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Synopsis




Book 2 of 3 - Leo finds himself entangled in a web of secrecy and desire that threatens to consume him. His irresistible charm and insatiable sexual appetite have led him into the arms of his boss, the seductive Amelia, and the lusty professor, Scout. Now, Leo embarks on a torrid affair with Ellie, the young wife of a powerful politician. As their erotic encounters ignite, Ellie reveals dark secrets that send shockwaves through their forbidden liaison.

But even as Leo struggles to satisfy his growing harem, he is forced to confront the increasing danger that threatens to wreck all that he has built. Will Leo be able to keep his lovers and protect the hotel? Or will his world crumble under the weight of scandal and violence?

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


HOTEL HAREM




Book 2, The Needy Housewife


Chapter 1

"Blue Skye-Bright."




Pho-bulous Pho was a small noodle shop on the edge of the International District. Wedged between a Chinese herbalist supply and an Asian travel agency, Pho-bulous Pho had the no-nonsense charm of a neighborhood restaurant that served local eaters rather than tourists.

The day was warm and I'd worked up a sweat walking through the bustling city streets. A bell above the front door jangled loudly as I entered the restaurant. I was relieved to feel the air conditioning inside. The smell of grilled meat wafting in the air made my mouth water.

"Over here, Leo!" Blue called out, waving cheerfully.

The slim barista was seated in a booth wedged into a corner of the narrow restaurant. Her pink and blue hair were bright splashes of color against the drab beige walls. Blue was dressed in a simple tank top and jeans. Her slim figure and pale skin made her look very young, while the thick-soled Doc Martens she wore gave her a spunky edge. To my surprise, Blue didn't have any visible tattoos.

"You're late," she said, setting down her mobile phone.

"Took me longer to walk here than I thought," I replied as I slid into the booth. "This restaurant is kinda out of the way, isn't it?"

"The best ones usually are, bro."

I had to grin. The way Blue called me "bro" was just too weirdly funny. She had a quirky way about her that was really endearing.

"Food smells good," I said appreciatively, looking around the small restaurant. "Homey atmosphere."

"This place is a gem, I swear. I stumbled onto it a few months ago. Best pho in the city. Cheap, too."

"Tasty and cheap? My favorite combination." I nodded at the rhinestone clip in Blue's pink hair. "That's real pretty. You look nice."

Blue pressed her hands to her chest, batting her lashes theatrically. "Oh, my! You do flatter me, dear sir!"

"Quit it," I said as Blue chuckled and rolled her eyes.

"You look good, too," she smirked. "But I have to admit, I really like you in your suit. You fill it out very nicely. Skanky Kandi was drooling over your muscles. She'd probably jump you if she saw you in that suit."

"Well, I promise to wear it next time we go out."

"Next time?" Blue raised an eyebrow. "Kinda bold to assume theres going to be a next time, aren't you? Or even that this is a date?"

"You invited me out," I reminded her, enjoying our playful banter. "So technically, you're the one trying to date me, not vice versa."

"You really tryna Uno reverse gender role and courtship expectations on me, bro?" Blue asked. "That the interpersonal dynamic you're going for?"

"I don't know what any of that means," I shrugged. "I'm just glad you have that glass of water nearby because you're So. Damn. Thirsty."

Blue laughed, her infectious giggle filling the small space. I laughed with her, a little giddy at how playful this girl was. Besides being cute as hell, she was a lot of fun to be with.

Just as our laughter subsided, a middle-aged Vietnamese waitress approached our booth, pen and pad in hand.

"Good afternoon! Ready to order?" she asked.

As I glanced at the menu, Blue turned to me and snarked, "Are you even allowed to eat carbs, big boy?"

"Of course I am," I replied confidently. "I'll have the steak pho, please. And how about we share some fresh spring rolls?"

"Sounds great," Blue said, clearly impressed.

"Chicken, shrimp, or grilled tofu?" I asked her.

"Chicken."

"Huh. Figured you'd go for tofu."

"You figured wrong, then. Uh, I'll have the same pho as him, please."

"Very good," the waitress said, scribbling down our orders. "Two steak pho and one order fresh spring rolls. Any drink?"

"Thanks, but I'm good with water," I said, handing back our menus.

"Same, same," Blue said.

The waitress disappeared into the kitchen. A few other people were dining in and there was a steady stream of folks coming for pickup orders. Pho-bulous Pho, despite the silly name, seemed to have a lot of regular customers.

Bright summer sunshine washed through the front windows. It was another beautiful day in the city. As I looked across the table at Blue, I couldn't help but compare her to the women I'd encountered at The Delmira Hotel. Despite being the same age as me, she seemed so much more grounded and well-adjusted than some of the women I'd met at work.

And yet there was also something undeniably sensual about her. The way her eyebrow piercing caught the light, the curves of her slim body beneath her clothes, and even the glinting metal of her tongue piercing— it all drew me in.

Blue saw the way I was looking at her and gave me a friendly smirk. I shook my head slightly, trying to clear my thoughts and focus on the moment. I knew I should be cautious about getting too attached to anyone, considering my recent experiences. My life had become one demanding encounter after another, and I wasn't sure where it was headed.

But for now, sitting across from Blue in this small Vietnamese restaurant, I couldn't help but feel that maybe things were starting to settle down a bit. It was cool to be with someone my own age again.

Ellie is the same age as you, though. Remember? The gorgeous blonde who kissed you last night? Sucks that she's married, dude.

"Hey, so what's up at The Delmira Hotel?" Blue asked. "How's the concierge thing working out?"

I paused for a moment, considering everything that had happened since I started working there. I'd just spent the night having sex with my boss, Amelia, a woman who was old enough to be my mother. It was almost a nightly thing now to finish my shift and go on call, only to find Amelia waiting in bed for me, ready for some hard fucking.

And then there was the wild night with Scout behind the dance club.

And then there was married, beautiful Ellie.

I had some crazy stories to share, but I decided to keep them to myself for now, not wanting to scare Blue off with my recent exploits.

"Its actually pretty chill," I said. "The other night, I set up this laptop for one of our guests. When I was done, she gave me her old one."

"Sweet deal. Was her old laptop still in okay shape?"

"It was six months old," I laughed. "Like seriously, it's still for sale online. Thirty-two hundred bucks."

"Damn, bro. Must be nice to work for rich people."

"It's got some… extra benefits."

Blue raised an eyebrow, curious about what I meant. I just shrugged and tore open a pair of wooden chopsticks.

"Unfortunately, we've had some problems with aggressive vagrants," I said.

"Really? That's surprising," Blue responded. "The Delmira is in a bougie neighborhood. All the upscale apartments and shops and shit."

"For sure. It's just so weird that these hobos keep prowling around our area."

"Hobos!" Blue laughed. "I keep imagining those cartoon guys carrying a stick with a bundle tied on the end."

"More like drugged-up thugs looking for their fix. One actually purse snatched one of our guests last night. Slapped her in the face to get it."

"Yikes! That's so messed up."

"No kidding," I said, recalling the violent episode that left Ellie so shaken. "Damn shame to have that shit anywhere in the city, much less a place like The Delmira Hotel. It was founded as a safe place for women."

"Rich women."

"True," I admitted.

"What's it like living in there?"

"It's great," I replied enthusiastically, thinking about my luxurious apartment. "I get to live in the concierge's apartment, which is amazing. Plus I have a place to park my truck for free. Ugh… there is a flashing light and an alarm that wakes me up when I get a call after midnight, but I'm getting used to it. Everything else is cool, though. The bathroom has a shower big enough for three people to fit. And my bedroom has this incredible four-poster bed that was once used by President Harding, whoever the hell that was."

"Ah, Warren G. Harding," Blue said, nodding her head knowingly. "He's the Teapot Dome scandal guy. He had a mistress 31 years younger than him."

"31 years? Damn, dude was balling out."

Blue leaned in closer before adding, "Those two fucked in a White House closet. She had his baby and wrote the first tell-all scandal biography."

"Dang, how'd you know all that?" I asked, genuinely impressed.

"AP History in high school," she replied with a grin. "Plus, last night I googled the hotel and read some Wikipedia entries."

"Smart and resourceful," I admitted.

"Just trying to impress you," she replied. "I also looked at your credit card and searched your name to learn everything I could about you."

"Okay, now you are creeping me out."

"Just making sure you aren't a weirdo," she said with a smile. "A girl has gotta be wary, especially with so many hobos running around!"

Blue giggled like a schoolgirl. I was soon laughing with her.

"Okay, so you know all about me," I said. "What about you? What's your story?"

"I'm an open book. What do you want to know?"

"Tell me about your name. Why 'Blue'?"

"My parental units named me 'Blue' because of my eyes. I chose the rest, though. Blue Skye-Bright. That's my full name."

"Blue Skye-Bright," I said, leaning back in the booth. "Damn, that's a cool name. Sounds kind of like a band name. Maybe one of those K-Pop girl groups? Blue Skye-Bright, straight outta Seoul."

"What do you know about K-Pop?" Skye asked skeptically.

"More than you might expect. I bounced at several different clubs. K-Pop nights were my favorite. The only trouble K-Pop fans caused were the lines to use the ladies restroom. We eventually just told them to use the mens room, too. There were only about five or six guys there, anyway. Just flocks of young girls."

"I dunno. I've been to some concerts and K-Pop girls can get pretty vicious. They will straight up shank you on Instagram."

"That's why I have no social media," I said, tapping my head wisely like the meme.

"Smart man. Brains as well as brawn."

"I try," I laughed. "So, Ms. Blue Skye-Bright. Are you from here? Did you grow up in the city?"

"Actually, no," she replied, twirling a strand of her pink and blue hair around her finger. "I grew up in various motor vehicles and communes across the USA. My parents were free spirits. Sojourners. Some might even call them hobos, but the friendly kind. I didn't have a fixed address until I went to college."

"Sounds like an adventurous childhood."

"That's one way of describing it," she sighed. "It certainly was unconventional. Shaving my armpits was my biggest rebellion as a teenager."

"So, what got you into literature?"

"Growing up, books were my sanctuary," Blue explained. "No matter how crazy my living situation might be, I could always escape into a good book. Jane Austen, Emily Brontë, Mary Shelley. I loved it so much that I got a Master's degree in literature."

"That's really cool. But why work as a barista with a Master's degree?" I inquired, genuinely curious.

"Simple," Blue responded with a smile. "I love coffee, people, and getting tips. Plus, my degree ain't exactly in demand, you know?"

"Fair enough," I chuckled.

"What about you, Leo Carr? You don't have much of an online presence from what I saw. How did you come to the city?"

"I got fired from my bouncer job," I said. "I lived in my truck until I started working at The Delmira Hotel."

"So you were kind of a hobo yourself?" she laughed.

"Hobos don't have trucks!"

The waitress came over and set down a plate of fresh spring rolls, accompanied by small dishes of peanut sauce and hot chili oil. I served Blue, asking her which sauce she preferred.

"Definitely the peanut sauce," she replied, dipping her roll into the thick, creamy concoction.

I opted for the hot chili oil, enjoying the contrast of flavors it offered.

"A spicy guy, huh?" Blue teased, her blue eyes twinkling.

"I like it hot," I grinned, matching her playful tone.

As we bit into our spring rolls, I couldn't help but wonder how Blue managed to eat with her tongue piercing.

"Does that piercing ever get in the way when you're eating?" I asked her.

"Surprisingly, no," she replied, touching her pierced tongue with a slender finger. "But I have to be careful not to chip my teeth on the metal stud when I'm chewing."

"Seems like a lot of hassle for a piece of jewelry, no?" I asked, curious about her reasons for having it done.

"Well, it has… extra benefits," Blue whispered, repeating my own words from earlier.

She winked at me, leaving no doubt what she was implying. The tension between us kicked up a notch, making my heart beat a little faster. We stared at each other for several seconds, grinning like fools.

"Speaking of noodles," I said, attempting to switch gears from our flirtatious banter, "What do you call fake spaghetti?"

"Uh, I don't know. What?"

"An impasta!" I declared, laughing at my joke.

Blue groaned theatrically, slapping lightly on my forearm as she giggled.

"Alright, alright," she conceded, still laughing. "So… why did the tomato turn red?"

"Tell me," I urged, grinning.

"Because it saw the salad dressing!" Blue delivered the punchline, causing us both to laugh even harder.

Our pho noodles arrived, breaking up our little joke-fest. I was immediately struck by the sight and smell of the steaming bowls. Rich broth swirled around tender slices of beef, fresh herbs, and delicate rice noodles. The steam rose from the bowls in fragrant tendrils. The waitress set down two plates of fresh bean sprouts, cilantro, lime wedges, and sliced jalapeños.

"This smells amazing," I said, inhaling deeply before taking a sip of the broth. "Damn. That might be the best pho broth I've ever had."

"Isn't it?" Blue agreed, her face lighting up with delight. "The broth is what makes pho special, you know."

I couldn't resist adding some chili sauce to my bowl, prompting Blue to tease me again.

"You do like it hot, don't you?"

"Guilty as charged," I replied, grinning as I stirred the sauce into my pho. "You're the one who looks like a vegetarian, yet here you are, devouring beef and chicken like there's no tomorrow."

"Appearances can be deceiving," Blue countered with a sly smile, twirling her noodles with her chopsticks.

We ate quietly, focused on our food, not saying much. Occasionally, our eyes would catch and we'd both break into wide grins. I felt like a teenager again, out on a first date with his crush.

As we savored the last few bites of our pho, the waitress returned to our booth with the bill and a pair of fortune cookies.

"Everything good?" she asked.

"Delicious," I told her as I handed over my credit card.

"Here you go," she said, placing the cookies on the table before heading back toward the register.

"Alright, let's see what the pho gods have in store for us," Blue said excitedly, cracking open her cookie. "What? No fortune? 'A smile is the best accessory you can wear.' What the hell is that?"

She huffed, clearly disappointed by the lack of a proper fortune.

"Hmm, mine says, 'Karaoke is in your future.' I better start practicing my singing."

"I guess we know where you're taking me on our next date!" Blue declared.

