassment. “Yes, she love skinny boy like you. Always asking ‘how I look’ and ‘is hair okay’ when you come to room. I am surprised you did not notice. She is not nice to most people.”

I could only stare at Olga as she steadfastly avoided my gaze. Sure, it had sometimes felt like Olga might’ve liked me, but I’d figured she was nice to everyone and didn’t want to assume that the way she treated me was in any way special. She hadn’t seemed at all interested in having sex with me, and that in particular didn’t make a lick of sense.

“If you liked me, why didn’t you ever try to sleep with me? I would’ve been okay with it,” I said.

She was silent for so long that I thought she wasn’t going to answer, but then she sighed. “Because I did not want to like you more. I knew if I touched you again that way it would hurt too much when we left.”

Even though she looked sad, my chest was warm and jittery knowing how she actually felt about me. I gently cupped her cheek to force her eyes back to mine, and then I leaned forward to kiss her sweetly.

“Will you fuck me?” I asked, figuring that the direct approach was the way to go with her. “I don’t want to always wonder what it would’ve been like.”

Olga’s lips parted with surprise as she nodded quickly, and even if she hadn’t agreed her hard cock still tenting her shorts made it obvious enough how she felt about the idea.

With some careful maneuvering because of the limited space on the small bed Olga positioned herself in front of my ass and took the place previously occupied by Nadya. She then removed her glasses and borrowed gym shorts to give me my first look at her dick since the day we’d met.

It was so swollen and red that it looked painful, the veins along the shaft throbbing angrily while her drooling tip dripped hot cum onto my stomach. It looked like a touch could set her off, so she didn’t bother with any kind of foreplay and instead aligned herself with my slightly gaping rosebud.

Since I was already slick with Nadya’s cum it was easy for her to bury herself to the root in one smooth, slow, thrust, the downy hairs of her thick bush brushing against my ass. She tilted her head back and moaned, squeezing her eyes shut to stop herself from cumming so soon, and all the while I could feel her cock jumping desperately inside of me. Because it was so curved it almost perfectly ground against the most sensitive part of me, and I had to tightly scrunch my fingers into the bedsheets to ground myself.

Truthfully I didn’t know how to feel about getting fucked by two different women back to back. It made me feel like more of a piece of meat than usual—like I was something to be passed around and used as the whore that Nadya often called me.

But when Olga regained enough control to reopen her beautiful blue eyes and beam down at me, the clear affection in her gaze made those thoughts quickly fade into the background.

She pulled her shirt over her head to get completely naked and allowed me to get my first unobstructed view of her strong arms and milky white breasts. They smacked together deliciously on each firm thrust, the motion so hypnotizing and enticing that it only made me hornier. I was only barely aware of the nasty, wet squishing sounds my ass made each time she bottomed out and displaced some of Nadya’s cum, and her fat mushroom tip scraped the sticky mess out of me like that was her intention all along.

While Olga pistoned herself inside of me Nadya sat cross-legged on the bed next to us. She looked on with rapt attention, her fingernails gently scraping over my chest, and every now and then her fingers would pinch a nipple to create a chain reaction where I clenched my ass and then Olga would moan as it milked her cock.

Like usual Nadya quickly grew bored and decided to move her attention to my dick, gently rubbing a single fingertip against the smooth skin between the shaft and the head of my penis, and when I whimpered pathetically in response her grin turned evil. She spit on her fingers to add more lubrication before attacking the sensitive spot again, and combined with Olga’s thick, curved cock grinding against my prostate it was impossible to stop myself from cumming.

I gasped loudly and arched my back high off of the bed while I spurted thin strands of cum all over my own chest and stomach. Both women giggled as I writhed and groaned through my orgasm, and neither took mercy on me when I tried to squirm away as the pleasure became too much.

“Please,” I finally gasped, trying to push Nadya’s hand away. I was sensitive to the point where having my dick touched was almost painful, and unfortunately that only made her smile wider.

She batted my hands away and cruelly twisted her fingers around the slick head of my cock. “This is fun. He is cute when he whines,” she snickered. She only let me go when I began to snivel, but the amused smirk didn’t leave her face for a single second.

Like she was apologizing for Nadya’s ruthlessness Olga leaned down to kiss me, her tongue sliding deep into my mouth to brush up against my teeth and gums. I was even more surprised when Nadya inserted herself to make it into a three-way kiss, our tongues and lips wetly smacking together, and it was easily the hottest thing I ever had been and probably ever would be a part of.

Olga broke the kiss and rolled me over so that I was lying on my side, and then she put both of her hands on my hip for better leverage. I could only hold on for dear life as she traded gentleness for chasing her own pleasure, her mouth falling open and the sinewy muscles of her arms bulging with effort.

