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Synopsis






A sultry hotel owner, a lonely college professor, and a needy young housewife…

Book 1 of 3 - When 23-year-old Leo starts working at an exclusive hotel for women, he quickly finds himself entangled in a web of lust, secrets, and forbidden desires.

Seduced by his gorgeous employer, Leo must also satisfy the erotic desires of a lewd college professor and a sexually deprived housewife. Caught between three captivating women who hold secrets of their own, Leo must solve a rash of violent incidents that threaten to destroy the hotel itself. Can he save the hotel from ruin while also building the harem of his dreams?

Hotel Harem is a harem adventure series. It contains age-gap encounters, unconventional relationships, and graphic scenes. 18+ only.





HOTEL HAREM



Book 1, The Lonely Professor





Chapter 1



"Amelia, darling."




The Delmira Hotel was a gem from the 1920s, full of opulence and mystique. Its three stories held only twelve rooms, each lavishly decorated, catering to a very exclusive clientele.

At its entrance, I pressed a button and showed my face to a discreetly placed camera. I stood enjoying the summer warmth, a cool breeze offering relief from the sun over the city streets.

A melodic chime sounded and I was allowed through the gilded front doors. Inside, my footsteps echoed off the polished marble floors. The walls of the lobby were paneled in ornately carved mahogany. A large chandelier hung from the ceiling, its crystals refracting light in colorful streaks across the floor.

The front desk was a simple table with a high-backed chair behind it. A computer monitor and an open laptop on the table were the only concessions the hotel seemed willing to make to modernity. Vases of fresh-cut flowers adorned the desk and a light floral scent, like an elegant perfume, hung in the air.

Before I did the phone interview, I'd researched the hotel online. There wasn't very much info available, just enough to let me know this place was for the kind of people who didn't ask the price of things before they bought them.

Despite that research, I still felt slightly unprepared for my surroundings. I'd grown up in a trailer park and was currently living out of my truck. A place like The Delmira was definitely an unfamiliar experience for me.

"Ah, you must be Leo," a sultry voice called out.

I turned to see Amelia Thomas, the hotel's owner, sitting on an antique chaise lounge. She was captivating with her dark, wavy hair framing her porcelain skin and ruby-red lips. She was wearing a sleek, black dress that hugged her curves and accentuated her figure. The low-cut front showed off her deep cleavage, a single ruby pendant hanging between the swell of her breasts.

At 45 years old, Amelia Thomas looked like an actress from the heyday of 1950s Hollywood. Her eyes seemed to dance with mischief as she looked me up and down.

"Sit down, Leo," she purred, patting the space beside her. "Let's get to know each other better."

Feeling exposed in my cheap suit, I hesitantly took a seat. Her eyes lingered on my attire for a moment, raising a perfectly manicured eyebrow before returning her gaze to mine. I stayed calm and focused under her scrutiny, but inside I felt like a fish out of water in such an extravagant setting.

"Before we begin, I'd like to get to know you better," she said. "I called your previous place of employment, but they refused to speak with me."

"I figured they wouldn't," I sighed, shaking my head ruefully.

"Tell me about your last job," she asked, leaning closer, her perfume filling my nostrils with an intoxicating scent. "What did you do and why did you leave? Tell it to me in your own words, darling."

Darling? I thought. Does she call all her employees that?

"Well, as I told you over the phone, I was a bouncer at a club by the University," I said, trying to maintain eye contact while fighting the urge to stare at her chest.

"Really? What happened?" She seemed intrigued.

"A drunk frat boy sucker-punched me one night, so I fought back." I shrugged nonchalantly. "Turns out he was the Dean's son. It's a college town and the club didn't want any trouble, so they let me go."

To my surprise, Amelia patted my thigh like an old friend.

"Good for you," Amelia said with a devilish grin. "Sounds like that fucker had it coming."

Her approval sent a thrill through me, making me feel more at ease. The way she said "fucker" also excited me, a shocking contrast to her elegant demeanor. There was an intimacy in the way she was speaking to me that I had not expected after the cold and formal discussion we had over the phone.

Amelia surprised me again, leaning in closer, her breath warm on my ear as she whispered conspiratorially, "So now you're ours, Leo. Our live-in concierge."

"Yes, ma'am," I said, suddenly aware of the proximity between us.

"Are you anxious?" Amelia asked with a teasing smile. "This must be a very new situation for you."

"Maybe a little," I admitted.

"Good. It means you care," she said. "Now, let's get to your duties. It's important to get to the meat of things as quickly as possible. Don't you agree?"

"I do."

Amelia gave me a smile and folded her hands in her lap, drawing my eyes to her long legs and the black stilettos she wore.

"Here at The Delmira Hotel, our guests expect a certain level of service," Amelia explained. "As a live-in concierge, you are responsible for providing exceptional customer support to our clientele."

She gestured around the opulent lobby as if to emphasize the grandeur of the building. Her fingernails were painted a deep red that matched the ruby pendant between her breasts.

"This hotel holds a rich and intriguing past," Amelia said. "It was built back in 1891, a time when the city was alive with possibility. Originally, it served as a rather naughty establishment— a bordello and speakeasy hidden in the shadows of Prohibition."

She paused, savoring the weight of those words, before continuing.

"Tragically, a fire swept through the building in the 1950s, reducing it to ashes. But the spirit of the hotel refused to be extinguished. It was rebuilt, rising from those ashes like a phoenix. For several decades, it served as a humble furniture store. But in 2010, my mother urged me to purchase this place and restore the lost grandeur of this building. We shared a vision of a women-only hotel where our guests could feel completely at ease in their surroundings. My mother died before I finished remodeling. I named it Delmira in honor of her. Every day here, I am reminded of my mother's presence."

Her gaze lingered on the elegant architecture surrounding us, a testament to her vision and dedication.

"That's an amazing history," I said.

Amelia gave me a brisk nod and an appreciative smile. She seemed pleased that I was impressed by the story of The Delmira Hotel.

Taking a deep breath, Amelia returned to the business at hand.

"We have only three floors and twelve rooms, but our guests are demanding. You must do whatever it takes to satisfy their needs."

I nodded, eager to show my willingness to meet her expectations. Amelia went on to explain that I would work the front desk from six in the evening until midnight, and be on call until nine in the morning when Frank, the day shift manager, arrived. I would work Wednesday through Sunday, with Monday and Tuesday as my weekend.

"Remember, our guests value discretion and personalized attention. Always address them by name, anticipate their needs, and never hesitate to provide assistance or recommendations."

"Understood," I replied.

"Excellent. Now, unless you have any further questions, I'll show you how the front desk works."

"Actually, I do have a question, Ms. Thomas."

"Amelia. I insist."

"Amelia."

"Better. Go ahead."

I cleared my throat, taking a moment to consider my phrasing.

"How is it legal for The Delmira Hotel to allow only women guests?" I asked, genuinely curious about the unusual policy. "Isn't that, like, a discriminatory policy?"

Amelia's smile broadened, revealing perfect white teeth that seemed to gleam in the dim light.

"You're an inquisitive one, aren't you? That's a very insightful inquiry, Leo."

I wasn't sure if she was patronizing me or genuinely impressed. Amelia was the kind of woman who seemed to enjoy keeping people off-balance.

Or maybe she just enjoys toying with younger men. I may be only 23, but I've seen enough cougars prowling the clubs to know one when I see one. And Ms. Amelia Thomas is an apex predator.

"Well, to answer your question, we don't serve the public," Amelia said. "Our hotel caters to a network of private clubs and organizations. All guests are either members of these clubs or personally given access by a club member."

"Interesting. So most of your guests are regulars?"

"Indeed. Many of them visit for extended stays, sometimes weeks or even months at a time. They come here seeking privacy and an escape from the mundane. We offer no food options or standard hospitalities. We are less of a hotel and more of a private residency for our guests."

"I understand."

"Any other questions?" Amelia asked, her gaze piercing into mine.

"No, I think that covers everything, Ms. Thomas."

"Amelia," she corrected me. "Refer to me as Ms. Thomas again and I may have to spank you, darling."

A dozen responses to this sultry woman flashed through my mind. Instead, I gave her a nod and straightened my jacket.

"I'm ready to proceed," I told her.

"Excellent," she said. "Let me introduce you to Frank."

Amelia led me to the front desk. A tall, silver-haired man with a warm smile emerged from the doorway behind the desk. His sudden appearance made me wonder how he knew he was wanted.

Anticipating his boss's needs. Definitely a skill I need to develop ASAP if I'm gonna last in this job.

"Frank, this is Leo, our new live-in concierge."

"Ah, the young blood! Welcome aboard, Leo."

Frank extended his hand. I couldn't help but notice the strength in his grip. He had a friendly and genuine demeanor that immediately put me at ease. I could see why Amelia had chosen him to be the main interface between The Delmira Hotel and its guests.

"Very nice to meet you, Frank. I'm looking forward to working with you."

"Leo, allow me to show you our security system." Amelia gestured to the monitor displaying various angles of the hotel's exterior and interior. "We have cameras outside the entrance, in the lobby, and up through all the hallways. Your job is to monitor them during your shift."

"Understood," I nodded, mentally noting the positions of each camera.

"Regarding checkins, it's quite simple," Amelia continued, pointing to a large, leather-bound book on the counter. "Our guests only need to sign their names here. All other details are provided by the private organizations they belong to, which we receive electronically."

"Got it," I said, admiring the old-fashioned charm of the guest book.

"Room keys are stored in the concierge's apartment. This key fob unlocks the front door for our guests. This mobile phone is tied to our main number. While on duty, you must keep both on your person at all times."

Amelia handed me the fob and an iPhone, our fingers brushing together. It was a deliberately provocative gesture, one that Amelia seemed to delight in making.

"Next, let me show you where you'll be living," Amelia beckoned, guiding me through the door behind the front desk.

Right behind the desk? That's very convenient. The border between my work and my life is about to get super thin.

I followed Amelia into the spacious and well-furnished apartment. The high ceilings and elegant décor gave it a luxurious feel, fitting for the hotel's atmosphere.

"The room keys and spares are kept here," she said, gesturing to the wheel rack on the wall where a dozen old-fashioned brass keys were hung. "Our guests sometimes take keys home as souvenirs, so we always have spares at the ready."

Amelia ran her fingers over the keys, making them jangle. It was a pleasant sound, the clattering of brass like wind chimes.

"This is the living room and kitchen," Amelia said. "The Delmira Hotel does not offer its guests food or drinks, but you may be called upon to provide boiling water or ice cubes. You may cook your meals here but are forbidden from preparing any dish that has a strong odor which might disturb our guests. So no fish!"

"I hate fish, anyway," I assured her.

"Half the space here is devoted to this storeroom," Amelia said, opening a door that led to a cavernous storage space. "We keep spare sheets, folding cots, toilet paper, and other things our guests might need. Even doggie treats for their pets. The cleaning contractor and local delivery services handle everything else."

I nodded, getting a better feel for what the hotel did and did not offer.

"Do you see that light?" Amelia asked, pointing to a fixture above the storeroom's door. "It will flash and an alarm will sound if any guest calls the front desk after midnight. You must answer them on the phone no matter when they call. So keep the phone nearby even when you shower! Consider it company while you bathe. You enjoy company while bathing, don't you?"

"I usually shower alone."

"What a shame," she said, a sly grin on her lovely face.

Images of showering with Amelia flashed through my mind, which she no doubt intended.

"Here is your bedroom," Amelia said, opening the door to reveal a large room adorned with antique furniture. A huge four-poster bed dominated the space. "Legend has it that President Harding once slept in that very bed. With his mistress, if rumors are to be believed."

I had no idea who the hell President Harding was, so I just nodded my head. Amelia seemed to sense my confusion.

"But who knows? Perhaps it's just a rumor," Amelia teased, her voice low and husky as she stepped closer to me.

I could feel the heat radiating from her body as she lightly touched my arm. She was a tall woman, almost matching my 6 feet in her heels.

"Either way, it's quite a bed, isn't it?" she whispered. "Who knows what tales such an antique could tell?"

"Yeah," I said lamely, trying to tame the rush of blood to my groin as Amelia kept stroking my arm.

"I need to see you out of that suit," Amelia breathed in my ear.

I was startled, the blood surging to my cock at her words. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide my rising erection. Amelia must have been well aware of my arousal. She stayed close, the swell of her breast lightly pressed against my arm.

"I, uh, I'm not sure what you mean?"

"Your suit, darling. It's not appropriate for The Delmira Hotel."

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

"I know it's not much," I stammered, looking down at the cheap fabric that hung off my frame. "But it's all I have."

Amelia offered a sympathetic smile.

"It'll do for now, but I insist on getting you a proper suit. I'll take your measurements later. You'll have to strip to your underwear for me. Will that be an issue?"

"Not at all," I replied.

"Get settled in, Leo," Amelia said, her breath warm on my neck. "Your first shift starts tonight at six. I'm sure you'll do wonderfully."

"Thank you. I won't let you down, Ms. Thomas."

A swift smack on my ass made me jump.

"I warned you," she said. "Amelia, darling. Only Amelia."

"I won't forget, Amelia," I promised.

"See that you don't," Amelia replied, her eyes smoldering. "Unless you enjoy getting spanked?"

"I was a bouncer," I said. "I've handled worse."

Amelia's laughter echoed as she left the room, leaving me alone with my jumbled thoughts, my racing heart, and my aching dick.

What the fuck have I gotten myself into?

After regaining my composure, I spent the afternoon with Frank, who familiarized me with the hotel layout and its amenities. As we walked the quiet hallways and passed the closed doors, I couldn't help wondering what kind of women frequented this place. Were they all like Amelia? It intrigued me, but I also knew that my professionalism was more important than my curiosity.

As the clock ticked closer to my shift start time, I made my way back to the concierge's apartment to get ready. I combed and then re-combed my hair. I adjusted my ill-fitting suit, doing my best to make it look halfway decent. I adjusted the tie around my neck, clumsily following the steps I'd learned from a YouTube tutorial. I'd managed to get a decent knot, though it still felt weird against my throat.

You've come a long way from the trailer park and clubs, dude. This is a whole new world. Don't blow it!

I stepped into the lobby just before 6 PM, my heart pounding with anticipation.

"Welcome to your first night at The Delmira," Frank said, clapping my shoulder. "You're going to do well, son. Call me or Amelia if you need anything."

I took Frank's words to heart. No matter what, I was going to prove myself to Amelia and rise to the challenge of this new environment.





Chapter 2



"We need to watch out for each other."




Despite my anxiety, that first night at The Delmira Hotel turned out to be mostly uneventful. Because there were so few guests, just eight rooms occupied of the twelve available, I found myself sitting at the front desk with very little to do.

The guests would come and go throughout the evening, most headed to dinner or other engagements. They were mostly middle-aged women, wealthy patrons of the private clubs that used The Delmira.

To my surprise, all of them immediately recognized that I was new to the job of concierge. As they approached the front desk, their eyes would scan me up and down, sizing my youth, my physique, and my cheap suit.

I would introduce myself and ask them how their day had been, hoping to make a good initial impression. Despite my efforts, they all seemed to be aware of my inexperience, and I could sense their puzzlement.

Several asked what happened to the previous concierge, a man named Ralph that they seemed to be fond of. Knowing nothing about him, I referred them all to Amelia. Several women seemed irritated by my lack of knowledge.

As the night went on, I grew more anxious, realizing that I had very little experience dealing with this type of clientele. I worried I might say or do the wrong thing and jeopardize my new job.

Aside from these awkward interactions, the only notable incident of the night concerned Mrs. Pearson of Room 3B. She returned from an early dinner looking quite upset.

"Good evening, Mrs. Pearson," I greeted her as she approached the front desk. "I hope you enjoyed your dinner?"

"It was fine, thank you, Leo," she replied, her voice deep and resonant. "The boeuf bourguignon at Pierre's was especially good tonight."

"Excellent. I'm glad you enjoyed your meal. You seem upset, though. Is there anything I can help you with?"

Mrs. Pearson glanced over her shoulder, her expression troubled.

"I did have an unpleasant encounter with a vagrant just now on the street. He demanded money in a very threatening way. When I ignored him, he ran in front of me and flashed his private parts at me."

"That's awful, Mrs. Pearson. I'm so sorry that happened to you. Are you okay?"

"Just a little discombobulated," she replied. "Otherwise unharmed."

"Would you like me to call the police?"

She shook her head. "No, that won't be necessary. I have a headache and I'd rather not deal with them tonight. They do little to help in these situations, regardless. Our mayor is useless and our police chief is deeply corrupt. The man who accosted me was tall and thin, wearing track pants and a T-shirt. Perhaps you could keep an eye out for him and any more of these vagrants?"

"Of course," I assured her, my brow furrowed in concern. "I'll make sure to address the issue."