"Only if you promise to sing some K-Pop."

The waitress returned with my card and the receipt. I added a 40% tip, signed the slip and handed it back. Blue caught sight of the amount and raised her eyebrows approvingly.

"Nice tip," she commented. "You must know how much those matter in the service industry."

"I've been on the receiving end of some good tips lately," I said, recalling the $800 from Mrs. Whitworth that had given me. "Plus, my mother used to be a waitress, so I always try to be a decent tipper. Ready to go?"

"Ready, dear sir!"

With that, we exited Pho-bulous Pho, stepping out of the cool AC into the hot summer sunshine. Blue playfully punched me in the shoulder as I put on my sunglasses.

"You were really nice to our waitress," Blue said. "I wouldn't hang out with anyone who was rude to servers."

"Like I said, my mom was a waitress. Besides, it doesn't cost anything to be polite."

"I think how someone treats servers says a lot about their character," Blue said. "It's like a social test or something. Very revealing."

"Hmm. Never thought of it that way."

Blue sidled up closer to me, slipping her arm through mine. Her body pressed gently against me.

"Hey, want to grab some ice cream?" she asked suddenly. "There's this great place nearby. And, as a reward for being such a cool guy, I'll let you buy me a banana split."

"You drive a hard bargain," I replied. "Let's go."


Chapter 2

"Men who take action."




The hot afternoon sunshine soaked into the streets of the city, rising in shimmering waves from the asphalt, making my skin redden beneath the bright glare off the windows of the buildings. I turned down the block, the flow of traffic and people passing by gradually thinning as I strolled towards The Delmira Hotel.

As I walked, I knew I had a silly grin plastered across my face. The feel of Blue's lips still lingered on my cheek, like the sweet taste of the ice cream we shared just moments before. After eating our desserts while standing on the sidewalk like genuine city folk, Blue thanked me for lunch and then kissed me softly before leaving. I'd had to lean down so the tiny barista could reach my cheek.

The two of us probably looked like the mismatched couple you always saw in funny commercials— the beefy bro and his tiny, elfin date. It made me laugh to think about it. I was already looking forward to seeing Blue again on Wednesday at The Daily Pour. She'd promised me a special iced coffee "Moroccan style" that I was looking forward to tasting.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, pulling me out of my distracted thoughts. It was a message from Scout.

"Meet me in the lobby at 8 PM sharp. Be ready for an adventure."

My grin widened as I read her message. Scout may have been a decade older than me, but she had an adventurous spirit that was irresistible. From that first moment she stumbled into the hotel drunk and cursing, to a night of dancing that ended with the two of us fucking like animals in a filthy back alley, Scout had a wild streak in her.

What could she be planning for tonight? Whatever it was, I knew it would be something out of the ordinary. I expected nothing less from my Ph.D. Professor of Literature. Besides, I liked surprises, especially when they came from hot older women who were eager to screw. What guy would turn that down?

Life is going pretty well for you, bro. The stars must have aligned or some shit.

"Must have," I said to myself.

As I approached the hotel, I noticed two sketchy guys loitering near the entrance of the alley by Grady Salazar's shop. Despite the heat, they were wearing baggy hoodies with the hood pulled up over their ball caps.

Seeing them instantly made me tense up and get angry. My mind raced back to Ellie's mugging, the moment she got slapped replaying in my head like a stuttering GIF, me sprinting towards them in slow motion, like those dreams where you feel like you're stuck in quicksand no matter how hard you run.

I stopped on the sidewalk, my fists clenching and my breathing getting shallow as I squinted at the two, trying to see if either was the bastard who hit Ellie. She might not have wanted to get the cops involved, but that didn't mean I couldn't fuck up the bitch who slapped her. I'd memorized his face and would recognize him in a heartbeat. The purple puffer vest the purse snatcher wore was also a dead giveaway.

I looked from one guy's face to the other, checking them against my memory. They didn't look familiar, but that didn't mean much. I still knew these bitches were up to no good.

One vagrant caught me staring. He tapped his friend and gestured at me. I stayed where I was, locking eyes with him as he squared up on me.

"What's up, bro?" he called out.

His voice dripped with aggression, his face twisted up as he showed me his mean mug. I smiled at him, letting him know he ain't shit. I've bounced some of the sketchiest clubs in the state and can recognize genuine thugs.

These two struck me as lowlifes who might mug a woman or jump a senior citizen for his wallet but wouldn't try anything in daylight against a grown man who had his eyes on them. So I went real still and kept eye contact, letting them see I wasn't scared, that I wasn't going to back down.

A tense moment passed while the two figured out their next move. After a couple of whispered words, the two retreated, disappearing into the shadows of the alleyway. One spat at his feet before going, trying to salvage his dignity before walking away. I watched them go, knowing that I needed to keep my head on a swivel, looking out for bitches like them stalking around The Delmira Hotel.

Just as the two turned the back corner of the alley and vanished from sight, Grady Salazar came out from his shop, a look of relief on his face.

"You scared them off?" he asked, his voice tense as he peered down the alley.

"For now," I replied. "They'll be back."

"I just want to know why?" Grady said, angrily. "Why do they come here? This is a nice part of the city. They have been hanging around outside my shop for days. The cops do nothing about it! I'm 63. I can't go chasing off these rascals anymore, damn it!"

"Maybe you should install some security cameras," I suggested.

"Already on it," Grady replied, nodding. "After what happened to that young lady, I'm going to get some put up. Never needed them before, but now? I shouldn't have waited so long."

"Cameras would be helpful. I wish we had some footage of the attack on Mrs. Carol last night."

Grady shook his head ruefully. "I heard you tried to protect her. You're a good man, Leo."

"Thanks, but I failed," I admitted, my gut twisting with guilt as I recalled Ellie's tear-stained face. "I need to do better."

"Come in for a glass of lemonade," Grady offered, clapping me on the shoulder. "We can talk more inside."

Grady led me into his shop, the cool air conditioning a soothing relief after the sticky heat outside. The front door closed behind me and the noise and smells of the city fell away, replaced by the gentle hum of classical music and the crisp scent of lemons and furniture polish.

I took off my sunglasses, blinking in the subdued interior. Inside, the store was bigger than I expected. Recessed lighting illuminated the space, artfully focused lamps spotlighting the high-end cookware, gleaming knives, and exquisite bakeware arranged throughout the store. Grady's understated but luxurious sensibility was clear in every detail. My eyes were especially drawn to the dining tables at the rear of the shop. They looked less like furniture and more like sculptures.

"Your store is amazing," I said, taking in the surrounding goods.

"Thank you," Grady replied, pride visibly swelling his chest as he poured a glass of lemonade from a pitcher on the counter. "I sell only the finest cookware and chef-quality knives. And those Romano bakeware pieces? Each one is handmade and imported straight from Italy."

"These pans look like art pieces," I said, examining several pans hanging from cast iron hooks drilled into the brick wall.

"Ah, you have a good eye," Grady said, handing me the lemonade. "Those are Toussaint pans from France. Each pan is fashioned from solid copper with a polished silver lining. Did you know that silver is a better conductor of heat than even copper?"

"I did not know that," I admitted.

"Toussaint pans are the best technical tools for cooking," Grady said, going into his salesman mode. "The silver creates the most evenly heated cooking surface possible, giving the chef ultimate control. These pans are the very best on the market."

"You must get a lot of the top chefs coming in here."

Grady chuckled, dropping the sales pitch. "No, actually. Most of my clients have less rigorous needs. They buy these pans for more domestic applications, if you understand my meaning?"

"Domestic?" I asked, puzzled.

"Wealthy people hang these pans in their kitchens to be seen, not used," Grady said with a grin. "It is their main purpose. Toussaint is not used in many working kitchens, much less commercial ones."

"Damn," I muttered. "Kind of seems like a waste."

Grady cocked an eyebrow at me. "You haven't interacted with very many wealthy people, have you, Leo?"

"No," I said. "I'm still getting used to it."

"Well, they are like anyone else. Some good, some bad, most indifferent. The world they live in is just very different from the world people like you and I inhabit."

"I'm realizing that more and more," I said. "I don't see any price tags on these pans?"

"Most of my customers check my inventory online," Grady said.

"And for those who walk in?" I asked.

Grady shrugged. "If they have to ask the price…"

He let his voice trail off. I nodded, thinking of people like Mrs. Whitworth who thought nothing about dropping 50k on an emerald necklace because she "liked the way it sparkled" against her dress.

"Don't you worry about having these on display, though?" I asked. "Someone could just grab and dash."

"I don't have a problem with shoplifting," Grady said. "I'm very selective about who I allow into the store. In fact, I've never had anything stolen from here in over 15 years."

Grady chuckled, his laughter surprisingly high and melodic.

"Actually, that's not true!" he said. "There was this one old dearie, Mrs. Lewis. She would come in to buy expensive cake pans and crystal cake stands, but she also loved stealing pens from the counter!"

"Really?" I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by this unlikely thief.

"Absolutely," Grady laughed, his laughter resonating through the store. "I started stocking high-quality fountain pens just for her to 'steal'. Kept her a very happy customer!"

I sipped my lemonade, shaking my head. "Amazing!"

I wandered to the back of the store, examining the various pans, knives, bakeware, and cake stands artfully arranged throughout the store.

"Tell me about these tables," I said, admiring the four distinctive tables placed side by side against the back wall.

"Ah, those are special," Grady beamed. "I work with four local artists who create these dining tables from reclaimed materials. This one was made with beams from some farmhouses, this one from paneling from an old gentlemen's clubhouse, this one from hand-hewn floorboards from a one-room schoolhouse in Vermont. And see that one there?"

He pointed to a stunning piece at the very back of the shop.

"That was made from the front door of a church. It was rescued before the structure was demolished to make way for a condominium. The church was over 170 years old. Can you imagine the history in that wood?"

"Amazing," I murmured, running a finger over the polished surface of the table.

It was fascinating to think about the story behind each table. The craftsmanship and care that went into their creation was really inspiring.

"I'm not going to ask the price," I joked.

"Good idea," Grady replied. "Even I get hives when I think about the price of these tables. And I'm the one selling them!"

We shared a laugh. I sipped the lemonade, glad for its tart coolness on this hot day.

"This seems like a great business to run," I observed. "Quality goods, stuff you can be proud to sell."

"I enjoy it," Grady agreed. "It gets me up and out of bed every morning. I've been running this shop for the last 26 years now. I try to keep things the same as when my father and I worked together. Things have changed in the city, though. Especially on this street."

"When did the vagrants start hanging around this area?" I inquired, shifting gears.

"Last few years," Grady sighed, his cheerful demeanor dampening. "It never used to be like this."

"What was it like back in the day?" I asked, eager to learn more about the neighborhood's history.

Grady leaned against the counter, reminiscing. "The street was quiet, almost secluded from the rest of the city. My father owned the building that's now The Delmira. It was his furniture store. 'Three Floors of Quality Furnishings!' That was his slogan. He kept fine pieces in the lobby, but it was the two floors above that were his pride and joy. He decorated each room in a unique style, you see. Each showcasing imported pieces for his discriminating clientele."

Grady's gaze turned nostalgic. I could see his emotional connection to those memories.

"You live in the concierge apartment, yes?" Grady asked.

"I do. It's beautiful."

Grady nodded. "You know, I grew up in that apartment. My father and I moved there after my mother died suddenly when I was young. The furniture store was our entire world back then."

"I'm sorry to hear that, Mr. Salazar," I said quietly.

"Thank you, Leo," he replied with a bittersweet smile. "Here's an interesting secret for you. If you look closely at the bedroom door frame, you can see faint scratches my father made to measure my height. He did it on my birthday every year. The last time I visited the place, those scratches were still there. They endured all those decades, just like my memories endure."

I could hear the pride in Grady's voice as he spoke of his father.

"I'll be sure to check that out," I promised. "You can come visit anytime, of course. I'm sure Ms. Thomas wouldn't mind."

"Oh, I've been several times over the years," Grady said. "Amelia is a lovely person. She saved my father from financial ruin when she bought the hotel. It allowed him to retire and enjoy his final years in peace. I'm so impressed with how Amelia transformed the Salazar Furniture Building into a jewel like The Delmira Hotel. And, of course, I'm so glad I could keep this shop going. Amelia owns this building, too. She has been very accommodating with her lease terms. Your boss is a very unique woman, Leo."

"Indeed, she is," I agreed, thinking of Amelia's fierce pride in her hotel and its tenants. "Working for her has been an adventure."

"In more ways than one, I'm sure!" Grady said with a knowing wink. "You look like the kind of young man that would fulfill Amelia's… uh, requirements."

"I suppose," I said, a little embarrassed that Grady might have guessed at my relationship with Amelia. "In fact, I should get back to the hotel. Thank you for the tour, Mr. Salazar. And for the lemonade. Before I go, let me give you my personal phone number. In case you need to contact me when I'm off duty."

"Fantastic," Grady said, handing me a pad and a pen.

"Is this one of those pens you got for your special customer?" I asked, holding up the fountain pen.

"It is!" Grady said with a hearty chuckle. "I got a good deal on a case of them. My customer is gone, but her legacy remains!"

I laughed along with him as I scribbled my phone number on his pad. Like everything else in Grady's shop, the pad was a thing of understated beauty. The paper was thick and cream-colored, with the slightly rough texture of handmade paper. The shop's logo was embossed on the top. I was fascinated by how the paper absorbed the ink from Grady's fountain pen.

"Keep the pen," Grady said. "I have plenty more."

"Thank you, Mr. Salazar," I said, tucking the pen into my shirt pocket. "I'll use it wisely, I promise."

"Leo, you seem like a good man," Grady said, his gaze steady and sincere as he shook my hand. "I wish you well in servicing the women at The Delmira Hotel."

"I'll do my best," I replied.

I left the shop, pleased to hear Grady locking the door behind me. It was a good idea to take precautions nowadays. I took a quick look at the alley, relieved to find it empty. For now, the street outside The Delmira Hotel was safe and secure.