Sweat dripped from her forehead and girlish moans slipped from her lips as she seemed to take out a week of pent-up sexual frustration on me, slamming herself balls deep inside of me from tip to root while she gnawed sensually on her bottom lip in her struggle to stave off the inevitable. We didn’t break eye contact for a single second until the pleasure became too great for her, and then she squeezed her eyes shut and came hard.

The sound she made was one I’d never heard from her before. It was a mix between a strangled groan and a high whimper, and she shuddered and shook and shivered as she deposited a much heavier load than Nadya ever had inside of me. There was nowhere for her cum to go except back out again, and I felt the warm stickiness spurt out of me almost as soon as it entered to splash against my ass and the bed sheets below.

After a couple of minutes she carefully pulled away, moaning again when the sensitive head of her cock slipped out of my gripping ring, and with nothing to hold it in a torrent of both her and Nadya’s slimy cum rushed out of me. She collapsed onto her side and lay a strong arm over my chest, still shivering every now and then as she continued to come down from the high of her orgasm.

“His ass is perfect, yes?” Nadya smugly asked.

Olga only nodded tiredly in response and slid her eyes shut. Her face was even more beautiful when fully relaxed, and unable to help myself I leaned forward to peck her on her pretty pink lips. They curled upwards into a soft smile, and she muttered something in Russian before rather suddenly dropping off to sleep.

“She say she loves you,” Nadya explained, appearing just as shocked as I felt. “She has not said to whore before.”

I wasn’t naive enough to believe that Olga actually loved me, and was fully aware that it’d probably just slipped out because of the oxytocin and dopamine flooding her brain after a long-deserved orgasm. That didn’t stop me from blushing red though, and seeing this Nadya smirked.

She lay down and cuddled up into my other side, resting a head on my shoulder and wrapping her thin arms around one of mine. Perhaps with Olga’s tacit acceptance of me she felt more comfortable getting close, or maybe it was just that she craved a little comfort after her horrible ordeal. Either way her breathing soon evened, and then I was the only one left awake in the tiny bedroom.

I tried to reposition myself to find a more comfortable position, but the bed wasn’t made for three. Hell, two was pushing it, and the only way we could all fit was for them to basically be right on top of me. Not that I particularly minded having a beautiful woman snuggled into each side of me and two large, soft cocks resting on my thighs.

I quickly gave up and yawned as the fatigue from our daring escape and the rough sex hit me all at once, and soon enough I joined the women in dozing off to sleep.


Chapter 5

Being violently shaken wasn’t how I preferred to wake up, but when I opened my bleary eyes to see Olga’s beautiful face staring down at me in the low light of my bedroom I couldn’t help smiling.

She smiled back and brushed my messy bangs out of my eyes, and then her large warm hand softly cupped my cheek. “You should get dressed. Her father will be here soon, and he is very doting.” She didn’t have to spell it out for me to guess at what she was trying to say. After all, knowing that your daughter was having sex and having clear evidence of it were two very different things.

A glance at the window showed it was still dark out meaning that she couldn’t have gotten much more than five or six hours of sleep, and yet somehow she had found the time to iron and fully dress in yesterday’s skirt and blazer. It was almost annoying how effortlessly she managed to look as fresh as a daisy despite the early hour while I was exhausted and sore from being fucked raw by two very large dicks the night before.

I tried to sit up but Nadya was still holding onto me tightly, her mouth wide open and drooling on my bare shoulder, and when I attempted to untangle myself she whimpered and held on tighter. It was only when Olga tempted her with a cup of coffee that Nadya let go, finally sitting up and taking the cup with half-closed eyes.

Olga handed me a mug as well, and after just one sip I felt significantly better. It had more sugar than I usually preferred, but it tasted ten times better than the coffee I made. Clearly, Olga knew how to use my coffee maker better than I did.

“Hurry and drink,” she said to us both, pushing on the bottoms of the mugs with her fingers to force us to finish faster. She only let Nadya take a few more sips to fully coax her back into the land of the living, and then she took the cup back and set it aside to begin helping her clean up and dress.

It was fascinating watching Olga clothe her by expertly maneuvering the thin girl into what she’d arrived in the night before. It really drove home how heavily Nadya depended on her, so I wasn’t sure what kind of future Olga and I could have together when she was so clearly devoted to her job. It was no wonder she’d been reluctant to get close to me.

I blinked at that train of thought, feeling a little pathetic for planning our life together only hours after learning that she had something of a crush on me. No matter what we’d be parting soon, and I was only hurting myself by thinking about what could have been.