"Thank you, Leo. It does concern me that these incidents seem to be escalating of late. The Delmira has always been a safe haven for women, one we guests can feel secure in. These incidents undermine that sense of security. If things do not improve, I fear I'll have to find a more comfortable location for my trips to the city."

"I hope it won't come to that," I said.

"It's not your fault, Leo. I do feel better with a rugged young man like yourself on the premise during the evening. It makes all of us feel safer. I suspect that's why Amelia hired you."

I felt a mix of discomfort and flattery at Mrs. Pearson's comment, but I tried to maintain my professional demeanor.

"I'll do my best to ensure the safety of our guests, Mrs. Pearson. And if there is anything else you need, please don't hesitate to let me know."

"Thank you, Leo. I appreciate it."

With a small nod, she turned and headed towards the elevator, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor.

I watched her go, pleased by her response to me but also angered by her encounter with the vagrant.

Despite the peaceful atmosphere, The Delmira did have a problem with homeless men harassing our clientele. Several guests had requested that I meet them outside to escort them safely from their taxis.

I checked the security cameras but saw nothing out of the ordinary outside the hotel. Still, I took a moment to walk outside and have a look around.

I immediately noticed a greasy-looking man that was standing by the household goods store next door. Despite the warmth of the day, he was wearing a heavy coat and stocking cap.

We locked eyes for a moment before he turned and shuffled away. He glanced back a few times as he went. I stayed where I was, making sure he knew I was watching.

I watched him disappear down the street, my pulse rising. I didn't like the way he looked at me. He wasn't scared or drug-addled or even mentally unsound. As a bouncer, I'd dealt with all kinds of disturbed people and recognized the signs.

This guy was different. He looked and walked as if he had a purpose. He didn't match the description of the vagrant that Mrs. Pearson had mentioned earlier, but I still memorized his face and made a mental note to keep an eye out if he showed up again.

It puzzled me why these vagrants seemed to target The Delmira specifically when there were other establishments along the street that were busier, with more clientele. The Delmira had quiet apartment buildings on either side. A small shop selling luxury household goods occupied the ground floor of one building. Foot traffic in our area was light. Not exactly a prime location for aggressive panhandling.

The door to the household goods store opened and an older, portly man stepped out.

"Looks like you scared him away," he said.

"For now, at least," I replied. "I hope he doesn't come back. Several of our guests have complained."

"I understand why. I see these bums hanging around outside my shop, scaring away my customers. Not good for business."

"Why don't the police do something about them?" I asked.

"Don't be naive," the portly man chuckled. "The police are uninterested in such petty concerns that us lowly taxpayers might have."

"I suppose."

He gave me an appraising look. "You must be the new concierge at The Delmira."

"I am."

The portly man offered his hand. "I'm Grady Salazar. I own this shop."

"Leo Carr," I said, shaking his hand. "Has aggressive panhandling been much of a problem here?"

"Just lately. I don't know why. This block has always been quiet. You know, my father used to own that building before it became a hotel. He ran his furniture business from there. 'Three Floors of Quality Furnishings!' That was his slogan. In his time, there was nothing like these bums harassing the citizenry. It was better times back then."

"So I've heard," I said. "Still doesn't explain what's drawing them to the area, though."

"Perhaps it's the hotel?" Salazar offered.

"How so?" I asked.

Salazar shrugged. "A hotel exclusively for wealthy women in a secluded part of the city? Maybe they think there are easy marks at The Delmira Hotel?"

I took his words into consideration. Chatter on the street might have painted a target on the hotel. I'd have a word with Amelia about speaking to the guests regarding their personal safety outside the hotel.

"The world today, eh?" Salazar sighed. "Going to hell in a handbasket. We need to watch out for each other."

"Agreed. Good to meet you, Mr. Salazar."

"Best of luck to you, Leo! Come stop by my shop anytime for a cup of coffee. We businesses need to stick together around here."

I nodded and went back into the hotel, my mind mulling over the things I'd learned today. Mr. Salazar seemed like a friendly and engaged business owner. It was good to have that kind of neighbor.

I kept an eye on the security monitor, but the rest of my shift passed quietly.

Near midnight, just as I was about to retire to the concierge's apartment for the night, Amelia returned. She breezed through the front doors, the purple dress she was wearing clinging to her curves in a way that was calculated and arousing.

As promised, Amelia had come to take my measurements.

"Has your first night gone well?" she asked as she guided me into the back.

"Very well," I replied, conscious of her hand lightly resting on my arm as we entered the apartment. "Though Mrs. Pearson in 3B had a problem with an aggressive panhandler on her way back from dinner. He demanded money, then flashed her when she refused."

"Disgusting!" Amelia said angrily. "We've had a serious uptick in such incidents lately. It's outrageous."

"Mrs. Pearson mentioned that she might have to seek other accommodations if these incidents continue."

Amelia nodded. "Her concern is shared by many of our guests. They need to feel safe. It's the reason I hired a man of your physical stature."

Amelia's hand traced down my back, sending shivers up my spine.

"We'll need to meet for a long conversation about safety and other matters," she said quietly. "Step one, though, is getting you fitted for your new suit. Now… take off your clothes for me, darling."

I took a step toward the bedroom, but Amelia stopped me with a hand on my back.

"No need for false modesty," she said. "You can undress here. In front of me."

I felt a blush creeping up my neck at her request. This felt entirely inappropriate. Amelia had been flirty with me since we first met, but this was a step way beyond flirtation. Amelia had a hungry look as she stared at me. All the fantasies I'd had about this woman ran through my head. How far was she going to push this?

I removed my jacket, setting it aside on the sofa. I hesitated before removing my slacks, but Amelia waited expectantly until I finally unbuttoned them and lowered them to the floor. Standing there in my shirt and boxers, I felt very exposed, but Amelia's eyes danced with appreciation.

"You have a lovely physique, Leo," she said, stepping closer to me and producing a fabric tape measure. "It would be a shame to hide it in drab clothes."

Her fingers glided across my chest and down my arms as she took my measurements. She stood so close that I could smell the fragrance of her shampoo wafting from her thick, dark locks. I shifted uncomfortably as my cock tingled in my boxers.

After she finished measuring my torso, Amelia leaned in close to murmur in my ear.

"And now your inseam," she said, her voice sultry and commanding.

I cleared my throat and looked straight ahead as Amelia got down on her knees in front of me. Despite my best effort, blood kept rushing to my groin, hardening my cock.

Amelia placed the tape against my crotch. As her fingers grazed along my inner thigh, inching closer to my growing arousal, I struggled to maintain my composure. She glanced up at me with a knowing smirk before deliberately letting her hand linger on my cock.

The electricity between us was palpable, and I couldn't deny the effect she had on me. There was no way Amelia could have missed my dick obscenely tent-poling my boxers.

Amelia smiled up at me. She slowly withdrew her hand, apparently satisfied with my reaction. She stood, jotting notes on her phone's notes app.

"I'll bring your suit tomorrow evening," she said, leaning close, her breath warm against my skin. "I can't wait to see you in it. I have a feeling it will be quite… fitting."

She left the apartment, giving my crotch a lingering look before she closed the door. I sagged against the wall, still aroused and trembling. There could be no doubt about her intentions now. Nor could I deny my own.

My cock still throbbed uncomfortably in my boxers. Making sure my phone was with me, I headed for the showers to cool off.





Chapter 3



"Don't go, big boy."




The blaring alarm and flashing light tore me from sleep. For a moment, I lay in the big four-poster bed, disoriented and confused.

It took me several seconds before my head cleared enough for me to act. I grabbed the hotel phone off its charger and checked the screen.

It was 2:12 AM. The call was coming from Scout Harris, Room 3C. Her picture icon showed a pretty woman in her 30s with short, dark hair.

"Concierge Leo," I said into the phone. "How may I help you, Ms. Harris?"

"You can come and open this front door," slurred a husky female voice. "I can't get the goddamn card thing to work."

The woman was obviously drunk. I'd have been amused, but Mrs. Pearson's earlier encounter with a vagrant heightened my concern. I didn't want this intoxicated guest offering herself as a target for any scumbags that might be loitering outside.

"One moment, please. I'll be there shortly, Ms. Harris."

I rolled out of bed and hurriedly threw on some clothes. I slept naked and didn't bother putting on underwear. Taking a few extra seconds to make sure I looked presentable, I headed into the lobby.

Through the front door's glass panes, I could make out a slim woman leaning against the door. Like her picture, Scout Harris had black hair cut into a short, almost boyish style.

I pressed the key fob and the door chimed, causing Ms. Harris to startle. She turned and stumbled through the entrance, cursing under her breath. She was carrying her heels in her hands, her stocking feet slipping on the marble floor.

As I watched, she slammed into the wall, then righted herself and staggered toward the front desk. Her eyes were glassy, her mascara smudged beneath them. The scent of alcohol came off her in waves.

Jesus. I thought I left this shit behind when I got fired from the club.

Dealing with drunk chicks was a regular part of my duties as a bouncer. I never expected to be doing it in a fancy place like The Delmira.

Scout Harris looked me up and down, her eyes unfocused and confused.

"Who the hell are you?" she demanded.

"I'm Leo. I'm the new overnight concierge."

"What happened to Ralph?"

"I'm afraid I can't answer that," I said. "You could ask the owner, Amelia Thomas, about him."

"I've never seen you before."

"I'm the new concierge," I patiently repeated. "I just started working for The Delmira Hotel."

"You're better looking than Ralph, that's for sure," she slurred. "So Ms. Amelia Thomas hired you? I can guess why, haha. Are you fucking that snobby bitch? No? Not yet?"

I cleared my throat and offered a neutral expression. That was the best way to work with drunk girls. They always seemed to enjoy provoking guys who were supposed to be on the job.

Still, Scout Harris was a very attractive woman, despite her inebriated state. She had bright green eyes that contrasted prettily with her pale skin. Her full lips were smeared with lipstick, smudges of it staining her perfect white teeth. She was wearing a modestly cut business suit, but she had unbuttoned her blouse almost to her waist, her bra visible and struggling to contain her heaving D-cup breasts.

She draped herself across the counter, affording me a view down the front of her blouse.

"Aren't you gonna help me to my room?" she asked.

I forced my gaze away from her tits, fixing on a point over her shoulder.

"Of course, Ms. Harris. I'm happy to assist you."

"Mmm, such a gentleman." She hiccupped, then dissolved into giggles. "Bet you'd like to assist me out of this pantsuit too, wouldn't you?"

Scout Harris staggered, almost falling to her knees. I took her arm to steady her.

"Right. Let's get you upstairs."

My old instincts had kicked in as I held her. I switched my demeanor from concierge to nightclub bouncer.

"Sure, take me upstairs, big boy. I'll make it worth your while." She nuzzled my neck, her breath hot and sour against my skin. "I suck dick like a fucking champion, you know. And my pussy—"

"That's enough, Ms. Harris."

"Scout. Call me, Scout."

"Okay. Scout. Let's be civil, okay?"

I pried her off me and half-carried her to the elevator. My face was composed, but inside I was feeling anxious. Dealing with some drunk sorority girl was one thing. Handling a drunk patron at a place like The Delmira Hotel was a lot more dicey. My job was on the line with a woman like her.

The elevator door opened, and I guided her in. She clung to me hard as we ascended, tunelessly humming some pop song.

"Fuck, you've got big muscles, Larry."

"Leo," I corrected her.

"Is your dick as big as your muscles? Lemme check."

Scout giggled wildly at her witty remark. I gritted my teeth and pushed her hand away as she tried to slip it down the front of my pants.

The elevator doors mercifully opened and the two of us spilled into the hallway. I led Scout Harris to Room 3C.

"Here we are," I said. "Now, if you have your key?"

"Of course I have my key," she mumbled.

She fumbled with the brass key, unable to get it into the lock. Suppressing an exasperated sigh, I took the key and opened the door myself.

Scout tumbled inside, almost dragging me down with her.

I caught myself against the doorframe, steadying her with my arm around her narrow waist.

"Okay, your room is ready for you," I told her, making sure she was steady on her feet before releasing her. "You should get some rest, Scout."

"Don't go, big boy." She grasped at my shirt, her eyes glassy. "Stay with me tonight. I'll make it worth your while, I promise."

I gently pried her fingers loose. "I'm afraid that wouldn't be appropriate."

"You afraid of a little fun?" She smirked up at me, her painted lips twisted in a grin. "Or are you afraid you can't handle me?"

"I'll see myself out. Please call if you need anything."

"What I need is a big, hard dick, Larry."

For a second, I considered it. Scout was very pretty and very eager to get me into bed. She was maybe 10 years older than me. Every guy dreams of fucking an older woman. Especially one as hot as her.

Unfortunately, Scout Harris was drunk. She was also a guest at the hotel I worked at. By any measure, this was way over the line.

I cleared my throat, glancing away. "Good night, Scout."

Before she could protest further, I eased the door shut between us. My heart pounded as I leaned against the closed door, her drunken invitation playing on repeat in my mind.

With an effort, I pushed away from the door and straightened my coat. I couldn't afford to indulge such fantasies, no matter how tempting. I had a job to do, and bedding the guests, especially drunk ones, fell far outside my professional duties.

I returned downstairs to the lobby. As I headed back to my apartment, I glanced at the monitor, my gaze settling on the view of the third-floor hallway.

"Oh, shit!" I hissed.

On the monitor, I saw the door to Room 3C was open. Sprawled half-in and half-out of her room was Scout. She was completely naked.

Crouching next to her was Mrs. Pearson from Room 3B. The middle-aged woman was tapping her phone. Sure enough, the hotel mobile buzzed in my hand.

"Hello, Mrs. Pearson," I said before she could speak. "I just saw you on the monitor. I'll be right up!"

Mrs. Pearson waved at the camera and set her phone down. I ran back to the elevator and hurriedly punched the 3rd-floor button.

Relax, dude. You've handled drunk chicks before. She's no different just because she's rich and hot. Just do your job and be professional.

I took some steadying breaths, willing myself to be calm. I forced a neutral expression on my face as the elevator doors opened and I stepped into the hallway.

"I'm afraid this young lady has had too much to drink," Mrs. Pearson greeted me.

"Larry!" Scout called out to me. "I was just coming down to see you. You're not getting away that easily, big boy!"

Mrs. Pearson rolled her eyes. I shared an exasperated look with her.

"I trust you can handle things from here?" Mrs. Pearson asked softly.

"Yes, ma'am. I'm very sorry for this disturbance."

"It's not your fault, Leo. But it seems as if The Delmira Hotel is not the quiet sanctuary for women it used to be."

The dissatisfied look on Mrs. Pearson's face was a warning that she was serious about considering another hotel to stay at. I made a mental note to discuss it with Amelia when I saw her next. Keeping her clientele satisfied was her greatest concern. She should know about these growing problems before they cascaded into something bigger.

First, though, I had to deal with Scout. She was clinging to my leg, trying her best to get to her feet.

Reminding myself to be professional, I averted my eyes as I reached down and helped the woman to her feet, keeping my focus on helping her walk.

"I fucked up, didn't I?" Scout mumbled as I guided her to the bed.

"You're fine," I reassured her. "Just a little tipsy."

"Why'd you leave the door open?"

"I won't be staying long."

In reality, I left the door open because I knew the camera was still recording the hallway. If I was going to be handling a drunk guest, I wanted there to be some record of what actually happened. Just in case.

Scout's room was dimly lit, casting shadows across the expensive furnishings. The scent of her perfume hung heavy in the air, mingling with the unmistakable reek of alcohol. Gently, I guided her toward the bed, noting her unsteady gait and unfocused expression.

Scout leaned against my back as I pulled back the sheets and prepared the bed for her.

"Here, lie down," I instructed.

For a moment, our eyes met— hers hazy with intoxication, mine filled with concern.

"Stay with me, Leo," she whispered, her voice sultry yet vulnerable. "I'm so lonely."

I hesitated, my mind racing with conflicting emotions, but I knew what she was asking was impossible.

"Scout, I—"

I started to protest, but she cut me off. With surprising speed, her hand shot out and grabbed my wrist, pulling me toward her.

"Kiss me," she demanded, her eyes locked on mine with a fierce intensity.

I was lost in the moment, lost in the warmth of her body and the vulnerability in her gaze. Scout seized on my momentary lapse. She lunged forward and kissed me. As our lips met, I felt a surge of lust roar through me, my body responding to her touch even as my mind screamed in protest.

But then, like the snap of a rubber band, my conscience and professionalism kicked in.

"Scout, I'm sorry," I murmured, gently disentangling myself from her grasp. "I can't do this."

I eased her down onto the mattress. She went limp, letting me tuck her in like she was a child. She looked up at me, her eyes flickering with disappointment before drifting shut, the alcohol taking its toll.

As I stepped away from the bed, I couldn't help but feel a pang of regret for what might have been— if only the circumstances had been different. But my duty as a concierge was clear: to provide care and assistance while maintaining professional boundaries.