I headed back to the hotel. After this busy afternoon, I needed a shower to wash off the sweat and grime I'd accumulated while walking the city's congested streets.

I stepped into the lobby of The Delmira Hotel, letting my eyes adjust to the interior after squinting in the sunlight outside.

"Leo," Amelia called out to me, her husky voice tinged with amusement as she beckoned me over. "Please, join us."

Amelia was standing at the front desk with a distinguished-looking man. He was tall and impeccably groomed, his tailored suit hugging his lean frame.

"This is Senator Patrick Carol, Ellie's husband. Senator, this is our new concierge, Leo Carr."

"It's very nice to meet you," I said, offering my hand.

The Senator took my hand in his. His grip was firm, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that felt both genuine and calculated. I immediately got a sense of this man's commanding personality. He had the easy charisma of a natural leader, although I got an unsettling feeling looking into his eyes as if he was looking into me instead of at me.

As we shook hands, I couldn't help but notice the gold cross cuff links gleaming against his starched cuffs and the American flag pin proudly adorning his lapel.

"Thank you for helping my wife last night," Senator Carol said earnestly, his piercing gaze never leaving mine. "Ellie informed me of the terrible incident and your role in it. I'm so grateful for everything you did."

"Of course, Senator," I replied. "I'm glad I could be there for her."

"It reaffirms my faith in this great country to know that men like you still exist. Men who take action. Men who take responsibility."

I found myself surprised by the warmth and sincerity in his voice. After hearing Ellie's fears about being a "wayward wife" the other night, I'd expected her husband to be more of a jerk. Instead, he came across as genuine and straightforward.

Or is that just the politician in him working his charms? Like, doesn't he seem a little too slick, bro? Like one of those handsome and dignified actors you see on late-night infomercials, the ones trying to sell you goddamn timeshares?

The thought unsettled me even more. There was something about the Senator that felt artificial. I couldn't put my finger on it, just felt it in my guts.

Still, I could see how a young woman like Ellie might have been attracted to this man. I could also understand how she might be fearful of his opinion of her. If the Senator was a man who genuinely spoke of a "wayward wife", then he was not a man you wanted to displease.

As if summoned by my thoughts of her, the elevator doors parted to reveal Ellie inside. To my relief, there was no trace of swelling on her face. In fact, she looked stunning, her natural beauty on full display.

Ellie stepped out of the elevator, her eyes meeting mine with a shy smile that sent a jolt through me. Memories of how she kissed me, clinging to me so desperately as our tongues caressed, flooded my mind.

"I shouldn't have done that," she had whispered. "But I'm not sorry I did."

I forced my mind away from those thoughts. That kiss was wrong, despite how good it felt. Ellie was married. What happened was a one-off, never to be repeated.

"Ellie, dear," the Senator greeted her warmly, wrapping an arm around her waist as she joined us. "I was just thanking this upstanding young man for his efforts last night. I'm so glad you hired him, Amelia."

"Leo has proven to be… most capable," Amelia said.

I shared a glance with Ellie. I was shaken by how much it hurt to see her in another man's arms, even if that man was her husband. Taking some comfort that Ellie was in a better emotional place than last night, I decided to take my leave.

"Excuse me, I have some things to attend to," I said, tearing my gaze away from Ellie's lingering smile. "It was very nice meeting you, Senator Carol. Have a good day, Mrs. Carol."

"And you, Leo," the Senator said. "God bless. We will keep you in our prayers. Right, Ellie?"

"Of course. God bless, Leo."

Amelia gave me a brief nod as I left them, her eyes narrowed in curiosity as she observed my interaction with Ellie. I forced a neutral expression on my face, smiling blandly.

But as I headed towards the concierge apartment, I couldn't shake the uneasy feeling I had after meeting Ellie's husband. There was something about his polished exterior and his charming smile that triggered a warning in my guts. It was like he was wearing a handsome mask, but there was something ugly underneath it.

"Mind your business," I muttered to myself. "You're just the concierge."

But as I slipped into my apartment, I knew I wouldn't stop thinking about Ellie Carol and the kiss we shared, the way she clung to me, the intoxicating warmth of her body against mine.


Chapter 3

"Let's ride, cowboy!"




Steam rose around me as I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my waist. I let out a groan and stretched, enjoying the crackling along my neck and spine. The hot water had felt good on my muscles after a busy morning. Washing away the sweat and grime after walking the city streets on a hot day was a relief. A quick nap and I would be ready to face whatever the rest of the day had in store.

Walking into my bedroom, I wasn't surprised to find Amelia waiting for me on the bed. She leaned back on her elbows, her long legs crossed at the ankles. Her gaze lingered on my damp skin, her lips curling into a slight smile.

"You look nice and clean, darling. Very refreshed."

"I needed that shower," I agreed. "Been a busy day."

"Oh? Do tell. I'm always interested in my employee's well-being. Tell me about your life outside of The Delmira Hotel."

Amelia got off the bed and came to me. With a click of her tongue, she pulled the towel from around my waist, smiling as her eyes took in my still-damp cock. Amelia began drying me off, wiping my dripping body with slow, sensual strokes.

"Where did you spend your morning and with whom?" she asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

"A friend," I replied. "Someone I just met."

"Well, it's always good to make new friends. I'm so glad you are settling into the city and becoming comfortable in your new surroundings, Leo. So what is her name?"

I was distracted by Amelia patting my groin dry, her cool finger lightly teasing my cock. As she no doubt intended, I was responding to her touch, my cock swelling along my thigh.

Amelia was standing behind me, but I knew she was smirking as she played with my body. Since we'd started hooking up, Amelia had proved herself an expert at arousing me.

"Her name is Blue," I said. "And why did you assume it was a she?"

"Because of course it would be a girl," Amelia said, lightly slapping my ass. "You're not going to waste a day off hanging with your buddies, yes? Even if you're regularly fucking me, young men like you are always on the prowl for more cunt."

With my cock sticking out in front of me, throbbing and flushed red with lust, it was hard to deny Amelia's playful accusation. But despite my arousal, I was unwilling to tell her more about Blue.

Amelia may have been my boss and my fuck buddy, but that didn't mean she was entitled to know everything about my private life. Besides, there was something about Blue that made me feel protective of her.

"It was an enjoyable time," I said, leaving it at that.

"Hmm. Well, keep your secrets then, darling. I'm just being solicitous."

"I don't know what that means."

"It means I'm interested in you as a person," she said, "just as much as I'm interested in this."

She gave my hard cock an appreciative squeeze, kissing my shoulder as she did so.

"I spoke with Grady Salazar," I said. "We talked about the vagrant problem."

"Ah, Grady. He's a very sweet man. He grew up in this apartment."

"He told me. Quite a history with this place."

My breath hitched as Scout ran her thumb across my cockhead.

"And what are your plans for this evening?" Amelia asked.

"Going out with Scout Harris."

I didn't hesitate to tell her about Scout. Amelia already knew about my encounter with our guest from Room 3C and had encouraged me to carry on with her. There was no need to keep that information from Amelia.

"Really? How interesting. You two seem to be forming quite a fascinating bond. I want to hear all about it later."

"Of course."

"You know, Senator Carol was very impressed with you," Amelia said, her breath hot against my skin as she licked and kissed my back, making my cock ache even harder. "What did you think of him?"

"Impressive, but fake," I said, my eyes narrowing with pleasure as Amelia tongued my lower back. "Typical politician."

Amelia's low chuckle rumbled against my spine. "You have described him quite concisely, Leo. The man is ambitious, grasping, and very cunning. I expect him to be Governor in a few years."

I didn't give a shit who was the Governor. All my attention was on Amelia playing with my body, making me shake with lust as a drop of precum dripped from my cock. I was also glad that my boss wasn't pressing me further about Blue or Scout.

"Mrs. Carol seemed very fond of you," Amelia observed. "I saw the way she looked at you when she came downstairs."

"Looked at me?" I asked. "In what way?"

"Like you were special to her."

"I did help Mrs. Carol after she got mugged."

"It was more than that," Amelia scoffed.

"Really? How could you tell?"

"Because I'm a woman. And I have eyes."

Amelia gave me a playful nip on my butt cheek, making me flinch.

"I'll take your word for it, Ms. Thomas."

Amelia stood and pressed herself against my back, her arms encircling me, her hands stroking my rigid cock.

"Did Mrs. Carol have any special reaction when you were with her after the mugging?" she asked.

I hesitated, weighing my obligation to Ellie against Amelia's probing questions. Ellie had begged me to be discreet about the mugging. That discretion certainly applied to our kiss, as well.

I knew that my promise to Ellie was more important than satisfying Amelia's curiosity. Ellie needed me to keep her secret, and that was exactly what I was going to do.

"Mrs. Carol was just thankful to have someone there," I said.

Amelia looked over my shoulder and eyed me skeptically, searching my face for any sign of my true feelings. I held her gaze, my face set in the bland courtesy I'd mastered as a bouncer. That seemed to satisfy Amelia's interest for the moment and her attention soon shifted to more immediate needs.

"Alright then," she purred, turning me around and gently pushing me to sit on the edge of the bed. "We can talk later. Right now, I have a better use for my mouth than chatting."

Amelia pushed my knees apart and kneeled between my thighs. She looked up at me with a wicked grin as she took my cock in hand and kissed my swollen cockhead.

"I've been dying for a little taste of my young concierge," she told me, flicking her tongue through the precum trickling down my shaft. "Mmm. Such a sweet boy."

"We went at it for hours last night," I reminded her. "That wasn't enough for you?"

"Oh, Leo," Amelia sighed. "As I've told you before, when you love cock as much as I do, you can never get enough. Especially beautiful, young cock like yours."

I leaned back, propping myself up on the mattress as Amelia lowered her head and took me into her mouth, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of my cockhead. My breath hitched at the intense pleasure. Amelia moaned softly, sending vibrations through my cock that made my knees tremble. She worked her mouth up and down my length, taking me deeper each time, her eyes never leaving mine.

Amelia wasn't exaggerating about her love for cock. The pleasure she got from sucking dick was like no other woman I'd been with before. She slurped and savored every inch of my tool, her hand between her legs working her pussy while she moaned like an animal in heat.

A hot older woman who is a total cock slut? One who also signs your generous paycheck and gives you a luxe place to live? You must have been a saint in your past life, dude.

"Saint Leo," I muttered.

"Hmm?" Amelia groaned, her mouth full of cock.

"Nothing," I laughed. "Just in awe of what a good cocksucker you are, Amelia."

Amelia winked at me and turned her full attention back to throating my dick. As she picked up speed, the sound of wet suction filled the room, blending with my ragged breathing. The scent of her perfume mixed with my own freshly washed skin, creating a scent that was clean and sweet and very enticing. As Amelia worked my cock, I closed my eyes and lost myself in the erotic pleasures this mature woman was so expert at delivering.

"Amelia, I'm close," I warned her, feeling the pressure building inside me.

But Amelia only doubled her efforts, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock before plunging back down, her hand massaging my balls, rolling them firmly in her palm.

"I gonna finish," I warned again, knowing how much she loved the taste of my cum. "Just keep sucking. Goddamn, that mouth is good. Get ready to swallow my load!"

Amelia groaned around my cock, turned on even more by my words. Her hand was a blur between her legs, the wet smacking of her fingers against her clit mixing with the gurgling of Amelia throating me.

"Fuck!"

With a gasp, I came hard, my release filling her mouth with hot, spurting cum. Amelia didn't miss a beat, swallowing every drop of my load as I pumped it down her throat, moaning in satisfaction as she filled her belly with my sticky cream. I thrust into her greedy mouth, grunting as I took her by the hair and slammed her face into my groin.

Amelia expertly worked my balls to make sure she'd gotten every bit out of me before releasing from my dick with a satisfied sigh. I looked down at her, my chest heaving with exertion.

"Goddamn, you're so good at that," I stammered out, still reeling from the intense orgasm.

"You cum so hard, Leo," Amelia replied with a wicked grin. "It's like sucking on a garden hose."

She wiped a few stray globs of sperm from her chin and licked them off her fingers, savoring the taste.

"I've never met a woman who loved cum as much as you do," I admitted.

"You've never met a woman like me, period."

"True."

Amelia gave my cock a parting kiss, then stood up. I noticed she had kept her stilettos on the whole time she was on her knees for me. She really was an expert at sucking dick.

"Oh, and by the way, I left the five new suits for you in the storeroom. I expect you to handle your own dry cleaning. I'll be at the front desk for a few more hours. Enjoy your evening with Scout Harris, darling."

I nodded mutely, unable to think of a witty response. Amelia straightened her skirt and sauntered out of my bedroom, her hips swaying seductively with each step she took. I heard her heels clicking across the main room, then the door to the lobby opening and closing.

I flopped back on the big four-poster bed, staring up at the canvas hung above me. I stretched out on the clean bedspread, luxuriating in a warm glow after getting my balls drained by such a voracious woman. As I grew drowsy with post-sex bliss, I wondered if President Harding had gotten his dick sucked as good as I just did in this bed.

Grinning, I drifted off into a well-earned nap.

I awoke a few hours later when my phone alarm chimed at 6:30. Feeling refreshed and hungry, I blended up a protein shake and drank it as I got ready for the evening. I was looking forward to Scout's mystery date. Would we go dancing again? Maybe head to a comedy show?

"As long as it's not an art gallery or some kind of literary lecture," I said as I shaved. "I know she's a professor, but I am most definitely not."

As I slipped into a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved shirt, my gaze wandered over to the five new suits hanging nearby. I'd brought them from the storeroom and hung them in the bedroom's cavernous wardrobe. They were meticulously tailored, each one a different shade of elegance.

A check of the label and a quick search online helped me estimate that Amelia had spent close to nine thousand dollars on my clothes and shoes. It was a staggering amount I couldn't grasp. Who the hell spent nine grand on fucking clothes?

Sucks your dick and dresses you like a boss. Your life is a goddamn movie, Leo.

"Call me Saint Leo, baby!" I laughed, staring at myself in the mirror.