Olga caught me staring and lifted an eyebrow, tapping at her bare wrist in a way that was weirdly sexy, so I rolled my eyes and got up to slip into my backup concierge uniform figuring it was better to greet a Russian billionaire in that rather than an old Yankees t-shirt and jeans.

Right as I finished tying my shoes there was a loud, booming knock on my front door, and while Nadya sat on the couch and used my hairbrush to try and control her curly red mane, Olga approached the door with her little silver pistol in hand. She leaned against the door frame and shouted something in Russian, and when the voice responded favorably she relaxed her grip on the gun and opened the door.

A huge man in all black entered first, sweeping my small apartment with a very large, very scary-looking pistol. It hovered on me for a second or two longer than I would’ve liked, but then he lowered it and spoke into an earpiece. Moments later the large, imposing figure of Alexei Rostova himself rushed into the room, flanked by a short thin man in a suit and another four huge goons.

“папочка!” Nadya shouted excitedly, throwing my brush down onto the couch to run over and jump into his arms. The both of them began speaking quickly in Russian, and Nadya seemed to revert into a child in the presence of her father with her excited smile and her light, cheerful voice. I’d never seen her act that way, so it made me weirdly glad to know that she wasn’t always bratty and demanding.

She went into her new bag and pulled out a picture frame to show it to him, and when she tilted the frame at just the right angle I saw that it was the drawing I’d given her for her birthday. She’d had it framed, and had risked her (or well, Olga’s) life to go back for it. It flattered me so much that I was starting to feel bad for yelling at her the day before—at least until she said my name and pointed directly at my face.

I swallowed hard when everyone in the room seemed to look my way at once. Hopefully she hadn’t just told her father to have me killed.

Alexei walked over and firmly shook my hand, his large palm easily dwarfing my own. “You have saved my daughter, and you have made her smile. I will not forget this favor.”

I didn’t know how to react to being owed a favor by a man who could probably buy a small country, so I fell back on my training instead. “As a concierge of the Rostova Hotel, the safety and comfort of our guests comes first,” I replied in my best customer service voice.

He seemed startled by my answer, but then he threw his head back and laughed. He slapped me hard on the shoulder and said something to Nadya in Russian to which she rolled her eyes and mumbled a reply.

Nadya glanced at me and then at Olga before asking her father a question that had him raising his eyebrows and whipping his head around to stare at me with more interest than he had before. After a few seconds he spoke to the short man that I assumed was his assistant while waving a hand in my general direction, and when the man nodded and pulled out his phone to make a call, both Alexei and Nadya grinned.

Feeling increasingly left out and frustrated I turned to Olga, hoping she could shed some light on the situation. To my surprise she wore a bewildered and embarrassed expression, her mouth agape and her cheeks and ears flushed an impressive shade of red.

“Pack. We are going now,” Nadya said, snapping her fingers at me to get my attention.

I stupidly blinked back at her. “I’m going too?”

Nadya rolled her eyes. “Yes, is what I said. I buy you for Olga.”

“What do you mean, you bought me?”

“She means that her father bought out your employment contract with the hotel. You are now the personal concierge for Nadya Rostova,” Olga explained while still shaking her head in disbelief.

I must have been having a stroke, because surely I wasn’t hearing things correctly. “Isn’t that kind of your job, though?”

“No, I am her English teacher,” she said with a little smirk, though it fell soon after. “It is up to you if you want to come, but…I would like it very much if you joined us, Simon.” She dropped her eyes away from mine, her clasped hands wringing uncomfortably, and it was so out of character and so fucking cute that I wanted to agree right away.

Who knew when I would get another chance like this? To live and travel in luxury on a billionaire’s dime? It’d always been my dream to see the world, and it was a once in a lifetime opportunity that I’d be an idiot to turn down.

Still, there was a lot to think about. All of my friends and most of my family were in the city, and I was just getting started in my career. More importantly I’d be putting my life at risk because there were clearly people who wanted Nadya dead or worse. As a nobody from Queens, I had no illusions that their enemies would let a loose end like me return home unscathed.

I looked out of the living room window at the city I’d called home for twenty-three years, the dawn just cresting over the horizon and bathing the city in its warm yellow glow. It was a sight I loved and would miss dearly if I left, but then I started to wonder what the dawn looked like in Spain, or London, or Tokyo. I started to dream of filling sketchbooks with the interesting people I’d meet and some of the most iconic skylines in the world, and suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

Besides, it turned out that I really enjoyed having two gorgeous women lusting after me, even if I was always the one on the receiving end.

“Where are we going first?” I asked, fighting a grin and trying to look serious.

Olga beamed at me, wider than she ever had before.
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