I scanned the room, looking for something that might help Scout feel more comfortable and ease her hangover in the morning. I saw a bottle of sparkling water on the nightstand. I grabbed it, unscrewed the cap, and placed it within her reach.

"Drink this when you wake up," I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper. "It'll help."

As I started to leave, she stirred slightly and called out, her words slurred and heavy with seduction.

"You know, Larry… I would have fucked you so good. My pussy is to die for."

I suppressed a chuckle. The situation was absurd in its own way. And though I knew I'd made the right choice, the temptation still lingered, gnawing at the edges of my resolve.

"Goodnight, Scout," I replied gently, doing my best to keep my tone professional. "Sleep well."

Her only response was a soft snore as she slipped deeper into unconsciousness.

I left the room, quietly closing the door behind me. As I turned for the elevator, I was startled to see Mrs. Pearson standing near the door.

"You handled that well, young man."

I nodded. "Just trying to be helpful."

"You succeeded. Good night."

"Good night, Mrs. Pearson."

She returned to her room. I caught the elevator back to the lobby. As I got back into the big four-poster bed, I could still smell Scout's perfume on my skin.

"What a night," I sighed.

I set the hotel phone back on its charger. I stared up at the ceiling, willing my body to relax. I was still on call for the next 6 hours and needed to be ready.





Chapter 4



"You deserve a reward."




I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting my cheap suit for another night at The Delmira Hotel. It was Friday, and I couldn't help but wonder how the weekends differed from the weekdays. My first days as concierge had been… interesting. Would the weekends offer even more stimulating challenges?

As I fumbled with my tie, my mind wandered back to Amelia. I thought about her fingers brushing against my penis as she measured me for a new suit. The memory sent a jolt of erotic energy through me, and I felt my cock stirring in my pants.

Anxiety mixed with my arousal. Amelia was a gorgeous, sexy woman. She was old enough to be my mother, but that only made her more alluring. The seductive way she touched me left no doubt that this mature woman was down to fuck. Amelia was making offers with her body and her words, checking to see how ready I was to respond to her.

What happened next was obvious. Sooner or later, I knew I was going to be balls-deep in Ms. Amelia Thomas's pussy. She was my boss, over 20 years my senior, but our mutual attraction was undeniable. Would giving in to our desires jeopardize my new career?

The last thing I wanted was to risk my new job. I needed this job badly, I couldn't afford to lose it. After sleeping in that four-poster bed and having the luxurious concierge's apartment to myself, going back to living in my truck was too much to bear.

Just be careful with that one, dude. Amelia is a sexy cougar on the prowl for young guys. Her claws are sharp. She could fuck you over in more ways than one.

And then there was Scout Harris, the beautiful guest whose drunken advances I'd turned away last night. I wondered how she would react when she woke up and sobered up. Would she hold a grudge, or worse, complain about me?

The video footage and Mrs. Pearson would back me up if Scout's embarrassment drove her to make false accusations against me. Still, the hired help rarely prevailed against the wealthy people they served. If Scout Harris felt like going after me, I worried that there was not much I could do to keep my job.

And as if that wasn't enough, the hotel was dealing with a surge in vagrants. These incidents were causing unease among the guests. Mrs. Pearson was already considering finding a new place to stay.

Other guests might be thinking the same thing. And who could blame them? These vagrants could be nasty and dangerous. I needed to figure out why they kept coming around the hotel. With my experience as a bouncer, I knew I could handle them, but it was just one more thing to juggle.

"Damn," I muttered, finally getting my tie straightened. "This job is testing me in more ways than one."

Exiting the apartment, I made my way to the front desk where Frank greeted me with his usual smile.

"Evening, Leo."

"Good evening, Frank. How was the day shift?"

"Usual weekend stuff. Some coming, some going. It's all on the computer for you to see."

"Any more incidents with vagrants?"

"Panhandlers and general riff-raff were at a minimum today."

"Any other issues I should know of?" I asked.

Frank hesitated, stroking his chin. He eyed me thoughtfully, as if weighing how much he should share.

"Actually, yes," he said. "We have a guest checking in soon– Ellie Carol. She's a regular, spends every weekend here in Room 2D. Listen, treat her kindly, alright?"

"Sure, Frank," I replied, curiosity piqued. "Any reason?"

Frank hesitated before answering, his eyes softening.

"Ellie deserves kindness," he said softly. "That's all you need to know."

"Got it," I nodded, tucking the information about Ellie Carol away in my mind.

"Have a good night, Leo. You're doing well, son. Our guests are already talking about how much they like you."

I took the compliment with a curt nod, but inside I was very pleased. I really wanted this job to work out. It was good to hear my efforts were being recognized.

Frank's footsteps echoed as he walked away, leaving me alone at the front desk.

I settled in for another night at The Delmira Hotel. I took a moment to look up Ellie Carol's booking and ready her key.

Mrs. Carol was 24. Her husband was 47, a powerful state senator and the leader of a well-funded mega-church. Her booking picture showed a beautiful blonde woman who looked younger than her age. I studied her face, fascinated by her pale blue eyes.

A guy could drown in those eyes if he wasn't careful.

I chuckled at the thought, phrased in the hard-boiled language of the detective book I was reading. I pulled out the battered novel from the desk drawer, a pulp fiction relic that had seen better days. My fingers traced the worn spine with affection. It may have been an old book, but it told a damn good story. With the downtime this job offered, I planned to catch up on my reading.

Books were something I'd loved since childhood. Growing up in the trailer park, we didn't have cable TV since Pop spent his paycheck on beer and scratch-offs. TV reception was shit out in the boonies, so I'd turned to books as an escape from reality.

The habit had stayed with me ever since. In the short time I'd lived in my truck, having a good book had been invaluable.

I was deep into the fourth chapter when the door opened, and in she walked— Ellie Carol. She was tall and willowy, wearing a light gray dress and carrying a small overnight bag.

Ellie Carol was even more beautiful in person than she was in her picture. Her face was angelic, her body lush. Ellie's blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders like a golden waterfall. Her eyes sparkled, but there was a sadness about her, a palpable vulnerability. She offered me a shy smile as she approached the desk.

"Good evening," I said warmly. "Welcome to The Delmira Hotel."

"Um, hi," she replied, her voice soft and delicate. "I'm here to check in? Ellie Carol?"

She had a lilting Southern accent that was both soothing and seductive. Her voice was quiet, though, as if she were unsure about what she was saying.

"Of course, Mrs. Carol. We've been expecting you. I have your key for Room 2D."

"Thank you," she murmured as I handed her the key. "Are you the new concierge?"

"My apologies. I should have introduced myself first. I'm Leo and yes, I am the new concierge."

I held out my hand, and after a brief hesitation, she took it. Ellie's hand was soft and cool in mine.

"A pleasure to meet you, Leo." She blushed prettily. "And please, call me Ellie."

"The pleasure is mine, Ellie. May I help you with your luggage?"

She shook her head, lifting the small bag. "All I have is this. But thank you for offering."

"Of course. Is there anything else I can assist you with?"

"I have everything I need. At least, that's what I'm told. It was lovely to meet you, though."

"Alright then. If you need anything, please don't hesitate to ask."

She waved over her shoulder as she disappeared into the elevator with a final, timid smile.

"That might be the prettiest girl I've ever seen," I muttered under my breath.

Feeling the need to clear my head, I stepped out of the lobby and scanned the sidewalk in front of the hotel. Two shady-looking guys were standing by the alley on the side of Salazar's shop. When they saw me looking at them, they turned and sauntered off into the alley.

"Need to talk to Salazar about possibly fencing off that alley," I reminded myself. It seemed to be a magnet for the vagrants who were harassing the hotel guests.

Troublemakers aside, it was a beautiful summer day. I enjoyed the sunshine for a moment, happy to be in the city with a job, enough to eat, and a safe place to sleep at night. I headed back in, grateful for the comfort of The Delmira Hotel.

Dusk had fallen and the streetlights had just turned on when my phone rang. I was sitting behind the front desk, reading my novel. I picked up the phone and grimaced when I saw who was calling.

"Hello, Ms. Harris. How can I help you tonight?"

"Well, you can start by calling me Scout like I asked."

"I, uh, wasn't sure you remembered telling me that," I said cautiously.

"I remember everything that happened last night. It's why I am calling. I'd like to speak with you, Leo. Could you come up to my room?"

I hesitated, unsure about how I should proceed.

Scout must have sensed my indecision.

"I promise, no funny business this time," she assured me. "I'm completely sober."

Her candidness surprised me, but I appreciated it all the same.

"Alright," I agreed. "I'll be up in a few minutes."

I took my time getting to the elevator, trying to collect my thoughts. I wasn't sure what to expect. Was she going to apologize? Berate me? Make another sexual advance? Whatever happened, I needed to maintain my professionalism.

When I reached her room, Scout opened the door wearing a simple t-shirt and jeans, a far cry from her disheveled appearance the night before. She invited me in and we sat on the plush couch near the window.

"Leo, I wanted to apologize for last night," she began, her eyes downcast. "I rarely get like that, and you didn't deserve to be put in that situation."

"There's nothing to apologize for," I reassured her. "People have their moments and it's my job to be of assistance to our guests."

"No, no!" she said, shaking her head. "Don't let me off the hook that easily, Leo. I'm not rich. I know the power dynamic at play here, and I know the jeopardy I put you in with my reckless behavior. I put you in a terrible position. It was a shitty thing to do and I am truly sorry for what I did."

I was touched by Scout's sincerity and understanding of how much trouble I could have gotten into because of her. It took a strong person to both understand the magnitude of their mistake and take ownership of it.

"I accept your apology," I told her, sensing that she needed to hear those words.

"Thank you, Leo. That eases my heart, truly. I've been raking myself over the coals all day after what happened."

"We all have bad days."

"That was more than a bad day," Scout chuckled. "I fucked up big time, acting like some stupid sorority girl getting wasted on peach schnapps for the first time at an inter-house mixer for Freshmen pledges."

"That's a weirdly specific example."

"Don't ask," she said, giving me a sly smile.

We sat in comfortable silence, both of us regarding each other with smiles. Despite the awkward situation, the sexual tension between us remained charged. We both could feel it.

"Can I ask you something?"

"I was named Scout after a character from my mom's favorite novel," Scout said. "Did I guess your question?"

"I mean, that's interesting info, but not the question I have for you."

"Dang, I always get asked about my name, so I just took a guess. Okay, shoot. What's your question, Leo?"

"Why are you so lonely?"

Scout's demeanor suddenly changed. She sighed heavily, her shoulders slumping.

"You remember me saying that, huh?" she asked.

I nodded. "It seemed like the only coherent thing you said to me last night. If I'm intruding—"

"No, no. I can answer your question. I guess I owe you that after what I did."

Scout took a long moment to gather her thoughts. I waited, hoping I hadn't overstepped my bounds. I only asked the question because Scout seemed like she needed to unburden herself.

"I always wanted to be a college professor," Scout began. "My parents were both literature professors and I wanted to be just like them. So I studied my ass off, got my PhD., and wrote a book that got a lot of attention in literary circles. That led to me getting an invitation to be a visiting scholar at Solaire University."

Solaire was a private college that catered to the very rich. I'd driven past it many times, but never actually set foot on campus. The kids that went there stayed away from the kinds of clubs I worked at.

"The University is paying for my stay here at The Delmira Hotel. As I said, I'm not rich. This is more luxury than I'm used to, but I am enjoying myself here."

"I'm glad to hear that. Yet it does not seem to be enough for you?"

"No. It's not. Coming here to the city has been rather disappointing, to be honest."

I said nothing, just waited for her to continue.

"I've found that academia, the supposed bastion of knowledge and enlightenment, is nothing more than a den of vipers," Scout continued. "The pressure to publish, the constant competition to prove oneself, it's suffocating. And the politics…"

Her hands clench into fists, her nails digging into her palms.

"These so-called intellectuals, these esteemed professors, they revel in tearing each other apart. They build vast empires of petty grudges and ideological vendettas. It's a game to them, a sick power play where they care more about their egos than nurturing true dialogue or exploration."

Scout's words poured out in a mixture of frustration, anger, and resentment. Her voice trembled with raw emotion.

"And as a young woman, trying to make my mark in this world, I'm constantly disregarded. I'm dismissed, my ideas belittled, my contributions ignored. The old men who run the Literature Department at my prestigious, progressive college? They see me as nothing more than a curiosity, a dancing monkey to perform for the donors and alumni associations."

Her voice dropped to a bitter whisper.

"And my current faculty chair… he's the worst. He sees my ambition, my talent, and he uses it against me. He dangles the promise of a tenure track position, but only if I open my legs for him. He wants me to trade my pussy for a chance at academic success. And I've got no one to talk to. Not a friend in sight. That's why I'm so fucking lonely, Leo."

Scout's eyes searched my face for understanding. I knew nothing about college faculties and I wasn't the most educated guy, but I knew how to speak from the heart.

"I'm sorry you've had to go through all of that, Scout. That is so fucked up. You deserve better."

"Thanks," she replied softly. "I appreciate you saying that."

"I mean it. No one should have to deal with that shit."

We sat in silence, both of us lost in our thoughts.

"You're a good listener, Leo. I'm grateful. And thank you for not taking advantage of me when I was drunk. That means a lot."

"Of course."

"You know what?" she said, clapping her hands. "How about I take you out to dinner sometime? My treat."

"Sounds good to me," I agreed, smiling despite the heavy conversation. Our connection felt genuine, and I was eager to see where it might lead.

"The next time you're off work, then. Book it."

"I will," I laughed.

I left Scout's room feeling buoyant and happy. I'd been dreading seeing her again, but things had turned out well. Scout was a cool person, besides being sexy as hell. I was looking forward to getting to know her better.

I returned to the lobby and finished my shift with no further incidents. Just past midnight, after I'd closed down the front desk and retreated into the apartment, a knock on the door interrupted my thoughts. Opening it, I found Amelia standing there, a smile on her face and a garment bag in her hand.

"Leo, I brought you the suit I had made for you," she announced, holding the bag out to me. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, and I couldn't help but feel a thrill of anticipation.

"Thank you, Amelia," I said, accepting the bag and unzipping it to reveal an impeccably tailored suit. The fabric was a rich, midnight blue, soft and luxurious to the touch. It was clear that she had put a lot of effort into it.

"Put it on," she instructed.

I knew from the last time she visited that Amelia wanted me to strip while she watched. I obliged her, taking off my cheap jacket and slacks. I took my time, letting Amelia see my body from all angles as I folded my suit and set it aside, her breathing getting heavier the more skin I showed, her eyes narrowing with pleasure.

She's so fucking eager, it's amazing to behold. Guys dream of running into older women like Ms. Amelia Thomas. Gorgeous, rich, and starving for young cock. No more dumb college girls or worn-out bar sluts, dude. You are moving up the social ladder with this cougar.

Amelia came close and helped me into the new suit, her hands roaming over me, checking the fit and making sure everything was perfect.

"It fits perfectly," she purred. "I'll order five more suits for you, along with shoes, socks, and shirts."

"Amelia, this is amazing," I breathed, awed by her generosity. "But why?"

"Mrs. Pearson told me how well you handled Scout last night," she explained, her eyes never leaving mine. "You convinced Mrs. Pearson to stay on at The Delmira Hotel for a while longer. That's a tremendous accomplishment, especially for someone so new. You salvaged an important client relationship. For that, you deserve a reward."

Without another word, she dropped to her knees before me, her intentions clear.

I took a deep breath and straightened my back. This was really happening. I knew it would, I just hadn't expected it so soon. But there she was, my gorgeous boss on her knees, opening my pants while she gazed up at me.

I wiggled my hips as Amelia tugged down my boxers. My cock sprung free, jutting straight at Amelia's appreciative face.

"Oh, Leo. You're beautiful."

Amelia sighed as she nuzzled my rigid cock. She kissed it lightly and cupped my balls, teasing my dick until it throbbed and twitched, a drop of precum glistening in my slit.

Amelia kept her eyes locked on mine as she tongued out my slit, savoring the clean taste of my precum on her lips. She kissed my swollen cockhead gently, then more firmly, her pillowy lips creating a heavenly friction that made me jut my hips forward, my cock straining to enter Amelia's wet mouth.

A soft giggle escaped Amelia's lips as she pulled back, a strand of saliva and precum glistening between her mouth and the tip of my cock.

"Patience, darling. Let me enjoy this. I promise I'll finish you the way you need after I get my pleasure."

The sensation of her mouth enveloping me was electrifying, sending shivers up my spine as her tongue danced expertly around my length.

My fingers tangled in her hair, urging her on as pleasure built within me. She took me down her throat so easily, then playfully licked my frenulum, making me squirm and groan with pleasure.

"Fuck, you're good at that," I gasped.

"I've been sucking cock longer than you've been alive, darling. When you love dick, you can't ever get enough."