Remembering what Grady Salazar told me, I examined the doorframe of the bedroom. Just as he said, almost a dozen marks climbed up the wooden frame. I ran my finger lightly across the scratches, thinking about how each one represented a year in the older man's childhood. It made me consider my life and where I would be when I was Grady's age.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand, stealing my attention. It was a text from Scout.

"We're taking your truck tonight. Bring a flashlight, duck tape, and blanket."

I couldn't help but chuckle at Scout calling it "duck tape" instead of "duct tape". Even college professors could make mistakes, apparently.

It would be nice to take the truck out for a spin again. It had been sitting behind the hotel for too long, doing nothing. I read over Scout's list again, wondering what she had planned for the night.

"Alright, Scout Harris, you've got my interest," I murmured to myself, quickly texting back, "You got it. See you soon."

I left the apartment through the back door. Outside, the sun had set and dusk had settled over the city. I made my way to my truck, unlocking the door with my old key fob. Inside, the smell of the truck immediately brought me back to those weeks after I lost my apartment.

I opened the glove box and grabbed the old flashlight that had been my main source of light when I was living in the vehicle. I clicked it on, satisfied with the strong beam cast by the LED bulbs.

For several minutes, I just sat in the driver's seat with my hands resting on the steering wheel. As I looked around the inside of the truck, a wave of nostalgia washed over me. I recalled the many nights I had spent sleeping in the back, curled up on the hard bench seat, hoping a cop or some junkie wouldn't come knocking at my window. It had been a rough time before I landed a job at The Delmira Hotel. This old truck had been my home, my sanctuary during those difficult days.

"Thank you," I whispered as I patted the truck's dashboard, grateful for the shelter my old ride had given me. "We're sticking together, no matter what."

As I grabbed the small blanket off the back bench seat, my fingertips brushed against the coarse fabric, bringing back even more memories. I shook out the blanket, sending clouds of dust drifting over the back lot. A slight shiver ran through me as I closed the truck's door and headed back into the apartment.

Inside, I rummaged through the storeroom, grabbing a dusty roll of duct tape. The adhesive smell of the tape mingled with the slightly musty odor of the storeroom as I placed the items carefully into my old backpack. I made a mental note to air out the storeroom when I got the chance. The cleaning service didn't come back here and the place could use a good dusting.

Just as I finished zipping my backpack shut, my phone buzzed in my pocket.

"Hey there, handsome," read the message from Blue, accompanied by a photo of her and Skanky Kandi at an arcade, a bank of skeeball machines behind them. Both girls had tickets fisted in their hands while they proudly displayed a big stuffed zebra between them.

"Look what I won! Bet I could spank your ass at skeeball bro, Kandi just wants to spank your ass! Skank spank!"

My laughter filled the room. Blue's playful personality had really won me over. I felt like I'd made my first genuine friend here in the city. Plus, Blue was cute as hell. I felt a warmth inside me just looking at her smile.

And you feel something else looking at Skanky Kandi's huge tiddies.

I had zero interest in Kandi, but had to admit her rack was very impressive.

"Whenever you two wanna try me, just let me know," I replied, thumbs tapping away at the screen. "Both at the same time? Yum yum."

Almost instantly, Blue sent back the sticking-out-tongue emoji, making me grin one more time before slipping my phone back into my pocket.

The clock on the wall caught my eye— it was nearly eight. With a last glance around the apartment, I slung the backpack over my shoulder and strode out the door, anticipation hurrying my steps.

Entering the lobby, I spotted Scout leaning against the reception desk. She wore no makeup, her short black hair brushed back from her face. Scout was dressed in a black ankle-length skirt and a stretchy top like a low-cut leotard that nicely framed Scout's firm cleavage. Her big nipples straining against the thin fabric confirmed she wasn't wearing a bra. Had she skipped wearing panties as well?

Scout's mischievous grin grew wider when she saw me approach.

"Are you ready for an adventure?" she asked, her voice playful and inviting. A big duffel bag sat at her feet.

"Absolutely," I replied, excited at the prospect of spending an evening with this alluring woman. "If it's anything like the last time, I'm in for a hell of a night."

"Where's your truck?"

"Parked out back."

"Then let's ride, cowboy!"

Scout giggled as she grabbed my hand.

"You going to let me know where we're headed?"

"Trust me, Leo," she said, her eyes locked on mine. "We're going someplace you won't ever forget."


Chapter 4

"Sometimes life doesn't work out the way we plan."




The warm summer air washed into the truck as I drove through the crowded city streets, the lights blurring together in streaks of neon and incandescent car headlights. Scout sat beside me, her eyes darting with excitement. I had no idea where we were headed, but Scout was geeked up for whatever she had planned, barely able to keep still as we drove.

"You mind?" she asked, waving my aux cord.

"Go ahead."

Scout plugged her phone into the radio. I figure my mature professor would play jazz or classical, maybe some sappy folk shit. Instead, the sound of a banjo filled the cab.

"Huh," I grunted.

"Okay, don't judge!" she said. "Just listen with an open mind and give it a chance."

I laughed, recognizing the tune. "Dirt Road Debutantes, right? I know them. They played at a club I worked at before they got big. Damn sexy trio. The chick who played banjo was a hot-ass redhead. They put on a damn good show."

Scout's eyes widened. "You never cease to surprise me, Leo. I figured a guy like you would be into heavy metal or rap or heavy metal rap. Never would have guessed you knew alt-country."

"Didn't all your literary reading teach you that appearances can be deceiving?" I teased, my eyes flicking to hers before returning to the road. "Just this morning, a friend was surprised I knew about K-pop. So disappointing. I figured a professor of literature would know not to judge a book by its cover."

"Touche," she snorted. "Now, take the next turn."

Scout Pointed to a side street that led into the industrial part of the city. As I steered the truck off the main street, I eyed the gritty surroundings skeptically.

"Are you taking me to some secluded location to murder me?" I joked, raising an eyebrow.

"Of course!" Scout shot back. "I've been planning to harvest your organs for profit. I'll need the money since I probably won't be offered a professorship at my college."

My smile faded, replaced by genuine concern. "I hope my behavior at the party didn't make things worse for you."

"Leo, relax. You didn't do any harm, except for Professor Warren's inflated ego." Scout sighed, her face serious. "He's still pressuring me for sex, though."

"I hope you're not thinking of giving in."

"Absolutely not! This kind of power play is so 1950s. He's a gross old man with delusions of grandeur. I'd rather have intercourse with a cadaver."

"Good call," I said. "Once a scumbag like that gets his hooks in, he just keeps asking for more, more, more."

"Very true. But there is a price to pay for integrity. I don't think he's making empty threats. Since this summer quarter was just an 'audition', Professor Warren will probably deny me a permanent position if I don't open my legs for him."

"I'm so sorry you're being treated like this, Scout," I grimaced. "That's really messed up. Any college would be lucky to have you. You deserve better."

"Tell me about it."

She gave my thigh a firm pat, letting me know she appreciated my support. Her phone chirped, and she glanced at the screen.

"Take this side road here," she said, pointing at a narrow one-way street.

It looked sketchy as hell, but I trusted her and drove down the street. It narrowed into a crumbling lane flanked by sagging chain link fences and piles of trash.

"Where are we going?" I asked, eyeing a stray dog pawing through an overturned dumpster.

"You'll see," Scout said as she peered at her phone, brows knit in concentration.

I sighed and focused on navigating the potholes and debris without damaging my truck's axles. This part of the city was old and forgotten. I doubted any maintenance crews had been here recently. The place was falling apart from neglect.

"Here, pull over."

Scout nodded towards an abandoned lot fenced in by rusting chain link fencing. I pulled over to the side of the street and peered through the windshield. A weathered wrought-iron gate hung crookedly from its hinges in front of us. An old "No Trespassing" sign was bolted across the top, though half its letters had worn off.

"Looks like we've arrived," Scout said mysteriously, her eyes wide with excitement.

I eyed the gate dubiously. Broken bottles and cigarette butts littered the ground, and the sagging fence looked like it hadn't been mended in decades.

"Where exactly?" I asked, but Scout just shook her head.

"Trust me?" she asked, pulling me into a deep kiss, her hand guiding mine to her breast, her firm flesh pressed into my cupped palm.

"Yeah, I trust you," I conceded, staring into her eyes.

"Then get your backpack and follow me."

Scout grabbed her duffel bag and climbed out of the truck. She beckoned for me to follow.

What the hell have I gotten myself into? I thought as I slung my backpack over my shoulder and climbed out of the safety of my truck.

We approached the padlocked gates, the crooked "No Trespassing" sign creaking ominously in the breeze. Peering through the chain link fence, I realized that the abandoned lot was a graveyard.

"Welcome to City Interment Holding Number 46," Scout announced, her voice hushed as if to respect the dead that lay beyond the fencing. "This is where the city used to bury its indigent."

"And we're going in there?" I didn't consider myself squeamish, but traipsing around a cemetery in the dark seemed a bit much.

Scout's answering smile was triumphant. "Got that duct tape I asked you to bring?"

"Right here," I replied, handing her the roll.

Scout led me down the fencing until we came to a hidden chain link gate.

"I read all about this on the Internet," Scout informed me. "We're not the first to visit this place."

She jerked up the gate, creating a space just big enough for us to crawl through. With deft hands, she wrapped the duct tape around the top of the metal gate and a nearby post, securing it in place.

"Ready for some adventure?" she asked, a mischievous grin on her face.

"Always," I said confidently, though inside I was feeling less certain. "Lead the way."

We scrambled under the gate and found ourselves standing amongst the graves. The headstones were small and plain, set in uniform rows that extended back into the darkness. A single old-fashioned sodium vapor light stood in the center of the cemetery, casting a pale yellow light over the quiet field. Abandoned buildings edged the cemetery on three sides, walling it in like a secret garden.

I looked around, a mix of fear and arousal washing over me. I knew we were trespassing, but there was something undeniably thrilling about being in a place that seemed forgotten by the world. And with Scout by my side, exuding an air of confidence and sensuality, I couldn't help but be excited.

"Can I have the flashlight?" she asked.

"Sure," I replied, digging it out of my backpack and handing it to her.

As she took the flashlight, Scout gently kissed my hand.

"I didn't want to rely on my phone's light," she explained. "It wouldn't do this place justice."

"Scout," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "What are we doing here?"

"Enjoying the night, Leo," she replied. "And each other."

Scout bent and examined one of the small headstones. There was no identifying information, just a number etched into the plain stone. She moved on, muttering under her breath as we moved deeper into the cemetery.

"What exactly are you looking for?" I asked, curious about her intentions.

"You'll see!" she replied coyly.

Scout continued examining the headstones with my flashlight, her excitement growing as she counted the numbers out loud.

"222... 223... 224..." Her face lit up. "Yes! Grave 225! Found it!"

225 looked exactly like the other headstones, except for a few old bouquets that were scattered around it. I kneeled beside Scout, my curiosity piqued. She looked up at me, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"The person buried here was a very talented artist," Scout breathed. "One you are very familiar with, Leo."

"Who?" I asked, deeply puzzled.

"This is C.Q. Barrington's grave," Scout revealed.

"Wait, seriously?" I exclaimed, shocked by the revelation. "I had no idea he was buried here."

"Most people don't," she admitted. "Barrington was an alcoholic whose addiction ravaged his later years. He stopped writing in his 50s and died in poverty at age 66. With no family and no money, the city buried him here."

"That's a damn sad story," I remarked, feeling a sharp pang of sympathy for the writer whose work I was enjoying. "How could a man with such talent end up in a shitty place like this?"

"Sometimes life doesn't work out the way we plan," Scout mused, her voice soft and thoughtful. "But that doesn't mean we can't honor and appreciate the beauty they left behind."

As we kneeled there, side by side on the cold, damp ground, I realized I was seeing a new side of Scout. Her passion for the written word made her all the more enticing. I felt drawn to her in ways I never expected.

"Hey, can you grab the blanket from your backpack?" Scout asked, her voice taking on a mischievous tone.

"Sure," I replied, reaching into my bag and handing it to her.

Scout spread it over Barrington's grave, smoothing out any wrinkles with her hands. From her tote, she pulled out a bottle of wine and a pack of cigarettes, setting them down next to her.

"Are we having a picnic?" I asked.

Scout settled herself on the blanket and looked up at me, a playful glint in her eye.

"Did you know that in 'The Oakwood Enigma', Barrington wrote a scene where two characters have sex on the grave of their favorite author, Louisa May Alcott?"

"Who's Louisa May Alcott?" I asked.

"Alcott wrote 'Little Women'. You've probably heard of it."

"Ah, yeah, I think I fell asleep during the movie," I admitted sheepishly. "It was not really my kind of— holy shit, Scout! What are you doing?"

Scout had pulled off her skirt and yanked her top over her head. She crouched on the blanket, completely naked, her gorgeous body pale in the harsh light of my flashlight.

"What are you doing?" I asked again, startled by her sudden boldness.

"We're going to honor Barrington the way he wanted," she replied, her voice low and inviting.

"You can't be serious," I hissed, my eyes darting around us.

"It was his last request to his fans," Scout said.

"You've got to be shitting me."

"Not at all! Barrington wrote in his last journal entry:

I died a poor writer,

To my typewriter, a slave.

In death, my delight?

Come fuck on my grave!"

"That's the shittiest poem I've ever heard," I grumbled.

"Hey, the guy was dying. Give him a break."

"We're going to get caught for public indecency," I pointed out.

"Relax, the cemetery's been abandoned for decades. Others have done it before us. See all the dead flowers? It's a naughty ritual among us literary types. We're going to carry on the tradition, baby."

"This is nuts," I said, shaking my head.

Scout eyed me from under her lashes, a challenge in her gaze. She got on her knees on the blanket, her fingers drifting down to cup her pussy.

"Are you going to join me or not?" she asked.

Despite my anxiety, there was no way I could resist this gorgeous, naked woman offering herself to me. As I undressed, the anticipation built up inside me, making my cock throb. Scout licked her lips, playing with her clit as she watched me getting naked.