Amelia bent to her task, lovingly suckling my aching tool while massaging my balls, slipping her other hand under her dress and rubbing her clit while sucking me. She brought me to the edge and then backed off, all the while working her pussy until her eyes squeezed shut and her orgasm washed through her.

The eroticism of the moment threatened to overwhelm me, our mutual lust driving me onward until I reached the point of no return.

"I'm gonna cum," I grunted, expecting the older woman to pull off. Instead, she suctioned harder and took me deeper.

My climax hit me like a tsunami. I unloaded my hot seed down her throat, gripping her hair in my fists as she drained me, guzzling every drop I gave her.

With a last spasm in my balls, my body relaxed as waves of bliss radiated through me. Amelia kept my dick in her mouth, massaging my balls to make sure they were exhausted. She slowly let my dick slip from her mouth, watching it drool cum and spit onto the apartment floor.

"Mmm," she sighed. "Good cock."

She dabbed globs of cum from the corners of her mouth and sucked her fingers clean as I stood over her, panting and trying to calm my racing heart.

Amelia held out a hand and I helped her to her feet.

"I'll take your old suit to the donation bin," she said. "You won't need it any longer."

Gathering up my old clothes, Amelia headed for the door. I watched her go, still stunned at what had just happened.

"Good night, Leo."

"Good night, Amelia."

She gave me a wicked smile from the doorway and then she was gone. I ran a hand through my hair, shaking my head. Things were happening fast. I knew that whatever came next, my time at the Delmira Hotel would be anything but ordinary.





Chapter 5



"I don't need a fancy man."




A warm summer breeze caressed my face as I crossed the street in front of the used bookstore. Online reviews stated that Preloved Pages was "a haven for those seeking solace from the bustling city outside". As I entered the bookstore, the scent of old paper and leather-bound tomes hung in the still air, igniting memories of my childhood.

Growing up, I'd spent countless hours hidden away in the local library, my nose buried in books. The rural county library was small and underfunded and had a crappy collection of donated books, but it was my sanctuary to escape the drunken rages of my father. I always felt safe when surrounded by books.

"This one looks interesting," I muttered, pulling a detective novel from the shelf.

Its title read "The Oakwood Enigma", penned by C.Q. Barrington. The worn cover promised a thrilling tale of mystery and deceit, something I could lose myself in for a few days.

"Excellent choice, young man!" a voice called out from behind me.

An elderly gentleman wearing thick glasses and a seersucker jacket approached with a knowing smile.

"Barrington's work is always worth a read," he said confidently.

"I've heard of him, but never gave his work a shot. Somebody once told me he was kind of boring."

"Boring? Ye gods, what an uncultured boor this somebody must have been! Barrington is an underappreciated legend."

"I mean, the cover is pretty cool."

"Well, if you haven't read his work before, I suggest you start with a different novel. This one is generally regarded as his most accessible work."

He pulled out a battered hardcover and handed it to me.

"Redheads and Revolvers," I said. "Sounds like my kind of novel."

"It's gritty and quite bleak, but very satisfying. A bit like my second wife!"

"That's a hell of a recommendation," I laughed, feeling a sense of kinship with the old man. "I'll take it."

As he rang up my purchase, I couldn't help but feel a familiar twinge of excitement. It hit me every time I bought a book. The joy of discovering a new world within the pages was a thrill that never grew old.

"When you're done with that one, come back for more," the old man urged me. "You can trade it for credit on your next purchase. We never run out of stories here at Preloved Pages."

"Gotcha. Thanks again."

With my latest purchase safely tucked under my arm, I went back into the sunlit streets, eager to dive into Barrington's novel.

It was just past noon. I still had almost six hours before my shift at The Delmira Hotel. I'd spent the morning taking care of some errands I'd been putting off— getting some personal supplies for the apartment, renting a P.O. Box, and a couple of other things.

My mind was still churning at the way Amelia had so expertly sucked my dick the other night. I didn't know how that would change my relationship with my boss and I was anxious to see her again to gauge her attitude towards me.

I figured I could use some time to decompress before work. Just around the corner was "The Daily Pour," a cozy-looking coffee shop I'd passed earlier in the day. The scent of freshly roasted beans pulled at me like an invisible leash. An iced coffee seemed like the perfect treat on this warm summer day.

"Hey there," the barista greeted me.

She was a pretty girl with pink and blue hair and a smattering of piercings decorating her face. Thin and maybe 5'3" in her Doc Martens, she looked like a pixie who had gotten a day job brewing espresso. The tag on her chest read, "Blue". She flashed me a cheeky grin as she wiped down the counter.

"What can I get for you today?" Blue asked. "Lemme guess. Banana protein smoothie with powdered peanut butter?"

"Iced Americano with half-and-half," I corrected her.

She cocked an eyebrow at me. "Thought a muscled-up bro like you would want a protein shake. Color me surprised. One iced Americano with half-and-half, coming right up."

Blue busied herself with the espresso machine, her fingers deftly working the levers and dials. As she made my drink, her eyes landed on my newest purchase.

"Nice book you've got there. Barrington's always a good choice."

"Ah, so you're a fan too?" I asked. "The old guy down the street recommended him. I've never read Barrington."

"He's the shit. Dark and muscular prose with a thematic undermining of the genre via an existential incision of the human condition."

"I understood like a third of those words," I joked. "Can you repeat that?"

I took out my phone and wrote down her words as she slowly repeated them. It would make a fun evening looking up what the hell she had just told me.

"I'm so confused," I said, putting my phone away.

"Yeah. Me too, to be honest. That's what my Masters in English Literature got me, the ability to spew smart-sounding words."

We shared a laugh, each of us appreciating the other's sense of humor. Blue had an edgy style I usually wasn't attracted to, but she was proving to be enjoyable company. Blue reminded me of Scout. Maybe Blue had studied literature with her?

"Any other recommendations?" I asked.

"Depends on what you're into," she mused, leaning against the counter as she studied me. "I've always been partial to the classic detective novels— Chandler, Hammett and the like. What about you?"

"I like those guys, too," I said, feeling weirdly challenged by her intense scrutiny. "But I'm always looking to expand my horizons."

"I'll think it over," she offered. "I'll have some recommendations the next time I see you."

"Next time?"

"Yeah," she teased. "You're gonna become a regular here at The Daily Pour. I can tell already."

"Looking forward to it," I said.

As I took my drink, I spotted a familiar figure at the back of the coffee shop. It was Ellie Carol, the sweet and shy guest who had checked into the hotel earlier that day. She sat alone in a comfy armchair, engrossed in what appeared to be a romance novel, the pink cover adorned with an image of two silhouettes locked in a passionate embrace.

I took a step toward her but hesitated, not sure if I would be disturbing her. Ellie looked like she was lost in her own private bubble. But then I recalled the shy way she had smiled at me the day before and figure a polite greeting was not out of bounds.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Carol," I ventured cautiously, balancing my iced espresso in one hand while gripping my book in the other. "I just saw you back here and thought I'd say, Hello."

Ellie's reaction took me aback. I watched as she hastily shut her romance novel and turned it over in her lap, as if ashamed to be seen with it. Her open demeanor from the day before had vanished, replaced by a cold and unwelcoming one. She crossed her arms defensively, avoiding my gaze.

"Oh. It's you."

"Is everything alright, Mrs. Carol?" I asked, my voice steady despite the confusion building inside me.

"Fine," she replied tersely, her lips pressed into a thin line. "I just… didn't expect to see you here."

"It's my first time here," I explained, trying to maintain a sense of professionalism considering Ellie's sudden change in attitude. "I just popped in for a drink. I apologize if I'm intruding. I'll let you get back to your reading. It was nice seeing you again."

"Goodbye, Leo," she murmured, her eyes flicking towards me for a brief moment before returning to her book.

Feeling down, I left The Daily Pour behind, my thoughts confused and disappointed. Why had Ellie been so cold? Had I done something to offend her?

In need of distraction, I headed to a bench near the hotel to do some reading. The bench was old and worn, its paint peeling away to reveal the rusted metal beneath. It wasn't the most comfortable place to sit, but it was quiet, just what I needed to step into the world of 'Redheads and Revolvers'.

As I flipped through the pages, the vivid imagery and rugged prose pulled me in, allowing me to forget, for a time, the shy woman who had left me so perplexed. But every now and then, my mind would drift back to Ellie Carol, her unreadable expression troubling me.

"Damn it," I muttered under my breath, frustrated by my inability to concentrate on the story at hand.

Frank had told me that Ellie deserved kindness. There was a story there, one that I was eager to learn. Frank didn't seem willing to share it, so it could only be Ellie who could reveal the hidden depths behind the sadness she seemed to carry.

With a sigh, I closed the book and leaned back against the bench, my eyes scanning the bustling cityscape as I pondered what could have caused such a drastic change in Ellie's demeanor, and whether there was anything I could do to help her.

My gaze landed on a group of sketchy-looking guys emerging from the alley near Salazar's shop, their disheveled appearances a stark contrast to the polished streets surrounding them. They shuffled along with torn clothes and matted hair. I wondered how they had come to this point in their lives.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, jolting me out of my melancholy thoughts.

"Hey there, Leo," Frank's voice greeted me, playful and teasing as always. "I've got a favor to ask. Do you think you could accompany Mrs. Whitworth from Room 2A on a shopping trip? I know you're off right now, but Amelia said she'll cover the three hours of overtime."

Maybe Amelia will reward you in other ways, too.

"Sure thing, Frank," I replied, my mind swirling with images of Amelia on her knees again.

The prospect of extra cash was enticing, but part of me yearned to stay on that bench and keep reading. Still, I couldn't pass up the opportunity for some extra money, especially considering the state of my bank account.

"Fantastic. I'll let her know you're coming. Thanks, Leo!"

With that, Frank hung up, leaving me to gather my thoughts and prepare for the upcoming task.

"Guess it's time to put your concierge charm to good use, huh?" I muttered to myself, closing the novel and getting to my feet. "Duty calls."

As I made my way to meet Mrs. Whitworth, my mind kept drifting back to Ellie Carol. The way she had glanced at me before I left stayed with me. Her blue eyes were too beautiful to look so sad.

"Focus, Leo," I chided myself, shaking away my nagging thoughts of the gorgeous blonde. "You've got a job to do."

With a deep breath, I put on my most charming smile and stepped into the luxurious hotel lobby, ready to escort our guest from Room 2A on her shopping excursion.

"Mrs. Whitworth?" I inquired as I approached the sophisticated woman waiting patiently in the hotel lobby.

She was every bit as elegant as I had imagined, her silver hair pulled back into a tight chignon and her piercing blue eyes appraising me coolly. She looked to be in her 70s, but her posture was impeccably straight, her chin held high with an air of regal authority.

"Ah, you must be Leo," she replied, her voice laced with a sharp wit. "Frank told me you'd be accompanying me today. I do hope you're ready for an adventure."

"Of course, Mrs. Whitworth," I said. "If you have a few moments, I can slip into more appropriate attire."

She waved me off. "You look fine, dearie. I don't need a fancy man, I just need a strong one. And you look plenty strong."

"I'm at your service, then."

"Come on," she said. "We're doing this by foot. I need the exercise."

We left the hotel and walked the six blocks into the downtown center, the sun casting a warm glow on the bustling cityscape. Mrs. Whitworth led me from one luxurious shop to another, each boasting sleek modern interiors and soft mood lighting that seemed designed to envelop us in opulence.

As we entered an exclusive jewelry store, Mrs. Whitworth's eyes roamed over the diamonds within the glass cases.

"I simply must have this necklace," she declared, gesturing towards a particularly eye-catching piece.

"It's beautiful," I complimented, impressed by the way the jewels sparkled as she held them up to her throat.

"Thank you, Leo," she replied with a coy smile, clearly pleased with my admiration. "Now, let's find something to match."

Our shopping spree continued, Mrs. Whitworth selecting a designer handbag, its supple leather as smooth as silk, and a pair of Italian leather shoes that seemed to mold perfectly to her feet.

I couldn't help but marvel at the way she carried herself, every movement calculated and graceful, as if she were gliding through life on a cloud of sophistication. The staff at each store referred to her by name and did whatever they could to accommodate her.

For a guy who grew up in a trailer park and was recently living out of his truck, it was an eye-opening experience. Mrs. Whitworth lived the kind of life I had only read about in my paperback novels.

"Thank you for accompanying me today, Leo," Mrs. Whitworth said as we left the last shop, her purchases piled high in my arms. "I've enjoyed our little excursion."

"My pleasure, Mrs. Whitworth," I replied. "It was quite a learning experience for me."

As we approached the hotel, I could feel the weight of the shopping bags in my arms and the lingering scent of Mrs. Whitworth's expensive perfume swirling around us. The late summer sunshine cast a warm golden glow over the busy streets.

I followed Mrs. Whitworth up to her room, unsurprised when she took the stairs instead of waiting for the elevator. I set the bags down where she instructed and waited to be dismissed.

"Your assistance today has been invaluable, Leo," she said. "I appreciate your thoughts on the shoes. You have quite an eye for detail."

"Thank you, Mrs. Whitworth," I replied. "Is there anything else I can do for you?"

"Just one more thing."

She rummaged through her bejeweled clutch.

"Ah, here we are," she cooed, pulling out some crisp bills. "For your troubles."

"Mrs. Whitworth, there's no need," I protested, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks.

"I insist."

"I can't take that. I'm just happy to have been of service."

"Dearie, take the money. I'm the guest and the guest is always right, yes? So do as I ask."

Reluctantly, I took the cash from her hand and folded it into my palm without looking at it.

"Thank you, Mrs. Whitworth," I said. "I am grateful."

"Think nothing of it," she replied, her regal bearing contrasting with the mischievous glimmer in her eyes. "It's been a pleasure spending the day with you, young man. I believe I was the envy of every young woman we met today. Perhaps we can do this again sometime."

"Of course."

"Good day, Leo."

I left Mrs. Whitworth and returned to the lobby.

"Everything go well?" Frank asked as I came to the front desk.

"It was an eye-opening experience," I replied.

He lowered his voice. "Interesting to see how rich people live, isn't it?"

"Very," I said.

I still had an hour before my shift began. I returned to the concierge's apartment, looking to shower and freshen up before work.

In the privacy of the apartment, I removed the bills from my pocket and unfolded them. A low whistle escaped my lips.

Mrs. Whitworth had tipped me $800.

"Rich people," I chuckled.

Stripping off my clothes, I headed for the bathroom. After walking all over downtown, trying to keep up with the tireless Mrs. Whitworth, a shower before work was desperately needed.

An hour later, as I stood behind the front desk, I noticed a vagrant who matched the description Mrs. Pearson had provided the other day. I jogged out of the lobby, searching the sidewalk, but the guy had disappeared.

The sun was sinking behind the tallest buildings and the streetlights were flickering on. The air was already cooling. It would be dark soon, or at least as dark as the city ever got.

"Leo?" a voice called out from across the street.

I turned to see Blue crossing the street toward me, her pink hair practically glowing in the fading sunlight. She waved at me excitedly, a steaming cup of coffee in her hand.

"Fancy seeing you here!"

"Blue," I grinned, my heart quickening at the sight of her. "Just leaving work?"

"Yup," she replied, taking a sip of her drink. "Thought I'd catch some fresh air before heading home. Damn, bro. That's a nice ass suit."

I straightened my jacket, suddenly self-conscious of the way I was dressed. I still wasn't used to wearing such expensive, tailor-made clothing.

"Little too warm for this time of year," I shrugged.

"How's 'Redheads and Revolvers' treating you?"

"Damn good book," I admitted, my thoughts drifting back to that old, worn bench where I had been engrossed in its pages before Mrs. Whitworth's shopping spree. "I'm looking forward to getting into it when I have more time."

"Cool," Blue said, her eyes glinting playfully. "Well, I'm headed for some pho noodles. How about grabbing a bite to eat? Your treat."

Pho noodles with Blue sounded like a great time.

"I'd love to, but I'm on the job," I said regretfully.

"You work at this hotel?" she asked.

I nodded. "Live-in concierge."

"They let you live there? Wow, sounds like a sweet gig."

"It is pretty nice."

"Okay then," Blue said. "I'll take a rain check, bro. Come by for coffee Wednesday through Sunday. That's when I'm working. Otherwise, Skanky Kandi will be brewing your order. And you don't want that, trust me."

With a wave, Blue sauntered off into the night. I watched her go, a grin on my face.

Taking a deep breath, I headed back into The Delmira Hotel.





Chapter 6



"Let's go dancing."




I sat behind the front desk, lost in the gritty, neon-lit world of "Redheads and Revolvers". The old man and Blue had been right. Barrington used his words to paint pictures of a bygone era when hard-nosed Private Detectives prowled dark city streets, looking for clues to brutal murders in dingy bars and squalid tenement slums.

It was 10 PM and The Delmira Hotel had gone quiet. A few guests had gone out and returned, but there had been no calls to the front desk for the whole evening. I'd used the time to immerse myself in the novel I'd bought. I was imagining how The Delmira Hotel might have been in the roaring 20s when gangsters and dames prowled its halls.

I was startled out of the novel when the hotel phone suddenly buzzed. I glanced at the screen and saw Scout's name flash across it. Puzzled, I straightened up in my seat as I swiped to answer.

"Good evening, Ms. Harris. How may I help you?"

"Leo, you have to save me," she breathed into the phone, her voice barely audible over the din of laughter and clinking glasses in the background.

"What's going on?" I asked, concern tinging my voice. "Are you in danger?"

"I'm trapped at this godforsaken faculty and alumni party! I swear if I have to endure one more lecherous professor or snooty grad student, I'll lose my mind."

I relaxed, irritated that she was being so dramatic. I kept my frustration out of my voice, conscious of my duties as The Delmira Hotel's concierge.

"What would you like me to do?" I asked. "I can call a car service to pick you up if you want to leave."

"No, that won't work," she sighed. "I need to stay and show my face. I can't leave. Not yet, at least. Fuck my life, I'm in a corner with a fake smile on my face while I'm pretending to be having a fun conversation on this goddamn phone!"

I cleared my throat. "Scout, have you been drinking?"

I heard a long, slow exhalation before she replied. "Just sparkling water, you bastard. But I understand why you ask. I'm not drunk. Just desperate. Please help me, Leo."

The situation seemed trivial, but the desperation in Scout's voice was real. She opened up to me the other day and revealed the strains she was under. It meant something that I was the one she called when she needed to be rescued.

"Okay, Scout. Tell me what you want."

"I'm sending you the location now. We're on the 46th floor. There's a QR code that will get you into the event."

"Got it," I replied, checking my phone. "I'll be there in half an hour."

"And, Leo? Bring a mask. A medical one, not like a costume mask."

"Okay. What for?"

"I'll tell you later. Just put it on before you come upstairs. And hurry! I'm drowning here."

Twenty-five minutes later, I was at the Bazele Tower. 58 stories of spiraling black marble and tinted glass, it thrust up into the night sky like a giant piece of shiny black licorice.

As I entered the opulent lobby, I found myself fascinated by the scale of the place. Gilded chandeliers hung like celestial bodies above a crowd of elegantly dressed men and women who carried themselves with an air of self-importance that was both intoxicating and repulsive.

I showed my QR code to the bored security guard. He scanned it and waved me in. There was a bank of elevators. It only took a moment before I was rising into the upper levels of the tower.

This place is like something out of a spy movie. Or a science fiction film. The whole place feels like a goddamn spaceship.

I put on my face mask, a plain black one that I found in the hotel storeroom. The elevator slowed to a stop and I stepped out into a wide hallway and made my way toward the open doors of a large ballroom.

Soft classical music mixed with the murmur of a large crowd greeted me as I entered the cavernous room. The space was filled with elegant people wearing immaculately tailored clothing. They were mostly older and had an air of sophistication and power with their three-piece suits and pencil skirts, their updos and carefully manicured nails, and jewelry that sparkled in the dim light.

In one corner, a string trio provided the tasteful background music for the gathering while tuxedoed waiters circulated with trays of champagne and small finger foods.

"Leo!" Scout called out, her eyes lighting up as she spotted me.

She must have been waiting near the door, keeping an eye out for my arrival. Seeing a familiar face put me at ease, especially a face as pretty as Scout's. She wore a simple black dress that bared her shoulder and showed a tasteful amount of cleavage. A plain gold necklace and sensible heels rounded out her outfit. Her only bit of flash was a rhinestone clip pinning her short black hair to one side.

"Thank god you made it," she whispered in my ear.

"You look amazing," I complimented her as she laced her arm through mine.

"Thanks. You look good, too. That suit looks like it was made for you."

"It was."

"Being a concierge must pay better than I imagined."

"It has some unexpected benefits," I said, smirking beneath my mask.

Scout examined my eyes, intrigued by my comment. I gazed back at her, letting her imagination fill in the gaps.

"So here's the deal," she finally said. "You're my boyfriend of 2 years. You work in the hospitality industry. You're also sick and have a sore throat and can't speak much, so I'll do the talking for you."

"You thought this all out, haven't you?" I marveled.

"I study literature for a living," she replied. "I know how to spin a story."

"Gotcha. So what's your plan?"

"We're going to mingle for a bit. I need to show my face to some donors. Then, after I've paid my face tax, we're going to make a graceful exit."

"Understood."

Scout patted my arm. "Just keep being tall, dark, and handsome. Leave the talking to me."

I let Scout guide me into the crowd, relishing the looks the two of us were drawing. It always felt good to have a pretty woman on your arm, even if I was just playing a part.

Maybe it becomes something more than just play-acting, though? Scout is hot as hell and has already tried to drag you into bed. Now she calls you to be her pretend boyfriend? Pretty sure Professor Harris has more in her syllabus for you, dude.

Whatever the future held, I was enjoying the moment with Scout. Circulating among this crowd of wealthy, privileged people, I felt like one of those TV Sci-Fi characters who mingle with the aliens to study their strange culture.

Her arm wrapped possessively through mine, Scout steered us toward a cluster of older people. A silver-haired woman draped in pearls watched us approach, her eyes appraising me with equal parts curiosity and disdain.

"Ah, Professor Harris! Who is this dashing masked man you've brought along?" she asked.

"Professor Rusk, this is my partner, Leo," Scout introduced me, her fingers tightening around my arm.

"Partner?" the woman repeated skeptically, her lips curling into a condescending smile. "Well, isn't he a breath of fresh air?"

"He's slightly ill and lost his voice, but he's soldiering through the evening with me," Scout lied. "We're maintaining our social distance once again! Wonderful to see all of you."

The woman's eyes narrowed in irritation, but she said nothing more as we drifted away from her group.

For the next twenty minutes, Scout led us from one group to another, like a hummingbird visiting flower after flower. She paid her "face tax" with skill, putting on a charming face that I immediately recognized as an act. The more time I spent with Scout, the better I became at recognizing her true feelings.

We were in yet another stilted conversation with a group of elderly people when I felt a hand on my shoulder.

"What a wonderful surprise," a warm, husky voice whispered in my ear.

I cleared my throat in surprise as Amelia joined Scout and me. She was wearing a green dress that hung loosely over her curvy body, the ruby pendant that was her trademark hanging between her full breasts. She gave me a curious smile as I turned to face her.

Scout's eyes widened at the sight of The Delmira Hotel's owner. Amelia scanned the two of us, rapidly taking in the situation.

"Professor Harris, how lovely to see you here tonight. I see your… companion is still feeling a bit under the weather?"

"Yes, he is!" Scout said hurriedly, grateful that Amelia was going along with our little charade. "Still nursing his sore throat."

"Ah, what a shame. Your voice is so melodious. I hope you feel better soon. Illness has often brought me to my knees, deeply penetrating my throat and leaving me feeling exhausted and utterly drained. You must know what I am talking about, don't you, Leo?"

The elderly people around us nodded sympathetically, totally unaware of the double meaning of Amelia's words. I grinned widely, happy that the mask was covering my face.

Scout squeezed my arm tightly, her face straining to look happy.

"Well, I'm afraid Leo and I must be leaving now," Scout said. "We don't want his illness to get any worse. Or spread it around the room! It was lovely seeing all of you tonight. Perhaps later, we could discuss the workshop I'll be leading online concerning the latest analysis of authorial intent in recent trauma memoirs that—"

"You can't leave without first introducing me to your partner!" said a booming voice.

Heads turned as a tall, gaunt man joined the conversation. He looked to be in his 60s, his bald head contrasting with the tidy white goatee he wore.

I could feel Scout immediately tightening her grip on my arm, her body going taut with discomfort.

"Of course, Professor Warren," Scout said calmly. "This is Leo. Leo, this is Dr. Warren. He's the faculty chair of the English Department at Solaire."

Faculty chair? So this was the guy Scout was talking about the other night? The creep who kept trying to get into her pants while dangling a faculty position? He looked like the type.

I did my best to contain my disgust as I shook his hand. His grip was cold and clammy, just as I suspected it would be.

"So what do you do for a living?" he asked me.

"Leo is in the hospitality industry," Scout answered for me.

"Really? How interesting. How's the hospitality business doing these days?"

I held up my hand and rocked it back and forth, signaling "some good, some bad".

"Your partner is very articulate, despite not speaking," Professor Warren said, his voice dripping with barely disguised contempt. "Still, I'd have thought you'd seek someone more suited to your interests, Scout."

"We have much in common, actually," Scout replied in a saccharin tone.

"Really?" Professor Warren sneered. "So tell me, Leo. What book are you currently reading?"

"Leo lost his voice," Scout said. "He can't—"

"C.Q. Barrington," I said loudly. "Redheads and Revolvers."

Professor Warren's eyes narrowed at my response. He obviously didn't expect me to reply to him. I didn't either, but the arrogance of the man demanded a response.

"C.Q. Barrington? Well, it's been many years since I read the man, but I don't recall his work being highly regarded. At least not by serious people."

The elderly people around us chuckled, sharing his amusement at my expense.

"Actually, C.Q. Barrington is criminally underrated," I said confidently. "Dark and muscular prose with a thematic undermining of the genre via an existential incision into the human condition."

I grinned beneath my mask at the shocked expressions on the faces around me, especially Professor Warren's. He looked disgusted, as if he had just sniffed an especially pungent fart.

It was Amelia's throaty chuckle that broke the moment, her hand patting my forearm as if I had just shared the wittiest joke imaginable.

Scout saw her chance and took it. "On that interesting note, Leo and I really must get going. Again, wonderful to see you all tonight. Especially you, Amelia. Good night!"

Everyone offered their goodbyes except for Professor Warren, who simply glared at the two of us. Scout guided me away from the group, weaving through the crowd as we headed for the doors.

"That was amazing," she whispered to me. "I'm so turned on right now."

"You can thank a girl named Blue," I replied. "She's a barista with pink hair. I think you'd like her."

"You'll have to introduce me to her."

"Anytime, Wednesday through Sunday. Monday and Tuesday is Skanky Kandi. According to rumor, Kandi is, in fact, a skank."

Scout shook her head, laughing quietly.

"Let's get out of here," she suggested, her breath warm against my ear. "I think I've had enough of this charade."

"Lead the way," I replied, eager to escape the suffocating atmosphere.

We slipped out of the party together, leaving behind the pretentious laughter, self-satisfied arrogance, and false smiles.

On the elevator ride down to the lobby, Scout pulled me to her and kissed me hard. I responded, my hands roaming over her back as our tongues swirled wetly together.

"I'm not ready for this night to end," Scout said breathlessly.

"Me neither."

"Let's go dancing," she giggled.

"Fuck yeah!" I laughed.

Hand in hand, we jogged out of the lobby and into the warm summer night.





Chapter 7



"You're what I need right now."




The dance club was a full-on assault on the senses, the pounding electronic music thumping through the floor and up my legs and into my chest, a relentless throbbing that shook my insides. Twirling lights danced across the walls and floor, casting a neon kaleidoscope glow over the writhing mass of sweaty bodies pressed together in the dimly lit space.

The air was thick with the smell of hot sweat and the sour reek of pheromones, cheap booze and expensive cologne. My brain felt like it was rattling in my skull.

"I thought I left this shit behind," I said, thinking about all the nights I spent working as a bouncer at grimy dance clubs by the University. Back then, I stood apart from the crowd, observing and being alert to trouble. I didn't expect to be back in a club so soon after getting fired.

"What did you say?" Scout shouted, trying to be heard over the noise.

I shook my head, grinning at the beautiful brunette. "Nothing! Let's dance!"

Scout's hand found mine, her grip firm and excited. She steered me through the chaos, straight to the heart of the dance floor. We wedged ourselves in among the heaving crowd, joining the throng.

Scout had taken off her bra and undone the top buttons of her dress, her firm tits bouncing as she danced. Her green eyes sparkled with a predatory gleam, her body undulating to the rhythm, her movements both hypnotic and intoxicating.

I could feel the heat radiating off her body as she pressed closer to me, her ass grinding into my hard cock, the rhythm of the music guiding our primal movements.

Other people joined us for a moment, then drifted away, a chaotic wash of bodies swirling around the two of us. We flirted and laughed with them, but always stayed close to each other, our bodies connected.

As I stared into Scout's eyes, it felt like the world around us was fading away. Nothing mattered but the heat of Scout's body pressed against mine, the erotic charge that seemed to crackle between us with every shared breath.

The music was unrelenting, driving us to dance and grind and throw ourselves around with unbridled joy. Drugs were offered, but we both refused, the two of us both high as fuck already, drunk on the other's energy.

Scout seemed inexhaustible, hanging on me tightly and then turning and grinding on my cock before twirling away with her arms upraised, only to come back and start all over again.

I couldn't stop staring into the face of Scout, lost in her green eyes, her pillowy lips, the way she brushed her hair off her sweaty forehead. I was burning with lust for this older woman, my body aching for hers.

Scout must have felt the same.

"Let's get out of here," she suggested, her voice low and urgent.

I nodded, breathless with desire as she lead me towards the back of the club.

"Where are you going?" I shouted. "The front entrance is that way."

"I know!"

"Don't you want to go back to the hotel?"

Scout shook her head. "I can't wait that long!"

She pushed open a door that was hidden in a recessed alcove, pulling me through it.

We stumbled out of the club and into a dimly lit alleyway, the cool night air and sudden quiet a stark contrast to the cacophony inside. The narrow alleyway was lined with dumpsters against its graffiti-covered walls. The vibrant spray-paint colors glowed under the flickering streetlights. The smell of garbage and piss and filth hung in filled my nostrils.

"Here?" I questioned, my heart pounding in anticipation.

"Here," she confirmed, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "A little danger adds to the thrill, don't you think?"

The challenging look in her eyes made my heart race. This woman had a wild side I was eager to explore.

"Yes, it does," I agreed.

"Goddamn right," she said, pulling me close, our bodies once more pressed together, our lips locked in a hungry kiss.

"Come on," she whispered, tugging my hand as she walked me farther into the alley.

As we continued, hands intertwined, the unmistakable sounds of fucking reached our ears. Moans and gasps filled the air around us as we stumbled upon several couples writhing in the shadows like restless animals.

One girl was on her knees sucking a guy who was filming her with his phone.

Another couple was fucking up against the wall, the woman's gasps mingling with the man's grunts.

"Look at them," Scout whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "It seems we're not the only ones who enjoy a little adventure."

"Seems that way," I replied, trying to maintain my composure as my eyes lingered on the couple.

The woman's moans were raw and uninhibited, something I couldn't help but find wildly arousing. My body tightened with anticipation, knowing that it would soon be Scout with her legs open for me, making those same sounds.

"Come on," she urged, leading me further into the depths of the alley.

We passed yet another couple lying on the filthy brick street, the woman with her legs raised high in a V.

"Deeper!" she urged him. "Go deeper, Carlos! Deeper!"

"That's as deep as I can go, bitch!"

Scout and I stifled our laughter, her hand squeezing mine painfully hard as we passed by.

Near a dumpster, we passed a woman getting spit-roasted by two guys. One dude gave me the bro nod as I passed. I almost laughed again. The sense of danger mingled with desire made my pulse race even faster.

"Here," Scout hissed, pulling me into a gap between two dumpsters. "Fuck me here, Leo."

I unbuttoned my pants as Scout reached under her dress and pulled off her panties, stuffing them in her purse alongside her discarded bra.

"How did you know about this place?" I asked.

Scout giggled. "It's famous on campus. All the rich brats at Solaire come here. They call this 'Fuck Me Alley'."

"It's filthy!"

"That's why they like it," Scout said. "They like it dirty and greasy and foul. Makes them feel like they're being naughty, rebelling against their parents. Joke's on them, though. Back in the day, their parents came here too!"

"Jesus Christ," I scoffed.

"Anyway, fuck those kids," Scout said, her gaze locked onto mine, her voice dripping with need.

Our lips met in a searing kiss as our hands roamed, exploring each other's bodies. Scout cupped my ass as I fondled her heavy breasts. Scout moaned against my mouth as I scraped my thumb across her hard nipples.

Pressing her against the cold, rough wall, I let my fingers trace along the curves of her thighs and into her wet slit, feeling her shiver beneath my touch.

I exhaled sharply as Scout's hand wrapped around my throbbing cock. Without a word, she sank to her knees, sliding my cock into her wet mouth.

"God, you feel amazing," I groaned, my eyes closing momentarily as she sucked me, teasing my balls with her fingers as she worked my rigid tool.

I stared up at the night sky as Scout sucked me, the wet sounds of her mouth mixing with the sounds of the city and the other people fucking around us. I stroked her thick hair, teasing the short strands between my finger, guiding her head to go deeper down my shaft.