"You're already hard for me, baby," she cooed. "Stick that good dick inside me."

Scout lay back on the blanket, her legs spread wide and inviting. Her pussy glistened in the harsh light, and I felt my excitement surge at how wet and eager she was.

I climbed onto the blanket, positioning myself between her legs. Scout moaned as I kissed her knees, working my way down her thighs. The closer I got to her pussy, the stronger her musky scent became, filling my nose with her arousal.

"Yes, Leo. Lick my pussy, baby!"

Scout's hands roamed over my head as I licked up her wet trench, savoring the clean taste of her pussy. She let out a gasp as I tongued her hard clit, rolling her nub between my lips. Scout pulled my head into her, raising her hips to grind into my face.

"Just like that," she groaned. "Make me cum, Leo. It feels so good. Make me cum!"

I slurped Scout's clit as I slid my fingers into her dripping snatch, hooking upwards to play with her pleasure spot. The older woman's moans turned harsher and more desperate as I worked her fuckhole, urging her on with my mouth as her breathing grew more ragged.

"I'm cumming," she cried out softly.

With a sudden sharp intake of breath, Scout powered into her orgasm, her thighs clamping shut around my head, my face buried in her dripping pussy, her body shaking like a leaf in the wind. I could feel her pussy walls fluttering around my fingers as I worked her deeper, keeping at the same steady pace as she ground on my face.

Scout let out an explosive breath, whimpering as her pleasure washed through her body in uncontrollable waves that made her toes curl.

"Oh, Leo. My god, baby, you make me feel so fucking good!"

My face smeared with her juices, I reared up and got on my knees. Pushing open her thighs, I wedged myself over her and pressed my cock against Scout's wet entrance. I looked into her eyes for confirmation. She nodded eagerly, biting her lip in anticipation.

Slowly, I pushed my cock into her tight, warm pussy, feeling her wrap around me completely. We both moaned as I thrust in and out of her, our bodies moving in animalistic rhythm with one another.

"You're so fucking wet, Ms. Harris," I panted into her ear.

"Fuck me harder!" Scout begged, her breath hot against my skin.

I obliged, driving my dick deeper inside her, our bodies slapping together with each powerful thrust. Scout's moans grew louder, echoing through the silent graveyard as we fucked on Barrington's grave.

Scout's nails dug into my back, urging me on, and I could feel her pussy tightening around my cock, signaling her impending orgasm. Knowing I wouldn't last much longer either, I quickened my pace, desperate to reach that peak together.

"Leo… oh fuck, I'm going to cum again," she gasped, her eyes wide and filled with lust.

With a final, deep thrust, we both exploded in ecstasy, our orgasms washing over us like waves crashing against the shore. She clung to me like a drowning woman as I pumped my sperm into her tight fuckhole, flooding her guts with my hot, spurting cum until I had nothing left to give.

As the last shudders of our orgasms faded, I rolled off Scout and lay there on the blanket next to her, feeling both exhilarated and exhausted. The sodium lamp buzzed and flickered, casting its eerie glow over the graveyard as we panted, trying to catch our breaths.

With a smile, Scout reached for the bottle of wine that had been momentarily forgotten during our heated encounter. I trailed a hand down Scout's spine, still dazed by what we'd done, as she popped out the wine cork. She tipped the bottle to her lips, her head thrown back as she swallowed deeply, her throat shuddering with each gulp.

"Here," she said, passing the bottle to me.

I did as she did, drinking deeply from the bottle. The cool, sweet wine slid down my parched throat. I welcomed the sensation, sighing with contentment.

"That was incredible, Leo."

"Yeah," I agreed, grinning at her as I handed the wine back. "I've never done anything like that before."

Scout tapped the pack of cigarettes in her palm and pulled one out with her lips. She lit it, inhaling deeply before exhaling a plume of smoke into the night air. Suddenly, she coughed wildly, her face turning bright red.

"Are you okay?" I asked, concerned.

"Fine," she replied between coughs, waving me off. "Just not used to smoking."

"Here, let me help," I said, laughing as I reached over and took the cigarette from her, stubbing it out on the ground. "You don't need that."

"Thanks," she said, still coughing a little, but smiling at me. "That's one part of the ritual I could have skipped."

Scout lay down beside me, snuggling into my chest as I wrapped my arms around her. I cupped her breast, enjoying the weight and warmth of it in my hand.

We passed the bottle back and forth in comfortable silence. My mind drifted, thoughts tumbling over each other in a lazy stream. I glanced at Scout, the eerie light painting her beautiful face in shadows.

Who would've guessed this brilliant, wild creature was a college professor? Not me. I never imagined someone like Scout existed outside the pages of Barrington's books.

"What are you thinking?" Scout asked.

"Just wondering how a professor ended up honoring Barrington in such a unique way," I grinned. "Not that I'm complaining."

"Professor." Scout made a face. "Not for much longer. After Warren axes my professorship, I'll have to find a job elsewhere. I'll miss this city, but…" She shrugged, her gaze distant. "The Delmira's nice enough, but a luxury hotel isn't a home."

I frowned, unease pooling in my stomach. We'd only hooked up a couple of times, but the thought of Scout leaving twisted something inside me. I wanted more nights like this, more time to explore the fascinating layers of the woman beside me.

"There are other colleges," I said. "You'll find a position."

"Maybe." Scout sighed and rested her head on my chest. "Either way, I'm not going to waste the time I have left. That's why we're here, isn't it? To enjoy the present."

She tilted her face up, smiling wistfully. I leaned over and kissed her, slow and deep, hoping to convey what I couldn't yet put into words.

"However much time we have, we'll make the most of it," I told her. "If you have to go, I understand, but… I'd miss you if you left."

"Would you?" Scout's lips curved. "Good. I'd miss you too, Leo."

She kissed me again, and for a moment we forgot our worries. There was only the press of skin on skin, the slick slide of tongues, and a half-formed wish that this night would never end.


Chapter 5

"I always feel alone."




The sun's rays filtered through the blinds, casting a warm glow over the apartment's hardwood floor. My muscles strained and relaxed in rhythmic motion as I pushed through my last set of burpees. I'd been going at it for half an hour. Sweat trickled down my chest and pooled on the floor beneath me.

I cherished these morning workouts, the chaos of my life momentarily forgotten in the pure focus of physical exertion. It was a feeling I'd fallen in love with as a wrestler. Those days spent training with my high school friends, pushing myself to the limit, had been some of the happiest days of my life. I missed the simplicity and the challenge that drove me back then, everything clear, everything plain to see.

I jogged in place for a minute, letting the burn in my arms and legs smooth out a bit before starting the next part of my workout. The laptop Mrs. Whitworth had given me was propped open on a nearby table, a YouTube video cued up to play.

I took a deep breath, exhaling slowly, letting my body get loose. When I was ready, I hit the laptop's space bar and got into a crouch, my hands held loosely in front of me, my fingers twitching.

On-screen, an NCAA wrestling instructor started running through his wrestling workout for solo practice. His instructions were firm but encouraging. Mimicking his movements, I started "shadow wrestling"— circling, miming down blocks, doing shoots and feints, practicing my sprawls.

The movements were fast and the pace relentless, the instructor chaining together techniques so quickly that I was soon fighting to keep up with him. The burn in my muscles was familiar and comforting, a welcome distraction from thoughts of Amelia and Scout and the tangled web of lust we'd woven together.

Suddenly, my mobile phone buzzed, an unwelcome interruption in my routine. I would have ignored it, except I saw Ellie's name on the screen. I did not know why she would call me on my personal phone, especially on my day off. Amelia worked the front desk on Mondays and Tuesdays. All the guests knew my services were unavailable on those days, except for emergencies.

A sudden chill went through me as I picked up the phone. Was Ellie having an emergency? Was another vagrant harassing her?

"Mrs. Carol," I greeted her, trying to keep my voice casual. "How can I help you?"

"Leo, I'm sorry for bothering you on your day off," Ellie apologized, her voice tense. "I need your help again. Can you pick me up in your truck? I'm at an art gallery three blocks away on Madison Way."

"Are you okay?" I asked, concern creeping into my voice.

"I'm fine, it's just… there's a man sitting on a bench outside the hotel, and I don't want him to see me," she explained hurriedly. "I'm not in danger or anything, but… I'll explain later. Please, Leo, can you come?"

"Of course," I agreed instantly, my protective instincts kicking in. "Stay where you are. I'll be there shortly."

"Thank you, Leo."

She hung up, leaving me with a lingering sense of unease. I hurriedly wiped the sweat from my body and threw on a T-shirt and sweatpants. My mind raced as I tried to piece together what could have prompted Ellie's strange call, but I knew she would explain when I saw her. For now, I needed to focus on getting to her as quickly as possible.

Still sweating and short of breath, I grabbed my keys and rushed out the back door of the apartment and into the small lot at the back of the hotel. My truck was right where I left it the other night. After fulfilling her erotic ritual on Barrington's final resting place, Scout had promised me she had other exciting adventures for us to go on.

Who could have guessed book nerds could be so randy? Scout likes to take risks, especially out in public.

It was a memorable night with a memorable woman. I'd had lots of those recently. From sex with Amelia to fucking Scout in a graveyard to kissing a married woman, my nights had been full of memorable encounters. It looked like my weekends were going to be just as busy as my days on shift at The Delmira Hotel.

I hopped into my truck and drove out of the narrow lane that led to the side street along the hotel. I navigated the city streets, my muscles still aching from my workout, sweat still dribbling down my back.

Three blocks down, I saw Ellie standing on the sidewalk, her slim figure looking vulnerable and uncertain. She was wearing a bucket hat pulled low over her face, casting a shadow across her features. Her blonde hair hung down one side of her face like some emo kid at the mall.

"Thank you for coming," she said softly as she climbed into the truck. The gratitude in her voice was heartbreaking, as if she were not used to people helping her out.

"No problem, Ellie," I said. "Now, let's get you back to the hotel."

As we circled around to the hotel, I made sure to pass the front of the building. Sure enough, a man was sitting on the bench by the entrance— the same bench where I'd sat while reading C.Q. Barrington. He looked utterly nondescript, which only made him more suspicious.

As we passed by him, Ellie slumped down in her seat to avoid being seen.

"Who is he?" I asked

"A reporter for the local paper in my husband's district," she whispered nervously. "I don't want him to know I'm here."

"Understood.

I pulled into the back of the hotel and parked my truck. Glancing over at Ellie, I could see the fear etched into her delicate features.

"I can bring you in through the concierge apartment," I offered. "That way, you won't have to go through the front doors."

"Thank you, Leo," she murmured. "You are such a good friend to me."

As we walked towards the apartment, I couldn't help but think about the bizarre turn my life had taken lately. Here I was, helping a woman I barely knew evade a reporter, all while trying to navigate all these erotic entanglements that seemed to get more complicated by the moment.

"Is everything okay, Leo?" Ellie asked, catching me lost in thought. "I hope I'm not being a burden to you."

"Burden?" I scoffed, shocked that Ellie could think of herself that way. "You could never be a burden, Ellie. I was just thinking about how crazy life can be sometimes. But don't worry, I've got your back."

"Thank you, Leo," she said again, her voice barely more than a whisper. "That means a lot to me."

"Come on in," I said, holding the door open.

She hesitated for a moment, looking at me for reassurance before stepping inside the apartment. She tugged the bucket hat lower over her face, casting shadows across her features.

"Can I just stay here for a few minutes? To settle down?" she asked.

"Yeah, of course," I replied, closing the door behind her. "Make yourself at home. Want something to drink?"

"Water would be nice, thank you."

"Fizzy or flat?"

"Flat, please."

I headed to the kitchen and grabbed a glass, filling it with cold water from the fridge. When I returned, I found Ellie quietly sobbing on the couch, her face buried in her hands.

I hesitated, not sure how to handle the situation. Growing up with an abusive dad, I'd never been good at comforting others. It made me feel vulnerable and vulnerability was weakness, at least to my old man. He'd beaten that notion into me over the years.

But my dad was dead and I wasn't a kid anymore. My feelings were my own, not the stupid shit my old man pounded into me. I could handle being open and supportive. I'd already done it when Ellie got mugged. It didn't make me a bitch to be gentle and comfort someone. It made me stronger.

I set the glass down on the table and sat next to Ellie. I gently placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.

"Hey, what's wrong?" I asked softly.

Her breath hitching, Ellie lifted her face to mine. Somehow knowing what I would see, I took the hat off her head and gently brushed the hair away from the side of her face.

"Goddamn it," I muttered, looking at the dark bruise on her cheek, hidden by her blonde locks. Ellie looked away, shame clouding her eyes.

"That mugger must have slapped me harder than I thought," she joked weakly.

She shifted on the sofa beside me, hunching her shoulders as though she were protecting herself from unseen blows. It was a struggle to contain my outrage.

"Who did this to you?" I asked, my voice low and flat.

Ellie shook her head, avoiding my gaze. I took a deep breath, knowing I couldn't let my own emotions frighten this already scared young woman.

"I want to help," I said gently. "Whatever you need, Ellie. Just help me understand your situation."

Ellie cleared her throat. After a long moment of silence, she whispered, almost inaudibly, "My husband."

"I'm so sorry that happened to you, Ellie." I gave her shoulder a comforting squeeze. "I can take you to the police station right now. I promise I'll stay with you while you file a complaint."

"No, Leo, that's impossible," she replied, her voice trembling. "You don't understand. He's too powerful, too well connected. I don't have any money or connections of my own."

"You've got the truth."

"That's not enough," Ellie said bitterly. "You and me, we grew up poor in small towns. We both know how these things work."

Ellie was right. Growing up poor in a rural area, you quickly found out that how the world treated you depended on how much money you had and who you knew. A man like Senator Carol was used to getting his way. I'd seen it as a bouncer, dealing with entitled little shits who skated through life on family connections and Daddy's trust fund. People like Ellie and me had to make our own way.

"Okay, but you don't have to stay with him," I said, trying to wrap my head around the situation. "When a house is on fire, your best bet is to get out as fast as you can."

"It's not that easy. I can't leave him, Leo."