In the heart of the city, in a dirty back alley outside a dance club, I had a beautiful woman a decade older than me worshiping my cock. It was all I could do to maintain my control, to not simply bust inside her greedy mouth.

"Enough," I growled, pushing her face away from me. "I need to be inside you."

I lifted her to her feet. Scout immediately rucked up her skirt, exposing her bare pussy.

"Fuck me hard," she whimpered, her emerald eyes glazed with lust. "Right here, right now."

I gave her a savage kiss, forcing my tongue into her and making her slurp her saliva. I spun her around and pressed her against the brick wall, pushing her back down so that her ass popped up, offering her pussy to me like a prize.

I slathered my cock with her spit, but it wasn't necessary. As I pressed my cockhead against Scout's entrance, her fuckhole was already slick with her juices.

I twisted my hand in her short hair, my other hand digging into Scout's hipbone. She groaned as I roughly positioned her for maximum fuckable leverage.

With one powerful thrust, I filled her completely, sinking into her tight pussy until I was balls deep. The feeling of her warmth enveloping me was amazing, warm and tight and hungry for my cock.

I pulled almost all the way out of her pussy before slamming back in, fucking her in long, deep stroked as we found our rhythm with each other. Scout reached between her legs, rubbing her clit as I thrust in and out of her.

"Harder," she gasped, throwing her ass back into me, urging me to pick up the pace.

Scout moaned wildly as I hammered her, her loud cries of ecstasy echoing through the alley, our addition to the chorus of fucking that surrounded us.

"Leo... I'm so close," she panted, her body tensing as she neared her climax.

"Let it go, Scout," I urged, my orgasm building within me like a storm on the horizon. "Cum with me."

With a final, animalistic cry, she threw her head back as she crashed into her orgasm, her pussy pulsing around my cock, her release pushing me over the edge.

Sinking into her as far as I could go, I blasted my load into her, flooding her fuckhole with my hot, spurting cum. Scout took my seed, her pussy contractions pulling every drop from my aching balls until we were both utterly drained.

I turned Scout around and pulled her into a desperate kiss, our breaths mingling as we grappled in the shadows. Waves of sexual bliss washed over us both as we clung to each other, our bodies slick with sweat and trembling from the intensity of our union.

As our breathing slowed, the reality of our actions hit me like a punch in the gut. Even as I held Scout, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of anxiety. What had I just done? She was a guest at The Delmira Hotel, someone it was my job to serve. Had I risked everything for this crazy night?

But as I looked into Scout's brilliant green eyes, still glazed with satisfaction, I knew I would do it again if I got the chance.

"Let's get back to the hotel," I whispered, pulling her close and pressing a tender kiss to her forehead.

We dressed quickly. Hand in hand once more, making our way out of the alley and into the city, leaving behind the shadowy groans of pleasure and risk that had fueled our back alley encounter.

"Leo," Scout murmured, her hand gripping mine tightly. "That… that was amazing."

We ducked into a bodega and I bought a pint of ice cream and grabbed a plastic spoon from the coffee counter. We stood outside the bodega, sharing the ice cream, wordlessly staring at each other, smiling the whole time.

I couldn't deny the chemistry between us. It was electrifying. Still, a whisper of doubt gnawed at me, making me question my actions.

"Scout, I don't know if we should've done that."

Her brow furrowed, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her gaze. "You're not regretting it, are you?"

"I wouldn't say I'm regretting it. I'm just worried that we went too far," I admitted. "I don't think this is part of my duties as The Delmira Hotel's concierge."

I glanced at her, taking in the way she bit her lip, her eyes filled with a mixture of satisfaction and concern.

"Seems like I'm always putting you and your job in jeopardy," Scout said. "Maybe I'm just a privileged bitch, after all?"

"That's not what I meant."

"But it's true," Scout said. "Calling you to come get me, then fucking you behind a dance club. It's fun for me, but it could cost you your job. I'm always criticizing rich assholes, yet I act like them with you. It's just total reckless disregard on my part."

"Hey, I went along willingly," I assured her. "It's not like you forced me. We're both adults. We both make our own decisions."

Scout let out a long sigh. She leaned in and kissed my cheek.

"Whatever happens next, Leo, let's just… enjoy tonight," she said softly. "We can figure shit out later."

"Deal," I agreed, determined to push aside my doubts and focus on the woman beside me.

Stroking her hair, I ran a finger across her lips, dabbing a bit of ice cream from the corner of her mouth. She licked my finger, smiling up at me.

"Scout?"

"Yeah?"

"Of all people, why did you call me? Why did you choose to be with me tonight?"

Scout lowered her eyes, her lips pressed together. I waited, letting her collect her thoughts. When she raised her head again, her expression was soft yet determined.

"You're what I need right now, Leo," she whispered. "Ever since that night when you put up with my drunken bullshit and tucked me into bed, I've felt it."

Scout bit her lips, her brow furrowed as she struggled to find the right words.

"Every day, I have to deal with men who are driven by ego, who thrive on manipulation and deceit. Or spoiled brats who have the bodies of men but the minds of sneering little boys. But you… you are refreshingly real, uncomplicated, and masculine in the truest sense. That's what I need, Leo. I need you."

Scout's words hung in the air, tinged with a mixture of longing and determination. I held her gaze, unsure how to respond. Scout recognized the conflicting thoughts that were running through my head.

"Besides, you fuck real good!" she joked. "My legs are still wobbly and your cum is still dripping down my thighs."

We shared a soft laugh, her naughty teasing breaking the tension of the moment.

"You were right," I told her. "Your pussy is to die for."

She slapped me lightly on the shoulder. "Don't throw a drunk girl's words back at her, Leo. It's indiscreet!"

I took the empty ice cream carton and spoon and threw them in a trashcan. When I looked back at Scout, she offered me a bashful smile. I took her hand and pulled her close.

"I don't know shit about literature or academia," I said to her. "What I do know is that you are a good person and a gorgeous woman. I want to spend more time with you. If you're cool with that, then so am I."

"I'm cool with that," Scout said.

I kissed her softly. She slipped her tongue into my mouth, sharing the taste of ice cream with me and making me laugh.

The ride-share car approached, headlights casting an ephemeral glow upon us. We held each other tightly on the ride back to the hotel, not speaking, just enjoying the comfort of being close to each other.

Back at the hotel, Scout held onto my arm as I led her back into the lobby. I pressed the elevator button for her and we waited for the elevator doors to open.

"Come up for a nightcap?" Scout asked.

I shook my head. "I'm still on call."

"Okay." She kissed my cheek. "Good night, Leo."

"Good night, Ms. Harris."

The elevator doors slid shut on her cheeky grin. Smiling to myself, I headed back to the concierge's apartment.

It was a relief to step back inside my quarters. The luxurious space was feeling more like home with each passing day. A quick shower before bed would be the perfect way to end the day.

Just as I was about to strip off my coat, I caught the scent of jasmine and musk. It was a perfume I instantly recognized.

"Good evening, Leo. Welcome back."

"Amelia," I breathed.

The owner of The Delmira Hotel was lounging on the plush velvet chaise along the wall, a silken robe draped teasingly over her curves.

"I've been waiting for you," she said.





Chapter 8



"I do expect your best effort."




"Leo, darling, are you alright?"

Amelia's sultry voice cut through my surprise, her blue eyes glittering with mirth.

"I didn't expect to see you here tonight," I spluttered.

Her eyebrows arched, her expression playful. I felt like a mouse being toyed with by a cat.

"After that little encounter at Bazele Tower, I wanted to check in with my new live-in concierge," she said. "Of all the dullards I expected to meet at that dreadful soiree, you were the last person I would have expected seeing there. And on the arm of one of our hotel guests? How in the world did that happen?"

"Scout asked me to meet her there," I said hesitantly. "She needed someone--"

"Scout? So you are on a first-name basis with Ms. Harris?"

"She insisted," I said, a growing feeling of irritation filling me at the tone of Amelia's questions. "Much like you, Ms. Harris prefers to be addressed by her given name."

Amelia nodded, a faint grin playing across her full lips. She seemed to enjoy the rise she was getting out of needling me.

"So Ms. Harris requested your presence? And you obliged?"

"As you have often reminded me, my job is to provide whatever service our guests require. Ms. Harris required my attendance at the soiree so she could have an excuse to leave. I provided what she needed and she was able to make a graceful exit."

"Indeed," Amelia chuckled. "An exit preceded by a most entertaining exchange with Professor Warren. I did not know you were such a literature aficionado, Leo."

"There are many things you may not know about me, Amelia."

Amelia's eyes crinkled as she laughed softly, enjoying my challenging tone. This woman may have been a cougar, but she didn't like her targets to be easy prey.

"So you gave Ms. Harris her excuse to leave? Bravo, Leo. I commend your service to a valued guest of The Delmira Hotel."

"Thank you, Amelia. I do my best to serve."

"And yet I watched you and Ms. Harris exit at a quarter past eleven. It's now three AM and you just brought our guest back. Over three hours of extra service is quite extraordinary. You've been a very busy boy tonight, Leo."

"Scout required my presence elsewhere."

"Elsewhere?" Amelia asked.

I said nothing. Amelia was toying with me. I would not play along. There was a limit to how far she could push this with me.

You can always go back to bouncing fools at the club, dude.

"You're worried about your job, aren't you?"

I nodded, deciding honesty was the best approach with a woman like Amelia.

"Yes. This is a great opportunity for me. I don't want to lose it."

"Don't want to lose this lovely apartment and go back to living out of your truck?"

"No," I said steadily, "but I will if I have to."

Amelia giggled, her hand pressed to her ample chest. She was regarding me with delight, happy to get some pushback from her new employee. I got the sense she didn't experience that much in her life.

"Relax, darling. I'm not here to scold you!"

Her laugh was warm and sincere. I felt the tension in my guts ease.

Amelia patted the chaise, gesturing me to join her. I sat down next to her. Amelia snuggled close, twining her arm through mine.

"As long as your liaisons don't interfere with your duties to the other guests, I don't see a problem."

"Really?"

"Really," she confirmed.

I couldn't help but feel relieved as I looked into her eyes and saw that she was being real with me.

"In fact," Amelia continued, her fingers trailing along my thigh, "I find the idea quite… tantalizing."

"You do?" I asked in surprise.

Amelia's smile widened, her eyes glittering with amusement.

"You're learning how to best serve our esteemed guests. It's not just carrying bags or escorting them into the lobby. Many of The Delmira Hotel's clients seek an escape, a momentary indulgence. And who better to fulfill those needs than a man like yourself? You are young, fit, and quite handsome. And you have an edge that many women find appealing, especially compared to their privileged but dull lives. Besides, discretion is the name of our game. As long as no one is the wiser, I see no harm if you screw our guests. In fact, the thought of you with them makes me fucking wet, Leo."

I swallowed hard. Less than an hour ago, I was pumping my cum into Scout's pussy. I thought I was done for the night. But Amelia had other plans. Her low voice and suggestive words, the hunger in her eyes as she looked at me, the way she clung to me while her fingers caressed my thigh.

This older woman knew exactly how to reignite my lust, the hard bulge in my pants making clear to Amelia that her attention was being responded to.

"Let's make a deal, Leo," she said, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. "If you can keep up with your responsibilities while also meeting the needs of our more… adventurous guests, I see no reason for you to worry about your job. It might even lead to some additional benefits."

"Benefits?"

My voice cracked as I tried to maintain my composure, but the tightness in my pants showed I was anything but composed.

"Of course," she said, leaning in closer so that her lips were mere inches from mine. "But you'll have to earn them first. Just like you did the other night."

"That is a deal I'd be willing to agree to," I replied, my heart pounding.

"Oh, you're very willing," Amelia laughed, her fingers running up and down the length of my hard cock straining against my pants. "I'm so happy I hired you."

Amelia rose and drew me to my feet. She smiled and held my gaze as she took my hand and slipped it into her robe, letting me cup her full breast, her nipple hard against my palm.

"You're not the only one who is willing," she sighed. "You service our guests so well, darling. Now it's time you serviced your employer. I do expect your best effort."

"You'll get it," I promised her.

"Follow me."

Her fingers curled around my wrist as she led me to the bedroom. She opened the door, revealing an oasis bathed in soft candlelight. The scent of jasmine and musk hung in the air, her perfume making my head spin as she pulled me inside.

"You did all this?" I asked, taking in the candles flickering throughout the room.

"I had time while I was waiting for you," she said.

"So you planned this?"

Amelia's low chuckle made my dick throb.

"I came here tonight to fuck you, Leo. I've been wanting to fuck you since the day I hired you. Sucking your dick was just a taste. Now I want the full meal."

She undid her sash and shrugged her shoulders and the robe slipped free from her body, pooling in a silk puddle at her feet. Amelia presented herself to me, letting me take in her heavy breasts and dark nipples, her flat belly, her wide hips. She wore a pair of transparent silk panties, her neatly trimmed V of dark pubic hair visible through the sheer fabric.

My cock ached for her. Amelia was old enough to be my mother, but that just made her more alluring, more taboo. I was about to fuck my boss in the same bed that some dead President once fucked his mistress. It was all happening so fast.

"Take off your clothes," she said, her voice sultry and commanding.

Despite my eagerness to get started, I forced myself to go slow, taking my time, revealing my body at my own pace. Amelia wasn't the only one who could toy with her partner.

"Let me help you," she murmured, impatiently stepping forward.

Her fingers were cool against my skin. She undressed me with expertise that could only have come from experience. Amelia knew how to get a man out of his clothes.

I wondered how many guys she had fucked in this very bedroom, on this antique bed with its four carved posts and canvas top? Had she taken the previous concierge here? Was Frank one of her conquests? Amelia had already told me how much she loved cock. With her looks, she was sure to have satisfied her urges many times in many places with many different partners.

"I can still smell Scout's perfume on you," Amelia said as she kissed my chest.

She dropped to her knees and nuzzled my hard dick.

"And I can still smell her pussy on your cock," she murmured.

"Do you like that?" I asked.

"I love it," she chuckled. "Perhaps we can bring Ms. Harris here to play with us sometimes. I adore cunt almost as much as I adore cock."

That adoration was clear as Amelia took me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my throbbing length. I stroked her hair, taking the back of her head and pressing her down on my fuck-pole, reaching the back of her throat until she gagged, finding her limits so I can thrust in and out of her gurgling throat. Amelia looked up at me, her eyes filled with lust and satisfaction, as I used her mouth for my pleasure.

"You suck dick so fucking good," I told her. "I'm getting close."

Amelia pulled off my dick, letting it bob in front of her, all shiny with spit and precum.

"My turn," she says.

She got up from her knees. I took the opportunity to pull her close and suck on her big tits, loving the way her nipples felt as I swirled my tongue around them.

"That's right, Leo," Amelia cooed, stroking my head. "Suck on them all you like. It feels so good to have a man latch on that way. Bite them a little, darling. Some pain makes the pleasure sweeter."

I pressed her tits together, cupping those firm globes as I switched from one hard nipple to the other, licking and biting and nuzzling my face between her warm, soft tits.

With a deep sigh of pleasure, Amelia kissed the top of my head and then pushed me away. She squirmed out of her panties and set them aside, then firmly pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top of me.

She straddled me, taking my cock in hand, running my cockhead back and forth across her wet slit. I took in her naked body looming over me, her curves painted with shadows sculpted by candlelight.

I was desperate to sink into Amelia's pussy and I thrust upwards, straining to enter her. She raised her hips, pulling her pussy away, teasing me as she stroked my cock.

"Such an eager young man," she said. "Aren't you exhausted after Ms. Harris fucked you?"

"No," I grunted. "I'm ready for more."

"And that's what I love about young cock," she laughed. "First though, tell me where you fucked Ms. Harris."

"Behind some dance club," I growled, still trying to thrust up into her slit, maddened at the way her hand controlled me. "In some filthy back alley."

"Ooh, that sounds so nasty! Nothing at all like this soft, clean bed. You like nasty girls, Leo?"

"I love them. Nasty girls just like you."

Amelia threw her head back and laughed. She squeezed my cock, rubbing her thumb over my cockhead in rough strokes that made me squirm.

"I am nasty. A nasty, filthy whore who loves fucking young studs like you, darling. You understand me so well."

I groaned as she sank down on my length, driving me in to the hilt, filling her pussy completely, her wet heat enveloping me.

"Fuck, Amelia," I groaned, gripping her hips tightly as she rode me.

Her movements were slow and deliberate, grinding on me, using my cock to stretch her slick fuckhole.

"God, that's good dick!" she murmured.

Amelia leaned forward, her breasts brushing against my chest, her lips capturing mine in a rough kiss.

"Just let me ride, darling. Let me get what I need."