I took her hand in mine. "My mom felt the same way. I grew up with her always cringing away from my old man, always walking on eggshells around his drunken ass. I've seen her cover her bruises with her hair, with makeup, with jokes and excuses. Seeing you like this just brings back all those memories, Ellie. It was only after my dad died that my mom truly got to live. And you know what? She regrets all the years she wasted with my dad. Those decades of her life are never coming back. I don't think someone like you, someone who is so sweet and nice and beautiful, should waste your life like my mom did. She would tell you the same, Ellie. She would tell you not to be like her."

Ellie was quiet for a long time. I waited for her, holding her hand as she gathered her thoughts.

"Leaving my husband… it's impossible."

"Why?"

"Because of my mother. She is very ill and he's paying for her medical care. Or, at least, his church is paying for her medical care. They own the hospital she goes to. He doesn't pay a dime of his own money, but he sits on the hospital's Board. My husband threatened to deny her further treatment if I ever 'became a wayward wife'."

"Can he do that?" I asked, shocked at what she was saying. "Isn't there a law about these kinds of things?"

"He's a state senator and a founding Elder of our county's biggest mega-church. Their hospital is the biggest hospital on the east side of the state. The Insurance Commissioner and half the judges are all part of his congregation. He is the law, Leo."

I shook my head, knowing what Ellie said was correct.

"I appreciate you trying to help," Ellie continued, leaning against me. "But there's nothing you can do."

"I could punch him right in his fucking face," I snarled.

Ellie's soft laughter was a welcome relief. She lightly punched my arm.

"And then he'd put you in jail and his buddies at court would make sure you never got out," Ellie said. "But I appreciate the sentiment."

We sat together not saying anything, just holding hands, Ellie leaning against me. It might have been awkward with another person, but the silence between us was familiar and comforting.

Despite meeting her less than a week ago, I felt like I'd known Ellie for years. It was a familiarity that came with our shared background. I'd grown up with so many girls just like her. None were as pretty as Ellie, but all had the same sense of endurance against the shit that life threw at you.

"Has he hit you before?" I asked.

"Yes. But not like this. Not on the face, I mean."

"Bastard. What was his excuse for doing it?"

"I told him I kissed you and that I wasn't sorry," she admitted, wiping away her tears and smiling. "I meant it, too."

"Jesus, Ellie," I muttered.

"You don't regret it, do you?" she asked timidly.

"No! Absolutely not. I just regret that he used it as an excuse to abuse you."

Ellie touched her bruised face. "Well, at least it means I'll be staying at The Delmira Hotel until this fades away. Can't be seen sporting a shiner or the press will ask questions. The man sitting outside is our local snoop. Sometimes I wish I could just invite him in for tea and tell him everything. But then I remember my mother."

"I wish I could do something more for you, Ellie," I said, disgust churning in my stomach. "I never forgave my father for his abuse, even when he was dying. My mom wanted me to, but I refused. How could I forgive him after all that he'd done? I watched him die… and I was glad."

"Aren't we a pair?" Ellie murmured, her eyes filled with sympathy.

I hesitated before asking, "Has your husband ever… abused you in other ways?"

Ellie looked at me quizzically. "What do you mean?"

"My father used to force himself on my mother," I confessed, feeling a knot tighten in my chest. "Sexually, I mean. I used to lie in bed at night and plug my ears so I didn't have to listen to my mom crying while he… forced her."

"My god, Leo. I'm so sorry that happened."

"Has your husband done anything like that to you?"

"No. Quite the opposite, actually."

"Opposite?" I asked, puzzled by her reaction.

"Believe it or not, my husband and I have never had sex. Not once," she revealed, her voice dripping with irony.

"Wait, what?" I stammered, stunned by her confession.

"Much to my dismay, it turned out my husband doesn't like women in that way," Ellie explained, a deep sadness seeping into her tone. "He brings his boyfriends over to our house on the weekends. That's why I come to stay at The Delmira Hotel."

"Good lord, Ellie," I breathed, struggling to process this new information. "How long has this been going on?"

"Since our honeymoon," she replied, her voice distant. "I was a college intern for his campaign when I fell in love with him. We had a whirlwind engagement and got married quickly. There was some gossip about the age gap between us, but people quickly dismissed it. After all, Senator Carol was a handsome, rich, and powerful man. Marrying a younger woman was no surprise, I guess. I didn't care about gossip, anyway. I just was so in love with him. All I wanted was to be his wife and give him beautiful babies. That's how I was raised by my mother. To be a faithful wife to my loving husband. It wasn't until our honeymoon that I discovered the truth about the Honorable Senator Patrick Jefferson Carol. He didn't want me in his bed, he just wanted me on his arm for the press and his donors."

As Ellie spoke, I could see the hurt and betrayal etched into her face. My heart ached for her.

"Ellie, I can't believe you've had to live like this," I said. "What a sham of a marriage."

"I guess I've gotten used to it over time," she replied, her eyes downcast.

"It must be so isolating," I said softly, wanting to understand. "Are you lonely?"

"Always," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "I always feel alone. It's why I hang out at The Daily Pour all the time. To be around people, even if they are strangers. Well, that and I have no money. My husband keeps me on a very meager allowance."

"What about friends? Do you have anyone to confide in? Or to be intimate with?" I questioned gently, trying not to pry too deeply into her personal life.

"Intimate? No," she scoffed, shaking her head. "My husband would never allow it. And as for friends… I don't have any."

As if the weight of her own words finally hit her, Ellie broke down in tears. I pulled her close, holding her and stroking her hair as she sobbed.

"Leo," she choked out between sobs, "did you mean it when you said you did not regret kissing me?"

"Of course I meant it."

"You're the first man I've kissed since high school. My wedding kiss was not real, so it didn't count. With you, it felt so good, so right."

"If you don't stop crying, I'll kiss you again," I teased, lifting her chin to meet my eyes.

"Would you?" she asked, her blue eyes searching mine for sincerity.

I didn't think, didn't hesitate. I just pulled her close and captured her mouth in a searing kiss.

She melted against me, parting her lips to deepen the kiss. Her hands came up to clutch at my shirt, and she moaned softly as our tongues caressed.

Heat roared through me, arousal mixing with the urge to comfort and protect her. I slid my arms around her, holding Ellie close as we kissed with a passion that burned away all the fear and anger.

I could feel her body relax, melting into mine as if seeking escape from her troubled life. My hands traced her face, fingers tangling in her blonde hair while we explored each other's mouths hungrily, feeding off the electric connection between us.

As we broke apart, both breathless and flushed, Ellie's bruised face was a heartbreaking mixture of excitement and guilt. I touched her lips with my finger, trying to make her smile.

"What's wrong, Ellie?"

"I've never been with a man," she whispered. "I was waiting for marriage to give myself to my husband, but…"

"It's okay," I assured her.

She shook her head, struggling to find the words she needed to express herself. I waited, ready to listen to whatever she had to say.

"I… I want you, Leo," Ellie said. "I want you so bad but… I'm also scared. Not of you, but of everything else. I'm so tired of being scared all the time."

"You don't have to be scared when you're with me," I assured her. "Like I said, I've got your back, Ellie."

"Can you just hold me for a little while?"

"I'll hold you for as long as you want."

Ellie kissed my cheek, her full lips warm against my skin. She snuggled into me, burying her face in my chest as she wrapped her arms around me.

"I'm sorry I smell so rank," I joked. "I was working out when you called."

"You smell wonderful," Ellie said. "You smell like a man."

I kissed the top of her head and stroked her thick blonde curls.

"I feel weird asking this," I said, "but would you like to go out with me tonight, Ellie? We both deserve to have a little fun, don't you think?"

"I'd love to go out with you, Leo. What did you have in mind?"

"Dinner and a movie?"

"That sounds amazing," Ellie sighed.

I held Ellie close, enjoying her soft curves pressed against me, the warmth of her body in my arms. Ellie was a sweet girl with a kind heart who was in a horrible situation. A sexless marriage with an abusive man using her as a human shield was too sickening to dismiss.

I was a hotel concierge and a week ago I was living out of my truck, but I could still be there for Ellie, still be her friend. She deserved whatever comfort and protection I could offer.

Ellie's breathing had gone slow and deep as I held her. I grinned when I realized she had fallen asleep in my arms. She must have been exhausted. I cradled her against my chest, listening to her breathing as I watched the morning sunlight creeping up the walls around us.


Chapter 6

"Thank you for sharing this with me."




The cool evening air greeted us as we climbed into the back of my truck at the drive-in. Cars drove around us, looking for the best spots to park and watch the movie. I unfolded the folding chairs and laid out blankets and pillows, making our little nest as comfortable as possible. Ellie's eyes sparkled with excitement, her cheeks flushed from the anticipation.

"Leo, this is amazing," she said, taking in the scene around us. "I've never been to a drive-in before."

"Really?" I asked, genuinely surprised. I handed her the bucket of fried chicken and popped straws in the sodas. "Let me tell you, there's nothing quite like a drive-in movie. I feel so nostalgic coming here."

"Tell me more," Ellie urged.

"Well, my dad was too drunk most of the time to take us, but my buddy's dad was a cool guy," I said as I took a drumstick from the bucket. "He'd load us up in his van and bring us to the local drive-in. We used to bring in snacks and blankets, just like we're doing right now."

"Wow," Ellie murmured, her big blue eyes never straying from mine, making me feel like the most interesting man in the world.

"Yeah," I continued, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. "And we'd play in the sandbox and jungle gym by the snack bar before the movie started. Those were some of the best times of my life."

As I spoke, I could see the longing in her eyes, the desire to have experienced those carefree days as I did. Ellie had led a very sheltered and confined life, raised by her very strict and very religious mother. Opportunities for innocent fun had been rare for her. It made me want to share this moment with Ellie even more.

The stadium lights blinked and a cheer sounded from the cars around us. I set up a portable radio in front of us and tuned it to the drive-in's frequency. A commercial started playing, advertising a local flooring business.

"Is the movie about to start?" Ellie asked, her voice low and breathy.

"Two-minute warning," I replied.

"This chicken is delicious," Ellie said, nibbling on a wing. "I've never had Parler Prest Chicken before."

"They're the greatest. Try their coleslaw."

We continued eating, the fried chicken and sodas fueling our excitement for what was to come. Ellie's eyes roamed around us, taking in the sights. She looked so happy at that moment. She caught me staring at her. Even in the dim light, I could tell she was blushing.

"I must look like a bumpkin," she sighed.

"No. You look absolutely beautiful, Ellie."

As I looked into Ellie's eyes, I could see that this simple night at the drive-in was more than just watching a movie for her. After years in a loveless marriage, tonight was a chance to have fun with someone who saw her as a woman, not just a trophy. I hoped this night would be a memorable one for Ellie.

"Here's to making fresh memories," I said, raising my soda in a toast.

"Cheers," Ellie smiled, tapping her paper cup against mine.

The stadium lights flickered again and then dimmed dramatically. The movie screen came to life and the radio began playing lively music. The previews for upcoming films rolled, casting a soft glow on Ellie's excited face. She scooted closer to me and I instinctively draped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her in.

"Wow, this is so different from watching a movie at home," Ellie said, her eyes wide with wonder. "Being outdoors is so cool. The fresh air is amazing. I love how the sound comes through the radio!"

"Right?" I agreed, grinning. "It used to be even more old-school, though. They had these big metal speakers that you'd hang on your window, but they sounded so scratchy. The radio is such an improvement."

"Sounds like it!" she laughed, grabbing a chicken nugget and playfully feeding it to me as we settled in to enjoy the film.

The night sky was full of stars, the moon a bright crescent rising over the horizon. Ellie and I kicked back in our folding chairs, sharing a blanket even though the night air was warm. The laughter came easy, our shared glee uniting us in a cozy experience as the comedy played out before us. Every joke seemed funnier, every punchline hitting harder, amplified by Ellie's infectious giggling.

Halfway through the movie, Ellie suddenly grabbed my arm in terror.

"Leo! Look!" Ellie shrieked, pointing to the side of the truck.

A group of raccoons had appeared out of nowhere, their curious noses sniffing at the aroma wafting from our fried chicken and soda. One had climbed up on the truck and was peeking at us, its nose twitching.

Ellie and I exchanged startled glances before bursting into laughter at the sight of our mischievous visitors.

"Let's share some food with them," I suggested.

"Can we? What do they eat?"

"I see them eating garbage all the time, so I guess they eat anything."

"We have a couple of biscuits," Ellie chimed in, breaking one biscuit in half. "Should I just toss it to them?"

"Yeah," I said. "Just make sure you drop it outside the truck. I don't feel like sharing the truck bed with these trash pandas."

Ellie playfully swatted at my thigh. "Don't call them that! They're cute!"

"Cute trash pandas," I laughed.

Ellie giggled with me. Together, we tossed pieces of biscuits to the eager raccoons, marveling at their dexterity as they snatched the treats from mid-air.

"Oh, my god!" Ellie squealed as four more raccoons came scurrying out of the shadows.

"We better give them all our biscuits before they get mad," I whispered.

Ellie and I broke up the last biscuit into pieces, scattering it around the truck for the raccoons to find. Ellie experimentally threw out a piece of chicken nugget. She clapped her hands in childlike excitement as one raccoon grabbed the nugget and ran away.

"They do eat meat!" Ellie said. "That kind of grosses me out."

"Looks like they don't miss many meals," I noted, amused by how chunky the raccoons were.

"That's all we have," Ellie called out, showing her empty hands to the raccoons. "Good night! Good night!"

Sensing our food had run out, the raccoons ambled away, searching for another handout. A few minutes later, we heard a distant shout and the laughter of children.

"Looks like they found someone," Ellie noted.

"At least they are polite about it," I said. "Not like the bums around the hotel."

The words were out of my mouth before I realized how they might affect Ellie. I gave her arm a squeeze.

"Sorry. Wasn't thinking."

"It's okay," Ellie said quietly, her hand unconsciously touching her bruised face. "I feel safe when you're around, Leo."

Ellie snuggled closer to me, resting her head on my shoulder. I stroked her hair, reveling in the warmth of Ellie's body pressed against mine under the starlit sky.

"Isn't this just the perfect evening?" I said.

"Perfect indeed," Ellie murmured.

We kissed, our lips lightly caressing as we grinned at each other. Ellie and I turned our attention back to the movie, but the magic of the moment lingered, a sweet connection that made me feel more joyful than I had in years.

Are you falling in love with this girl, bro? She's married, in case you forgot.

I hadn't forgotten. But knowing what her marriage truly was, I didn't care about the ring on Ellie's finger. She was a sweet and lovely person, and also the prettiest girl I'd ever met. I saw no reason to draw back from her. I wanted to do everything I could to stay close to this woman, to protect her as best I could.

I twined my hand with Ellie's, lacing our fingers together. Ellie squeezed tight, covering my hand with both of hers.

As the first movie came to an end and the intermission began, we could see some cars leaving while others arrived. I stood up and stretched, enjoying the crackling of my spine.

"I've never been to a double-feature movie before," Ellie said. "People just hang out until the next movie starts?"

"That's how it works," I said. "We have to visit the snack bar, though. It's kind of a tradition."

"Lead the way!" Ellie said brightly. "I need to use the bathroom, too."

Ellie held my hand as I walked her over to the snack bar. The gravel crunched beneath our feet as we wove between the parked cars.

"Want some ice cream or candy for the next movie?" I asked her with a grin, already anticipating her answer.

"Both!" she exclaimed as we entered the snack bar. "You know how to spoil a girl, don't you?"

I chuckled as Ellie left me for the bathroom. I went to the counter and bought us a couple of ice cream cups and an assortment of candy. The snack bar was full of people purchasing popcorn and drinks. From nervous teens who came in their parent's cars to elderly couples out for a weekend excursion, the snack bar was a lively atmosphere that brought back memories of my childhood.

Ellie rejoined me, lacing her arm through mine. It felt nice to have her on my arm. She drew a lot of stares from people passing by, especially the guys. I didn't blame them. Ellie was a sight. I would have stared at her, too.

"I was just thinking about how I used to love the snack bar's playground when I was a kid. Want to check it out?"

"Absolutely!"

With our treats in hand, we strolled over to the nearby playground where little kids were playing, their laughter filling the air. Ellie and I leaned on the fence surrounding the play area, watching the children having fun. We ate our ice cream cups, digging into them with the little wooden spoons I fondly remembered from childhood.

"Kids scream a lot," Ellie laughed. "Did you scream when you were a kid?"

"Sure. I scream, you scream—"

"We all scream for ice cream!" Ellie finished.

"Sometimes I miss those carefree days, just running around without a worry in the world," I said wistfully.

"Me too," Ellie agreed. "But nights like this make me appreciate being an adult."

As we walked back to the truck, we noticed that a minivan had pulled into the stall next to us. A tired-looking couple with six kids was setting up their chairs for the upcoming movie. We watched as the kids gathered pillows and blankets. They seemed to be constructing a cozy pillow fort between the car and my truck. Their innocent creativity was endearing, making Ellie and me exchange amused glances.

"Looks like they're quite the little architects," Ellie remarked, popping a piece of candy into her mouth.

"Yeah, they are," I agreed. "It's like a throwback to the good old days."

As we got to the truck, the older kids, a boy and a girl who looked to be around 12 and 10 years old, approached us hesitantly.

"Excuse me, sir," the boy asked politely, "can we tie our bedsheet to your truck to make a tent for all of us?"

"Kids, don't bother them," the tired-looking couple called out from their seats, obviously worn down from caring for their energetic brood.

"No, it's fine," I assured them with a smile. "I'll help you tie it on."

Ellie gave me a proud look as we both helped the kids attach the sheet to my truck. The younger children squealed with delight as they crawled under the makeshift tent, their laughter contagious.

"Thanks, mister!" the girl grinned, offering us some gummy candy in gratitude. I swapped some of our candy with her, making her giddy with excitement.

"Trade for Snocaps?" I asked her.

"Yeah!" the girl clapped.

"How about Raisinettes?"

The face of disgust the girl pulled made both Ellie and I laugh. We kept the Raisinettes to ourselves as we climbed back into the truck bed.

As the second movie started, a comedy animation that had everyone chuckling, Ellie nestled close to me, her body warm and inviting. Our fingers intertwined again, and I couldn't help but enjoy the growing connection between us. The kids' giggles mixed with ours, creating a homey sense of shared joy.

"Leo, this is so much fun," Ellie whispered in my ear, her breath hot and sensual.

"Absolutely," I agreed, stealing a glance at her gorgeous blue eyes, which sparkled even in the dim light of the drive-in theater.

As the movie progressed, Ellie snuggled closer, her head resting on my shoulder. The kids noticed our intimate position and began to make exaggerated kissy noises, sending us into fits of laughter.

"Alright, you little rascals," I playfully scolded, secretly enjoying their teasing.

"Okay, okay," the oldest boy shushed his younger siblings, turning their attention back to the movie.

When the end credits rolled, all of us still chuckling from the film's final punchline, the kids quickly dismantled their sheet tent. They waved goodbye as their parents packed up the minivan and drove off, leaving Ellie and me in the emptying drive-in.

"Tonight was amazing, Leo," she breathed, her voice heavy with satisfaction. "Thank you for sharing this with me."

"The pleasure was all mine."

I leaned over to turn off the movie sound on the radio. My fingers fumbled on the dial and instead of silence, the sultry tones of a slow jazz tune filled the air. The bass line thrummed through the truck bed. I couldn't help but grin at the sudden change in atmosphere.

"Ellie," I called softly, holding out my hand. "Care to dance?"

Her eyes widened in surprise, then crinkled with delight as she took my hand. We stood and swayed together, our bodies pressed close as the music swirled around us. I could feel the heat of her skin, the soft curves of her body fitting perfectly against mine. It was all I could do to keep from losing myself in her intoxicating scent.

"Leo," she murmured, her lips brushing my ear, "this is so nice."

"Isn't it?" I replied, my voice husky with desire. "Just like something out of one of your romance novels."

"You turned the radio to this music on purpose, didn't you?" Ellie teased.

"Nope. It was just luck. Or fate. Or maybe the gods of the drive-in just want us to dance for them."

"Well, we can't disappoint the gods of the drive-in," Ellie giggled.

As we danced, our whispered conversation gave way to touch, our hands roaming each other's bodies with increasing boldness. Ellie's fingers trailed down my spine, sending shivers through me while I traced the tantalizing curve of her hip, my fingertips dipping beneath the waistband of her jeans for a brief moment.

I rested my forehead against Ellie's, our eyes locked as our bodies moved in sensual rhythm to the music.

"Leo," she whispered.

"My beautiful Ellie," I whispered back.

Just as our lips met in a kiss, a chorus of honking horns erupted around us. The remaining moviegoers were cheering us on as they drove past. We broke apart, laughing at the unexpected encouragement.

"Seems like we have an audience," I laughed, my breath still ragged from our passionate kiss.

"Let them watch," Ellie challenged. "I'm tired of caring what other people think."

I couldn't argue with that logic. I pulled her to me, our mouths pressing together as we lost ourselves in each other, heedless of the world outside our truck bed sanctuary.


Chapter 7

"What a pair we are."




The warm summer air rushed through the open window of the truck, caressing Ellie's thick blonde hair as it danced wildly in the breeze. Ellie gazed out at the passing scenery as we drove back to the city. The dim glow of the dashboard lights illuminated her face, casting a soft aura around her.

We drove in comfortable silence, lost in the music playing on the radio. A sense of unreality filled me as I steered us down the road. I felt like I was in one of those dreamy music videos from the 80s that my mom used to love, one where everything was bathed in sepia tones and nostalgia.

As we entered the city, I couldn't help but glance over at Ellie, entranced by the way the city's bright lights streaked across the contours of her face. I was struck again by how beautiful Ellie was, her half-closed eyes and parted lips like something out of a photographer's model portfolio.

Ellie caught me gazing at her and smiled bashfully.

"This has been a wonderful night," she murmured, her voice barely audible above the music. "Thank you for everything."

"Of course," I replied softly, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. "You look really beautiful."

Ellie responded by squeezing my thigh. She hummed along with the music, her voice surprisingly clear and sweet as we navigated the city streets, taking in the still bustling crowds around us, city folk seeking entertainment and adventure in the concrete landscape.

"Would you like me to bring you in through the back of the hotel?" I asked.

"Please."

I pulled in behind the hotel, relieved to see that Amelia's Mercedes was not parked inside. A quick check of my phone showed no messages from my voracious employer. It seemed Amelia had other plans for tonight.

As we stepped out of the truck, Ellie slipped her arm through mine, drawing us closer together. I led her across the small lot, looking around to make sure no vagrants were lurking in the shadows. There were some blind spots back here that the camera didn't cover. I reminded myself to speak with Amelia about it when I got the chance.

The back door of the apartment building opened with a soft creak, and I ushered Ellie inside, feeling an odd mix of protectiveness and desire. As I closed the door to my apartment, relief washed over me. Ellie's eyes scanned the room, curious about the apartment's interior.

"So this is where you live?" she asked. "It's nice."

"Nicer than my truck," I agreed. "After a few weeks living in my vehicle, this apartment is like a palace."

We smiled at each other a bit awkwardly, both of us feeling the weight of being alone with the other behind closed doors. The night had been unforgettable so far. I wondered if Ellie wanted to take things further.

She seemed to be thinking about what she wanted to happen next. I knew how vulnerable she was and didn't want to pressure her into anything. Ellie had dealt with enough crap from men trying to control her.

"Would you like me to walk you back to your room?" I offered.

"I'd appreciate that," she said softly, taking my hand as I led her out the front door into the lobby.

The front desk was shut down. The elevator opened immediately and we stepped inside. Ellie leaned against me, her body warm and comforting as we rose to the second floor. Our eyes met, and I could sense Ellie's desire, an unspoken need that had been building all night.

"Here we are," I said, leading her down the hallway to her door.

Ellie fumbled with her key for a moment before pushing the door open, revealing her dimly lit room.

"Come in," she murmured, her cheeks flushed with anticipation.

I entered the room. The door clicked shut behind me, locking out the world beyond. The scent of vanilla and spices filled the air, calming and enticing at the same time. I was about to comment on the pleasant aroma when Ellie wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a passionate kiss.

Her lips were soft and eager, tasting faintly of the candy we'd shared earlier. I couldn't resist the pull of desire any longer. I scooped her up in my arms, carrying her to the bed. As I laid her down, her eyes locked onto mine, inviting me to explore her willing body.

I climbed on top of her, our bodies pressed together as we kissed with renewed passion. Her hands roamed my back, nails digging in slightly as she held me close. My fingers traced the curves of her body, feeling the firm flesh beneath her clothes.

Ellie broke the kiss, breathless and her eyes wide with excitement yet uncertainty.

"I want you, Leo," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I'm not ready to go all the way. I'm sorry."

"Hey, it's okay," I reassured her, stroking her cheek gently. "We'll only do what you're comfortable with, and nothing more."

"Thank you," she whispered, relief flickering across her face. She took a deep breath and asked, "Can we undress each other?"

"Of course."

I pressed a soft kiss to her lips before helping her up from the bed. My hands moved to the hem of her blouse, lifting it slowly as Ellie raised her arms, allowing me to remove it completely. The scent of her perfume mingled with the faint smell of her arousal, creating a heady mix that made my lust for her burn even hotter.

Ellie inhaled sharply as my fingers found the clasp of her bra. I released it, letting the garment fall away. Her breasts were perfect, full and round, nipples hardening under my gaze. As I brushed my fingertips across them, Ellie shivered, her breath hitching in her throat.

"Your turn," she said, her hands shaking slightly as she reached for the buttons on my shirt.

I could tell she was nervous, but there was determination in her eyes, too. She knew what she wanted and she was going to have it. Piece by piece, my clothing joined hers on the floor until I was left standing in just my underwear.

With hesitant fingers, Ellie pulled down my boxers, revealing my throbbing erection. She stared at it for a moment before glancing back up at me.

"I've never seen a man like this before," she confessed, her cheeks flushed with both embarrassment and curiosity.

"Touch it," I encouraged her gently, guiding her hand to my cock.

Ellie wrapped her fingers around it cautiously, exploring the length and texture. It felt amazing, her touch sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Ellie looked up at me again, desire and uncertainty in her gaze. I could sense she was waiting for me to take the lead, to guide her through her first sexual experience with a man. She was putting her trust in me and I would not let her down. Ellie would keep her virginity tonight, but there was so much more that we could share.

"Get on the bed," I instructed.

Ellie eagerly obeyed, laying back against the pillows. I moved to join her, placing gentle kisses along her neck and collarbone before moving down to her breasts. I sucked on her nipples, switching back and forth, lavishing them with my tongue as Ellie moaned. Her skin tasted like a mix of salt and sweet, every touch eliciting quiet gasps from her lips.

My mouth trailed lower, kissing my way down her stomach until I reached the waistband of her panties. Ellie groaned softly, arching her back as I slowly removed the last piece of fabric separating us, exposing her wet, glistening pussy. Leaning in close, I breathed in her scent, nuzzling her golden pubic hair, my senses overwhelmed by her arousal.

"Leo, please," she begged, her voice full of desire and anticipation.

I didn't need any more encouragement. I spread Ellie's legs wide and kneeled between them. Cupping her ass, my tongue dipped into her folds, tasting her, exploring her most intimate parts. Ellie's hands found their way into my hair, gripping me tightly as her moans grew louder.

"Oh my god, Leo," she gasped, her hips bucking against my face as her pleasure built.

"You taste so sweet," I told her, my face smeared with her juices.

"That feels so good," she whimpered. "Don't stop, Leo. Don't stop!"

Her words spurred me on. I focused on her clit, swirling my tongue around it. I worked her hard nub and licked out her trench, alternating until I found the right rhythm to take Ellie over the edge.

"Leo," she groaned.