I lay there beneath her, happily providing the cock that Amelia so desperately needed. She cupped her swaying tits in her hands, supporting them and playing with her nipples as she rode my cock faster and faster, her breath growing ragged as her pleasure built. The antique bed creaked and squealed, its protests adding to the wet sloshing of my dick plowing Amelia's pussy.

"Yes, yes, yes," Amelia moaned to herself, urging herself on as her climax approached.

Amelia's grinding turned into rhythmic bouncing as she gripped my shoulders and stared down at me with wild eyes, her tits slapping together as she slammed up and down on my rigid cock.

I stroked the older woman's cheek as her orgasm seized her, loving the beautiful agony on her face as the pleasure ripped through her. Amelia's eyes narrowed and her nails dug into my shoulders as she climaxed again and again.

"Oh, Leo!" she whimpered.

Her body spasmed and then went limp. She collapsed on top of me, shaking like a leaf as I gripped her tightly.

"You like that?" I whispered in her ear.

"Yes," she whispered.

"Good. Because we're not done yet."

I rolled her over and got my knees under me, wedging my elbows on either side of Amelia's head. I stared down into her pretty face as I started pounding her into the mattress.

"Fuck!" she gasped.

Amelia raised her legs and wrapped them around my torso as I fucked her.

"Harder, Leo!" she demanded, her hands stroking my back as she urged me to thrust up into her.

I obliged, my hips slamming against hers with increasing force, the flat slap of flesh on flesh like the steady applause from a single person. Amelia's moans filled the room, her animalistic pleasure driving me harder.

"More," she gasped, "more, more, more!"

Amelia's fingernails raked down my back. The pain was sharp and exhilarating, a counterpoint to the pleasure coursing through me. I gritted my teeth and continued, focusing on the way her body thrashed beneath me, pulling me deeper into her slick depths.

"Amelia," I grunted, feeling my control slipping away as we moved together.

"I'm cumming again!" she cried out, her voice barely audible over the sound of our bodies colliding. "Don't stop. Oh god, don't fucking stop!"

I give her what she needed, pounding away until she crashes into another orgasm, her frantic moans urging me to join her. With a strangled gasp, I unload deep inside her, painting Amelia's fluttering walls with my cum, planting my seed in another eager pussy on this wild night in the city.

We finish together, the moment going on and on until we both were exhausted. Lying there, spent and gasping for breath, Amelia's exquisite body beneath mine, the heavy scent of jasmine and musk, sweat and pussy juice and cum, all mingling together, lingering in the air. The candlelight danced across our glistening bodies, painting us in smears of light and shadow.

"Leo," she said, her breath hot in my ear, "you were incredible."

"You too, Amelia," I replied, feeling a flush of pride at her praise.

My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the sensation of something wet and cool against my skin.

"You made me go crazy," she murmured, rolling out from under me. "I lost control of myself. Here, let me take care of those scratches. You're bleeding."

I watched as she took her silk panties, now discarded on the floor, and began to wipe the blood from my back.

"Let me get a towel," I told her. "No need to ruin your underwear."

Amelia brushed my hands aside. "I have lots of silk panties, Leo. Just let me do this."

The delicate fabric glided over my skin, a sensual contrast to the sharp sting of her nails just moments before.

"Does that hurt?" she asked.

"No."

"Liar," she teased, kissing my shoulder. "Roll over for me. I'd say you more than earned a bit of post-fuck pampering."

I rolled onto my back, curious about what she wanted. I blinked in surprise as she wiped my softening dick with her panties, sopping up the globs of cum from my groin.

"Let's get you nice and tidy," she said, her eyes never leaving mine. "Your dick has had quite a workout tonight."

I chuckled, but her actions left me feeling both fascinated and uneasy. Was this some strange ritual, a part of how Amelia enjoyed herself?

"Amelia, what are you going to do with those?" I asked curiously, nodding toward the now soiled panties.

"Keep them, of course," she answered nonchalantly, folding the stained silk into a neat square. "I like to have something to remember our time together. These are a perfect memento."

Her words sent a strange flutter through my gut. I'd heard of guys who collected panties from the chicks they banged, keeping them like trophies. I'd always thought that it was kind of creepy. I certainly never expected to meet a woman who did something like that. Especially not an older, refined lady like Amelia. I wondered what other secret habits this woman might possess.

But as Amelia leaned in to kiss me again, I found it hard to care.

"This is the start of something good, Leo."

As I held my boss in my arms, I couldn't help but agree with her.





Chapter 9



"A fresh start for us?"




I stood beneath the hot spray of the shower, letting my muscles relax beneath the streaming water. My abs and lower back ached from so much thrusting the night before.

Having sex with two women within a couple of hours had left me worn out. I was 23 and fit, but that kind of effort would challenge any dude.

Back in the bedroom, I could still smell Amelia's perfume mixed with the smoky smell of the candles and the tangy reek of sweat and sex. I opened the window to let in some air and stripped the sheets off the bed. I tossed the sheets in a specially labeled bag for the cleaning service to retrieve when they arrived to clean the hotel rooms.

There were two messages on my personal phone. One was from Scout.

"Thank you for the lovely evening, Leo. It's a night I won't soon forget (and neither will Professor Warren, haha!). You were wonderful. I hope to see you again ASAP. Warmly, Scout - PS, Thanks for the hickey, I can't stop thinking about you."

Scout had attached a picture of herself. It showed the back of her neck where a dark smudge appeared just below her hairline.

"Oops," I muttered, "that's definitely a hickey."

The other message was from Amelia. It was just two lines.

"My cunt is sore. You fucked me good, darling."

My boss was a woman without a filter. Beneath her sophistication and wealth, she was just a slutty cougar eager for young cock. Guys like me dreamed of meeting women like her. Working for Amelia made things more exciting… and more complicated.

As I got dressed, I inspected the scratches on my back while I stood in front of the mirror. Amelia had raked me hard, her nails digging long furrows across my skin. The scratches weren't too deep, but they had bled pretty good.

I remembered how she had dabbed at the blood with her underwear. Her keeping those stained panties still bothered me. It seemed like a quirk that just didn't fit a woman like Amelia.

Outside, another warm summer day had dawned over the city. I checked on my truck. It was parked in the small lot behind the hotel, next to the garbage dumpster and back entry where the cleaning service would park their van. There was a reserved spot for Amelia's Mercedes.

I was grateful to have a place to leave my truck near the hotel. Parking was a luxury in this part of the city.

"You done good," I said, patting the hood of my truck. "We went through a lot together."

I spent an hour cleaning out the truck's interior. I'd lived inside my truck for several weeks after losing my job as a bouncer and being unable to pay my rent. There had been some rough times trying to find a safe place to park for the night. If it wasn't meth head prowlers looking for something to steal, it was cops rapping on my window and telling me to "move along".

I carried the last few items from the back of the truck into the concierge apartment and swept the truck bed clean. The tonneau cover had been slashed by some junkie a few weeks ago. I'd done my best to repair it with duct tape. The $800 tip from Mrs. Pearson would go a long way toward getting a solid tonneau replacement.

After a quick workout, it was almost lunchtime. I had a light meal and drank a protein smoothie. The day was warming up and I decided it would be a nice treat to get an iced coffee.

Fortunately, I knew the perfect place to get my caffeine fix.

The door chimed as I stepped into The Daily Pour. The rich aroma of freshly ground coffee beans welcomed me into the cool interior of the shop.

"Welcome to The Daily Pour!"

The barista who greeted me was short and plump, with a friendly smile that revealed a charming gap between her two front teeth. She leaned forward on the counter, not so subtly showing off her huge cleavage.

"What can I get you, sweetie?" she asked.

This must have been Skanky Kandi. I couldn't help myself from glancing at her massive rack, my eyes quickly flicking back up to her face. Kandi seemed quite satisfied that her tits had drawn my attention. Was this how she got bigger tips, or was she genuinely flirting?

"Is Blue around?" I asked casually, my eyes glancing at the backroom door.

Kandi shrugged. "I can make you whatever you want. Hot or cold, plain black or full of sweet, frothy milk. I'm skilled at my trade. Just tell me what you need."

I had to chuckle at her well-rehearsed patter. Kandi seemed like a girl who enjoyed her job and interacting with her customers. On any other day, I would have played along and seen where our conversation could lead.

"I'll be sure to catch you another day," I said with a smile. "But I need to see Blue."

Kandi gave me an exaggerated pout. "Sure thing, sweetie."

She sauntered over to the backroom, leaving me to admire the sensual sway of her hips. I heard her call out to Blue through the half-open door.

"Hey, Blue! There's a really cute guy out here asking for you!"

Blue emerged from the backroom moments later. Her face lit up when she saw me.

"Leo!" she exclaimed, genuine warmth in her voice. "It's great to see you again."

"Likewise," I replied, unable to suppress a smile.

"I told you that you would become a regular!"

"You did," I chuckled. "I can't keep away."

"How come you aren't wearing your suit?" she asked.

"I don't start work until this evening," I said.

"You should see him when he's all dressed up," Blue said to Kandi, who was leaning against the back counter, watching us with a smirk. "He has this expensive suit that looks amazing on him."

"I bet it does," Kandi snickered, her eyes roaming up and down my body.

"How's 'Redheads and Revolvers' going for you?"

"That's actually why I stopped by," I said. "I've been enjoying it a lot and wanted to thank you for your review of it."

"Review?" she asked.

"Dark and muscular prose with a thematic undermining of the genre via an existential incision of the human condition," I quoted her. "That really helped me to appreciate Barrington's work."

"Really?" Blue beamed, her cheeks flushing with pleasure. "I had a feeling you'd like it."

As she leaned closer, I caught the subtle scent of patchouli that clung to her skin. Blue brushed her pink hair back behind her ear. Standing so close to her, I noticed that her tongue was pierced. Along with the stud in her nostril and the ring through her eyebrow, Blue had the E-girl style down cold.

I never liked piercings, but on Blue they looked gorgeous. She was wearing a long-sleeved top, but I figured she must have a bunch of tattoos, as well.

"You said you might have some other titles you'd recommend?" I said.

"I did. What exactly are you looking for?"

"I'm open to just about anything," I said.

Blue tapped her chin with her finger, making a playful show of thinking over my request.

"I do have some books that I think will interest you," she said. "I'll tell them to you over dinner. When are you free?"

When I came to the coffee shop, I wasn't expecting to get a date. But now that Blue was offering, I didn't see why I should refuse. It would be good to get some time away from the drama at The Delmira Hotel. Hanging out with a girl my age would be a nice change of pace. Especially a girl as cool and pretty as Blue.

"I'm off tomorrow," I said. "You are too, right?"

"I am. How convenient."

"Pho noodles?"

Blue nodded. "I know a great place nearby. You're buying."

"I'm buying," I confirmed.

"Jesus H. Christ," Kandi sighed, shaking her head. "Why don't you two just get a room and fuck already? The sexual tension between you is way overpowering!"

"Mind your business!" Blue playfully snapped back. "And make Leo an iced Americano with half & half. My treat, since he's buying dinner tomorrow."

Grumbling and rolling her eyes theatrically, Kandi started preparing my drink.

Blue and I smiled at each other, suddenly at a loss for words. Kandi was right about the sexual tension, and we both knew it. The awkwardness between us felt nice, though, an excited awkwardness like we were on the edge of something happening.

"So, tomorrow—" I began, before a hand on my arm stopped me.

"Leo?'

I turned to find Ellie Carol standing behind me, her hand resting lightly on my forearm.

"Mrs. Carol," I stuttered. "How nice to see you."

"Leo, can we talk?" she asked, her tone firm yet hesitant.

She glanced briefly at Blue, who seemed to sense the sudden shift in the atmosphere, and took a step back.

"Of course," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"The usual, Ellie?" Kandi asked.

"Yes, please."

"I'll get that," Blue said.

I could feel the weight of Blue's gaze on me as I followed Ellie to the back of the coffee shop. I was anxious about what Ellie Carol wanted from me. She'd been so cold the other day. I hoped I hadn't inadvertently offended her in some way. She seemed like a very sensitive person.

We settled into a cozy nook near the back windows of the coffee shop. Ellie set her designer tote bag down beside her. She remained quiet for a moment, her gaze focused on her hands that were nervously fidgeting in her lap.

"Leo, I wanted to apologize for my behavior the last time we met," she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I was caught off guard and I didn't handle it well."

My eyes studied her face, noting the vulnerability in her expression. It was strange to see such an attractive woman so unsure of herself. Usually, beauty bred confidence and vice versa. I wondered if Ellie had always been like this or if something had happened to her that destroyed her self-confidence.

"It's quite alright, Mrs. Carol," I assured her, trying to maintain a casual yet professional tone. "We all have our off days."

"Thank you, Leo," she murmured, her lips curving into a small, tentative smile.

"Of course," I replied. "And I apologize if I startled you."

"Oh, I wasn't startled," she laughed, waving off my concern. "I was just lost in my reading."

"You did seem like you were in your own little bubble," I admitted. "It must have been an engrossing novel."

"It's trash," she giggled, pulling the book out of her tote. "A trashy summer romance novel. I was so embarrassed when you came over and saw me reading it. That's partly why I acted so rudely. I was dying inside like a kid caught doing something nasty. I can be so damned cringy sometimes. Like, why do I even bother?"

I shrugged, not liking the way Ellie was putting herself down. It was as if she were sharing the negative thoughts that went through her head.

"My mom used to read those kinds of romances," I said. "She'd buy them for fifty cents at the thrift store since the library wouldn't carry them. It was her weekly treat. We didn't have TV, so she read those books to entertain herself. They gave her some escape from the trailer park and my asshole dad. I'm sure she enjoyed getting away from me as well, at least for a little while. Those books were good for her. They showed my mom how people could lead lives that were so much different from hers."

Ellie grimaced and looked away. At first, I thought I had offended her, but then she reached out and squeezed my hand.

"Thank you for saying that, Leo. That means a lot to me."

I squeezed her hand back, releasing it as she straightened up in her seat. Ellie's eyes were shining in the sunlight. Was she near tears?

"You're welcome, Mrs. Carol."

"Ellie. Call me Ellie, please."

"Ellie," I said with a grin.

"You're right. There's nothing shameful about reading a summer romance. Books like this provide me with an escape from my situation. It's so nice to lose yourself in someone else's drama for a bit."

I was curious about what she meant but hesitated to ask, not sure if I would overstep her boundaries. Seeing the vulnerability in Ellie's eyes made me want to know her better, though, so I took the chance.

"What is it about your situation that makes you want an escape?" I asked.

Ellie flinched and a momentary look of panic flashed across her face. Before I could react, Ellie's demeanor shifted back and she gave me a dismissive wave.

"Oh, nothing. Just me being over dramatic as usual. So, you grew up poor, Leo?"

I knew she was changing the subject, shifting the focus away from her and onto me. I went with it, sensing she wasn't ready to open up to me just yet.

"I grew up dirt poor," I said. "I was from the ghetto part of the trailer park, if you can believe that."

"I can! I grew up poor myself. Grammy used to tell me the only tea we had was poverty."

"A packet of Taco Bell hot sauce in my ramen was our gourmet meal," I joked.

The two of us shared a laugh, finding comfort in our shared background. Kandi brought over our drinks, setting them down on the table beside us.

"One iced Americano with half & half, and a soy chai latte," she said. "Did you want your biscotti now, Ellie?"

"I'll have it a bit later, Kandi. Thank you so much."

"Enjoy," Kandi said.

As Kandi returned to the counter, I took a sip of my drink. The robust flavor and icy coldness were a perfect mix for a warm day like this one.

"You seem pretty familiar with the girls here," I pointed out. "You're a regular?"

"I come here every weekend," Ellie said, sipping daintily at her drink. "It's quiet, but not too quiet, if you know what I mean. I like to read by the window and watch the people going by. Sometimes I eavesdrop on conversations, other times I put in my earphones and listen to a podcast. The Daily Pour is my comfort spot in the city."

"Sounds like a relaxing way to spend the weekend," I observed.

Ellie squinted at me over her drink. "I know what you're thinking. Why does she come to The Delmira Hotel every weekend just to hang out in a coffee shop?"

"The thought had crossed my mind," I admitted.

"I figured. I often ask myself the same question."

The sad and wistful tone of Ellie's voice again made me wonder what was going on with her life to make her so sad. I wanted to help if I could, but there was a limit to what I could offer. After all, I was just the concierge at The Delmira Hotel. If Ellie needed anything from me, all she had to do was ask. Beyond that, I had to stay in my lane and do my job.

"Enough about me, though," Ellie said brightly. "Tell me about yourself, Leo."

"There's not much to tell. Like I said, I grew up poor. Did lousy in high school, all I wanted to do was lift weights and wrestle with the varsity team. After high school, it was the military, a union apprenticeship, or some crappy job. Being the stubborn type, I went for the crappy job as a bouncer. Now I'm the live-in concierge at The Delmira Hotel."

She leaned closer, inclining her head toward me and toying with her cup as she listened. It felt like we were old friends catching up with each other.

"You still look like a bouncer, if you don't mind me saying so. Even when you wear a tailored suit. Considering the scary vagrants on the streets outside the hotel, a little intimidation is a good thing."

"Have they troubled you?" I asked.

"Aggressive panhandlers," she nodded. "They frighten me."

"It's a growing problem at the hotel," I said. "I'm not sure why they seem to target The Delmira Hotel, but the owner is going to have to take some steps to make our guests feel more secure."

"I've thought of The Delmira as a second home. In fact, I'll be extending my stay for another week. Some extra security would be a welcome addition. I hope you and Amelia can work things out."

"So do I. And speaking of work, I have to head out and get some things done before my shift. It was nice seeing you here again, Ellie."

"And you, Leo. A fresh start for us?"

"Fresh start," I assured her.

She held out her hand and I took it. Her grip was soft and warm. We shared a smile, our clasped hands joining us together in a quiet and strangely intimate moment.

As I headed toward the front door, Blue slipped me my receipt. It had her phone number written on it.

"Pho noodles," I confirmed. "Maybe some fresh spring rolls."

"I know a perfect place," Blue promised me.

"See ya, sweetie!" Kandi called out as I left. "Great ass, by the way. Come back soon!"

Her giggles followed me out of the shop. I shook my head ruefully as I stepped out onto the sidewalk, realizing how Skanky Kandi had earned her nickname.

Blinking in the bright sunshine, I put on my sunglasses and headed back to The Delmira Hotel.





Chapter 10



"You're a good man."




"And now it's transferring the files to your new computer," I said, pointing at the laptop screen. "The progress bar says 15 minutes. It's going to take a while because you have so many pictures and videos. Plus, The USB hard drive is kinda slow. Once it's done, though, you will be all set."

"Oh, marvelous! Thank you, Leo."

"You're welcome, Mrs. Whitworth. It's the least I could do."

The elderly woman smiled and patted my hand. I had spent the last two hours in Room 2A, setting up her new laptop. We'd gone over how she liked her desktop, getting her System Settings to display large text for her older eyes, downloading the browser she liked, and importing all her old bookmarks. I'd set up her password manager and logged her into her favorite sites. Everything was now just the way she liked it.

"I'm so glad you were available to do this for me," Mrs. Whitworth said. "My son insists on getting me the latest and greatest technology. I just want to read my news and watch my grandchildren on video!"

"Well, you can do all that and more with this laptop. It's a top-of-the-line machine."

In truth, the laptop was way overpowered for what someone like Mrs. Whitworth was going to use it for. A simple business computer would have been a better fit. Mrs. Whitworth's former laptop was a sleek ultralight that was less than 6 months old. This upgrade was really unnecessary.

It wasn't my place to voice such opinions, however. The habits of our wealthy clients were their own business.

I glanced out the window, surprised to see that it was fully dark. The time with Mrs. Whitworth had passed very quickly.

"More tea?" Mrs. Whitworth asked, gesturing at the teapot near her.

"No, thank you. I'm all set. I've never had tea like that before. It was really interesting."

Mrs. Whitworth smiled, pleased with my response.

"Lapsang souchong is an acquired taste," she said. "The blend you had is from a dear friend in Taiwan. She smokes the leaf over pinewood from her personal plantation."

"It is very smoky but not bitter," I said. "Made me feel like I was in the mountains on a cool fall evening."

Mrs. Whitworth clapped her hands in delight. For a woman in her 70s, she had an almost childlike sense of fun. Going on that shopping trip with her had been an adventure. Her joyful approach to life was very wholesome.

"You remind me of my husband," she said, patting my arm again. "He was such a charmer when he was your age. Self-made man, you know. Never was given a thing, unlike the other boys who tried to date me. A man has to have grit. Determination. No girl wants a weakling that she has to baby."

"So I've heard," I said, sharing a smile with her.

The laptop uttered a muted chime. All the files had finished transferring.

"Finished faster than expected," I said, disconnecting the external hard drive. "That's always a good thing."

"Not always, dearie! Not always!"

Mrs. Whitworth let out a girlish cackle, her eyes crinkling with laughter. I shook my head, laughing with her. She may have been old enough to be my grandmother, but Mrs. Whitworth still had a playful sense of humor.

"Your laptop is all set," I told her. "If anything crops up, you can just ring me and I'll be right up."

Mrs. Whitworth was looking over her desktop, running the cursor aimlessly back and forth.

"Thank you so much, Leo. You are a lifesaver," Mrs. Whitworth said, her appreciation clear in her voice.

"Think nothing of it, ma'am. Always happy to help," I responded, my grin widening as I stood up.

"Wait, before you go," she said, retrieving her old laptop. "I'd like you to have this. It's only six months old and served me well. Please, take it as a token of my gratitude."

"Mrs. Whitworth, that's incredibly generous of you, but I couldn't possibly accept such a valuable gift," I protested, surprised by her unexpected offer.

"Leo, I insist. You can keep it, recycle it, or do whatever you want with it," she said, her tone firm yet gentle. "But please, don't let it go to waste."

The look on her face let me know it would be useless to argue.

"Thank you, Mrs. Whitworth," I replied, touched by her insistence. "This means a lot to me."

"Good," she said, her smile widening as she leaned in and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. "Now, if I were a few decades younger, that smooch might have been on the lips instead of the cheek."

I felt my face flush at her flirtatious comment, an amused grin tugging at the corners of my mouth.

"Well, who knows? Maybe in another lifetime, Mrs. Whitworth," I teased back, delighting in our banter.

"Maybe indeed," she winked.

As I walked away from Room 2A, I couldn't help but marvel at the people I was encountering here at The Delmira Hotel. Their eccentricities and unexpected gestures kept me alert and on my toes.

So much had happened since you started working here, bro. After Amelia and Scout, Mrs. Whitworth's gifts are just the icing on the cake of this crazy week.

A couple of hours later, I was sitting at the hotel's front desk, the sleek laptop Mrs. Whitworth gifted me now open and running beautifully. I'd done a factory reset and downloaded all the updates over the hotel wifi. Now it was all about setting up my browser and programs to make the laptop mine. It was an amazingly powerful machine and the OLED display was fantastic. As I typed away, I couldn't help but appreciate Mrs. Whitworth's generosity even more.

My thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of the phone. I picked up the mobile, my professional demeanor taking over. I was pleased to see it was Ellie calling.

"Hello, Mrs. Carol. How may I assist you?" I inquired.

"Leo, I need your help," her voice trembled on the other end, immediately alerting me to her distress. "Can you meet me outside the hotel? There's a man following me, and I'm scared!"

"Of course," I assured her, my protective instincts kicking into high gear. "I'll be right out,"

I rushed out of the hotel lobby and into the street. I immediately saw Ellie hurrying towards me. She was about two blocks away. I spotted the vagrant trailing behind her. Before I could open my mouth to warn her, the guy ran up on Ellie and grabbed her tote.

"Ellie!" I shouted.

Ellie was clinging to her bag, struggling to keep it. Anger bubbled within me as I charged forward, determined to protect her.

"Hey! Leave her the fuck alone!" I shouted, closing the distance between us.

The vagrant looked up at me, panicking at my approach. My heart lurched as he reared back and slapped Ellie in the face. She immediately let go of the tote, collapsing onto the pavement while clutching her face.

"Motherfucker!" I screamed.

I couldn't believe what I was witnessing-shy Ellie, vulnerable and desperate for protection, now reeling from the sudden violence. Once I got a hold of him, I was going to hurt that piece of shit.

The purse snatcher ran to the alley by Grady Salazar's shop. He paused at the entrance, his eyes locking on mine, a sinister grin plastered on his filthy face. From the waistband of his track pants, he pulled out a butcher knife and pointed it at me. The thick blade gleamed in the sickly LED streetlight. He spat on the ground before disappearing down the unlit alley.

I clenched my fists, resisting the urge to follow him, knowing that Ellie's safety was my top priority. I jogged back to where she was kneeling on the sidewalk.

"Ellie, are you all right?" I asked, my heart pounding as I reached her, my hands shaky with adrenaline and concern.

"Y-yes, I think so," she stammered, tears welling up in her eyes. "Thank you for coming, Leo."

"I just wish I could have got here sooner," I replied, trying to steady my voice and offer her a comforting presence. "God damn, I'm so sorry that happened to you."

My arms wrapped around Ellie's waist, hoisting her to her feet. The left side of her face was red from the slap, but otherwise she looked unharmed.

"I'll call the police," I said, taking out my phone.

To my surprise, Ellie placed her hand on my phone and pushed it away. She shook her head vigorously, fear apparent in her eyes.

"Please, no police!" she begged, her voice trembling. "Just take me back inside the hotel, Leo."

Around us, a small crowd had gathered, their faces filled with worry and curiosity. I hesitated, my instincts telling me that involving the authorities was the right course of action. But looking into Ellie's pleading eyes, I knew I couldn't go against her wishes.

"Leo, please!" she whispered.

"Alright," I relented. "Hang on to me."

Ellie clung to my arm, her face pressed to my shoulder as I guided her through the street back to the hotel. She stumbled a bit at the entrance and I caught her, making sure she was steady on her feet. I ushered her through the hotel doors and away from the prying eyes of the onlookers.

As we walked through the lobby to the elevator, I could feel Ellie shivering against me. She clung to me on the elevator and as I walked her to her room.

"Here we are," I said softly as we reached her door.

"I… I don't have my key. It was in my bag."

"No worries. I have the master key."

I took out my keyring and opened the door. I escorted her inside the brightly lit room. Closing the door behind us, I looked at her expectantly.

"Sit down on the sofa," I said. "I'll get a cold compress for your face."

I grabbed a washcloth out of the bathroom and then went to the small refrigerator in the main room. I took a bottle of cold water and soaked the washcloth.

"Here, hold this against the side of your face," I said, handing Ellie the washcloth.

Ellie did as I instructed. She exhaled sharply as the cold washcloth pressed against her skin.

"Thank you, Leo. I'm so grateful for your help."

"Of course. When you're ready, the first thing you should do is cancel your credit cards and make an inventory of the ID cards you will need to replace."

Ellie shook her head. "My purse is here in the room. The tote just had some cash and my book. And some chocolates. I bought a box of nougat from Harryfield's. No big loss."

Ellie gave me a saccharine smile that quickly dissolved into a grimace. I sat beside her and took her hand in mine. She squeezed hard, her breath hitching in her chest.

"Tell me what you need, Ellie. Whatever it is, I'm here to help."

"Promise me you won't call the police," she implored, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Can you at least tell me why?" I asked, my brow furrowed in confusion.

Tears welled up in her eyes again and I instinctively put my arm around her, wrapping her in a comforting embrace. Something inside her broke down and Ellie began crying, sobbing into my chest. I felt a pang of helplessness, unsure of how to ease her pain.

"I'm married to a prominent politician," she said. "I can't afford for this to become public."

"I don't understand. It's not like you did anything wrong."

"Just being here at The Delmira Hotel is wrong," she whispered. "I'm supposed to be with my husband, not sneaking into the city alone on weekends. If word got out, there could be trouble for him… and me. His supporters would not tolerate him having a wayward wife. I can't risk it."

Her words sent a shock through me. Growing up poor, I knew lots of religious families who intentionally lived outside of mainstream society. A "wayward wife" was a term with heavy implications. I didn't know what kind of man Ellie's husband was, but if he was worried about her being called a "wayward wife", then the risk to Ellie was very real.

"No police," I assured her. "You decide what happens. No one else."

"Thank you."

"And I promise I will do whatever it takes to make The Delmira Hotel safer for our guests. I'll have the lock to your door replaced first thing tomorrow. Until then, use the inside bolt. Whatever you need to feel safer here, please let me know."

"I will," she said gratefully. "Right now, I would like to take a hot shower. I'd feel much less anxious if I knew you were watching out for me."

"I'll be right downstairs, watching the cameras," I told her. "If you need anything, just call and I'll be here in a heartbeat."

"That's very comforting," Ellie said. "But… could you stay here in the room until I finished my shower? I've always been afraid of bathing when I'm alone. It's a fear of mine that someone bad will be waiting when I step outside the bathroom."

I hesitated, not sure if I'd be overstepping my bounds. Ellie looked so scared, though. I knew I couldn't just leave her after what happened.

"I will stay here until you finish your shower," I told her.

Ellie squeezed my hand. I rose with her as she stood, waiting by the sofa as she entered her bedroom and shut the door. After a few minutes, I could hear the shower running.

Alone in her room, I looked around at the luxurious furnishing of Room 2D. Every time I visited a guest's room, I had gotten a sense of how they inhabited their space, making it their own.

With Ellie, I didn't get that sense of ownership at all. She'd brought very few belongings and had kept her bag packed. It almost felt like she was making herself as inconspicuous as she could, leaving no trace on the opulent room she was staying in.

I could understand her feelings. She grew up poor, just like I did. Coming from that background, it often felt like you were just a visitor to more luxurious places, as if you didn't really belong. It seemed like Ellie might have felt that way, too. Despite the opulence of her surroundings, she still acted like she was just a temporary guest in a place she didn't truly have a claim to.

I didn't know what Ellie's story was or how she lived her life. I just knew I felt a lot of empathy for her. We were about the same age and from similar backgrounds. But more than that, there was a vulnerability about her that made me want to protect her. It was like she was carrying a heavy burden inside her, something that was wearing her down. I wanted to help her if I could.

As I waited for Ellie to finish her shower, I stared out the window at the street below. Traffic had thinned and I didn't see any sketchy vagrants hanging around. It still baffled me that they seemed to be targeting The Delmira Hotel. There had to be something more than just random chance at work here.

My phone buzzing startled me from my thoughts. It was a text from Blue.

"Meet me here at 1 tomorrow. Don't be late!"

There was a link to a nearby pho noodle shop. Tomorrow was my first day off since starting at The Delmira Hotel. I'd almost forgotten about my date with Blue.

I had just finished texting back a reply when my phone buzzed again. This time, it was a message from Scout.

"I have the day off tomorrow, just like you. I want to see you again. Let me know when."

My weekend was looking busy. I was thinking of a reply for Scout when my phone buzzed yet again. My eyes widened in surprise.

The message was from Amelia. It was a selfie of her in the concierge apartment's bed. She was naked, her legs spread wide, her fingers covering her pussy.

"Where are you, darling? I'm waiting."

I stared at the picture, my heart beating faster at the thought of my boss downstairs, in bed, ready for me. Were her visits going to be a nightly thing? My dick was tingling just thinking about the possibilities.

I was so engrossed in my messages that I didn't hear Ellie coming out of her bedroom. I was startled when she placed a hand on my shoulder.

"Thank you again, Leo. I don't know what would have happened if you weren't here."

Ellie was dressed in a hotel bathrobe, her hair still wet and dripping. I gave her a nod and a smile as I quickly shut my phone down and slid it into my pocket.

"I'm just a phone call away," I said. "Don't hesitate to contact me if you need anything at all."

"I think I need a hug. Is that okay?"

"Of course," I chuckled.

Ellie held out her arms for me. I stepped into her embrace, surprised by how strongly she pulled me into her. Ellie nestled her face against my neck, her wet hair pressing against my cheek. I held her gently, patting her back, enjoying the feel of her in my arms.

The hug went on for a long time, Ellie refusing to let me go. With a sigh, she finally released me and took a step back.

"You're a good man," she whispered, her eyes glittering.

Before I could respond, Ellie pressed her lips to mine, kissing me fiercely. I was too shocked to respond at first, but then gave in to her desperate need, kissing her hard and holding her tight. Ellie let out a little gasp of pleasure as our tongues met and caressed, her hands stroking my back.

Ellie finally broke our kiss. She leaned into me, nuzzling my neck, her breath hot on my ear.

"I shouldn't have done that," she whispered. "But I'm not sorry I did. Good night, Leo."

"Good night," I said, as Ellie broke from my arms. "Um… don't forget to use the inside bolt after I leave."

I made my way out of the room. Her face was a mixture of excitement and shame as Ellie closed the door behind me as I stepped into the hallway. I heard her sliding the bolt shut and locking the door.

I shuffled to the elevator. I stood there for several minutes, not pressing the elevator button, just staring at the elevator doors, my mind struggling to process everything that had just happened.

It hasn't even been a week since you started working at this place. What the hell is going on, dude?

I didn't know how to answer myself. Everything had happened so fast, one thing after another. Fucking my boss. Fucking a guest. Getting showered with money and gifts from another guest. And now getting kissed by yet another guest who just happened to be married.

And don't forget your date with that barista tomorrow.

I turned away from the elevator, deciding to take the stairs. As I hurried down the stairwell, I tried to make sense of my first week as a live-in concierge. It had been a crazy ride so far, and the next week looked even crazier.

Things were heating up at The Delmira Hotel.

I was eager and ready for whatever came next.
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