Ellie's body tensed, her nails digging into my scalp as her orgasm washed over her, wave after wave rolling through Ellie's quivering body, leaving her breathless and spent.

As she lay there, flushed and panting, I felt a sense of pride at having given her such pleasure. I knew how special a person's first sexual encounter was, how it burned itself into your memory. And with the night still young, I knew this was only the beginning of our exploration.

"My turn," I whispered to her.

I stood up, my erection pointing proudly toward Ellie as she sat up on the edge of the bed. The room was filled with the intoxicating aroma of our sweat and her sweet scent.

"Stroke it," I encouraged her. "Feel how hard you've made me."

Her small hand wrapped around my cock. I couldn't help but groan at the sensation, Ellie going wide-eyed at the pleasure she was giving me.

"Like that?" she asked hesitantly.

"Just like that," I urged her. "Goddamn, Ellie, you do not know how good that feels."

Encouraged, Ellie leaned forward and tentatively licked the tip of my penis, rolling a drop of precum on her tongue.

"Yum," she said with a grin.

My expression made her giggle. With a sudden boldness, she took me into her mouth fully, sucking me with an intensity that made my knees shake.

I stroked her hair as she looked up at me, her blue eyes seeking approval.

"You're doing amazing, Ellie," I whispered, my voice strained with pleasure.

Ellie sucked me hard, her cheeks hollowing as she went up and down my shaft, her tongue lapping at my cockhead. Ellie needn't have been so worried. She was a natural.

Looking down at this beautiful girl worshiping my cock drove me crazy. The intensity built within me until I could no longer hold back. With a last thrust, I pulled out of Ellie's mouth and unloaded onto her breasts, my cum splattering across her chest in warm, sticky ropes that dripped from her hard nipples and trickled down Ellie's flat belly.

"Wow," she breathed, her fingers tracing the mess on her skin. "I didn't expect that, but I like the way it feels."

She tentatively dipped her finger into my sperm and tasted it. I almost laughed at her frown.

"It's an acquired taste," I told her.

I grabbed a nearby towel and gently wiped my cum from Ellie's chest. She looked up at me with playful wonder in her eyes, her body still flushed from the intensity of our encounter.

"Did I do okay?" she asked.

"More than okay. You were amazing. Look how much cum you got out of me!"

Ellie smiled appreciatively, soaking up my praise. Wearing my cum, she looked more beautiful than ever.

I dropped the towel and kissed Ellie's forehead. We climbed back under the sheets, our bodies still slick with sweat. I wrapped my arms around Ellie, who sighed as she nuzzled my chest. Sexual contentment washing over us, we held each other close.

"I've never felt anything like that before," Ellie whispered, her voice soft and filled with emotion.

"Not even in your romance novels?" I teased gently. "I hear they can get pretty spicy."

"Words on a page don't compare to the real thing, I guess," Ellie said. "Tonight was incredible. Everything, I mean. But especially what we just did. I've… I've touched myself before, but it's so much better when a man does it. More intense, more alive. More special."

"You're something special," I said, my fingers tracing circles on her skin. "Such a sweet person. And the prettiest girl I ever met."

Ellie squirmed with delight. "You mean that?"

"I thought so from the first moment I saw you," I admitted. "You were like an angel walking through the front doors of The Delmira Hotel."

"I felt the same way about you," Ellie said, looking up at me, her blue eyes wide and shining in the dim light of the room. "I want more, Leo. More of your touch, more of your passion. I've been starving for it. Now that I've had a taste, I can't imagine not having it again."

I kissed the top of Ellie's head, breathing in the scent of her hair, her sweaty skin.

"I'm here for you, Ellie. As long as you want me."

"I only wish it could be longer," Ellie sighed. "My stay at The Delmira is an escape that won't last forever. Eventually, I'll have to go back again. Back to him."

I grimaced. "You can't go on living like that."

"I know. I'm scared to stay, but I'm scared to leave, too. It's always been that way, ever since I can remember."

Ellie shifted against me, her eyes looking straight up at the ceiling. I waited, sensing she wanted to share a part of herself with me.

"One time when I was maybe 7 years old, I got a dress from my aunt," Ellie began. "She was what my mother called 'a free spirit', which was not a good thing, not for my mother. My aunt had made me the dress herself, sewing it from handmade fabric. I was so excited as I held that beautiful, colorful dress in my hands. The way the fabric shimmered in the sunlight seemed almost magical to me. I imagined myself wearing it to my best friend's birthday party, twirling around and feeling like a princess.

"I slipped on the dress, Leo, and it fit me like a second skin. The vibrant colors danced and swirled around me as I spun, the soft material brushing against my skin like butterfly wings. I felt so pretty and free in that dress. I couldn't wait to show my mother. I was certain she would share my excitement and happiness. I raced down the stairs to find her."

Ellie took a deep, steadying breath, her hand gripping mine as if seeking comfort from my touch.

"But when I showed her my new dress," Ellie continued, "Mother's face fell in a way I didn't expect. Her eyes took on that cold and judgmental look she got whenever she watched the news or read the local newspaper. She told me the dress was 'too worldly', a phrase I didn't understand at the time. But I knew, in the pit of my stomach, that it meant something terrible.

"Mother made me change into another dress, a drab, lifeless thing that seemed to mock my earlier excitement. It hung on my body like a sack. As I stood before her, my earlier joy completely evaporated, leaving only a hollow ache in its place. The birthday party came and went, but the memory of that day stayed with me. Years have gone by, but sometimes, when I catch a glimpse of a colorful dress or hear the laughter of children at a party, that memory comes back like a dark, lingering shadow. And I still wonder what it might have been like to be that seven-year-old dancing in her beautiful dress, with a mother who was proud of her little girl."

I held Ellie tightly. I could picture her as a child in that dress, her smile so wide and so innocent.

"You can't let your past control your future," I said gently. "You aren't that little girl anymore."

"Sometimes, I feel like I still am. That I never really grew up."

"But you have," I told her. "You are a grown woman, Ellie. One who deserves a future free from violence and abuse. My dad used to beat the shit out of both me and my mother. I took it because I could handle his violence, but it destroyed me to see my mother being hurt by him. One day, I decided I had enough. I got between my dad and my mom, telling him he wasn't going to hurt her anymore. Dad put his hands on me, thinking he was going to do what he always did. But he was wrong. I was bigger than him and I was stronger. I slapped him hard and sent him crashing to the floor of the trailer. When he tried to get up, I pinned him to the ground. I stuck my thumbs against his face and told him I was going to dig his eyes out so he could never hurt anyone again."

"Oh, god, Leo. What did you do?"

I clenched my jaw at the memory, the details still fresh in my mind all these years later.

"My mom pulled me off him," I said. "She told me not to hurt him, that he couldn't help it, that he was drunk. Every fucking excuse I'd always heard my whole life. And I felt something break inside me, Ellie. I wanted to save my mom, but she didn't want to be saved. Not yet, at least. It was only years later that she told me I was right, that she should have left my dad years earlier. I just don't want you to have that same regret."

Ellie turned her head up to me and gently kissed my lips. We stared into each other's eyes, our bodies tangled together, our hands intertwined.

"What a pair we are," she breathed.


Chapter 8

"Did you dream about me?"




I woke up in bed with Ellie leaning on me, her head rising and falling with my chest as I breathed. She was smiling, her eyes watching me as I blinked in the dimly lit room. Outside the window, the sky was just brightening with the first light of sunrise. The murmur of the city waking up drifted into the quiet bedroom.

"Good morning," Ellie whispered before leaning in to kiss me.

Her lips were soft and I could taste the lingering sweetness from last night's sexual encounter. Her breasts pressed into me, her long legs resting over mine as I became more aware of our naked bodies intertwined.

"Good morning," I said. "Have you been awake long?"

"About an hour."

"An hour? Why?"

"I can't stop thinking about what we did last night," Ellie admitted, her cheeks blushing a deep shade of red. "Did you dream about me?"

"Uh, I usually don't remember my dreams," I said groggily.

"It's just… I thought maybe you dreamed about me. Because of this."

Ellie put her hand on my cock. I was rock hard. Ellie fondled my erection, apparently surprised to find it there while I slept.

"Is that normal?" she asked.

"Morning wood," I explained with a grin. "It happens."

"Really?" She bit her lip, a flirty glint in her eyes. "I played with it a little while you were sleeping."

"Did you now?" I couldn't suppress a chuckle, but her next question caught me off guard.

"Can I… can I suck your cock again?" Ellie asked shyly, her gaze flickering between my face and my erection.

"Of course," I replied, kissing her forehead gently. "Go ahead."

Without hesitation, Ellie slipped under the sheet. Hidden from view, I felt her warm breath on my skin as she kissed her way down my chest, stopping to lick my hip bones teasingly. My heartbeat picked up. When her lips found my testicles, a low moan escaped my lips.

"That feels nice, Ellie. Be gentle, though. The boys are sensitive this early in the morning."

"Okay."

Ellie gently kissed my sack before tenderly taking my balls into her mouth. She rolled them between her soft lips, her tongue flicking over them in a maddening caress. Ellie pushed open my legs to get better access, her breath hot between my thighs.

"Like that?" Ellie asked.

"Yeah. Keep doing what you're doing."

Ellie continued suckling on my balls, licking my sack and nuzzling my cock with her soft face. Ellie may have been a novice at handling a man's dick, but her enthusiasm made up for her lack of experience.

"Should I put it in my mouth now?" she asked.

"Now would be good," I said.

Ellie wrapped her mouth around my dick, sucking it hungrily. I closed my eyes, savoring the pleasure of her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. She took me deeper into her throat, her wet mouth sliding up and down my length. I gripped the bedsheets, enjoying her warm suction and eager tongue. I breathed deeply as Ellie went faster, struggling to maintain my control.

"Ellie," I warned, my voice strained. "I'm close."

She didn't stop. Instead, she sucked harder, the wet sound of her lips gliding along my shaft driving me wild. My body tensed, my breathing grew shallow. I could feel the familiar pressure building inside me until I finally erupted into her mouth. Ellie moaned as I spurted my load down her throat. She swallowed every drop, licking me clean with soft, satisfied grunts of pleasure.

"Did I do a good job?" Ellie asked as she peeked at me from under the sheet. Her eyes were wide and innocent, but her grin was anything but.

"You did beautifully," I assured her, running my fingers through her hair. "What a way to start the day! After that, I need a shower."

"Me, too."

"We'll shower together, then."

"I've never bathed with a guy before."

"First time for everything," I said, patting her butt affectionately.

We rolled out of bed, Ellie giggling as I took her hand and led her into the bathroom. I got the hot water going into the spacious shower. As the water warmed up, I put my arms around Ellie and looked at the two of us in the mirror.

"God, you're so pretty," I told her. "Look at you."

Ellie stared into my eyes through the mirror. "Look at us, you mean. We're both pretty."

Ellie narrowed her eyes as I cupped her breasts with one arm while stroking my fingers through her blonde pubic hair. I took in her beauty, relishing the way she fit into my arms so perfectly.

"Water's warm," I told her. "If you'll follow me, ma'am."

"Lead the way."

Stepping into the spacious shower, Ellie and I let the hot water cascade down our bodies. The steam rose around us, enveloping us in a sensual haze. For a long time, we just held each other beneath the stream, kissing deeply as the spray drenched our bodies.

"Allow me to lather your body, ma'am. My services as concierge at The Delmira Hotel include soaping up our hot blonde guests."

"Well, if it's part of your service," Ellie laughed, playing along, "then proceed, concierge Leo."

I reached for the body wash. It was an expensive brand that smelled of vanilla and spices. Ellie faced me, grinning while she held her hands above her head, offering her lush body for me to play with.

With a wink, I squirted some of the creamy liquid onto my hands before gently rubbing it all over Ellie's slick skin.

"Your body is incredible," I murmured, my hands exploring every curve of her figure, my fingers gliding over her breasts, her waist, her hips.

Ellie licked her lips, a hint of mischief in her eyes as she grabbed the body wash and squeezed a generous amount onto her chest.

"Watch this," she said playfully, pulling me close.

Ellie used her soapy tits to lather up my body. The feel of her slippery breasts and jutting nipples sloshing across my skin was deeply arousing. Seeing how much I was enjoying it, Ellie amped up her performance. She swayed her hips seductively, turning around and pressing her ass against me like a lap dancer in a rap video. She ground her soapy butt against my dick, her back bent as she leaned against the shower wall and looked back over her shoulder at me, an obscene smirk on her face.

I couldn't help but laugh at her antics, amazed by her ability to turn even the most mundane task into something sexy and fun. Despite her innocence, Ellie had an instinctive feel for sexual teasing and erotic play. It was hard to believe this blonde goddess was still a virgin.

We continued to soap each other up, our laughter mixing with the sound of the water splashing against the tiled walls. We alternated from silly fun to sexy groping to deep romantic kissing, all beneath the constant spray of steaming water. It was invigorating and sensual and refreshing, all at the same time.

A couple of weeks ago, you were living in your truck and showering at the YMCA a couple of times a week. Sometimes you even washed up in the bathroom at the public library. Now you're showering in a luxury hotel with a gorgeous blonde babe. What the fuck, dude?

"Life comes at you fast, bro!" I laughed.

Ellie gave me a confused look. I joyfully kissed her forehead, the grin on my face widening at her confusion.

"Don't mind me," I told Ellie. "I'm just enjoying the moment here with you."

Eventually, we rinsed off the last of the soap and stepped out of the shower. Dripping onto the tiled floor, we grabbed some towels and started drying each other. I bent my head to Ellie, who playfully tousled my hair with her towel, leaving my hair in a frizz around my head.

"You need a haircut," Ellie told me.

"I know. I was waiting for my first paycheck so I could pay for one."

"You really were broke, weren't you?"

"More broke than a broker on Brokeback Mountain."

"That doesn't even make sense," Ellie laughed.

Ellie continued to dry her long blonde curls as I got dressed.

"I have to leave for a bit, but how about I take you out for breakfast?" I said.

"I'd love that."

"Think about what you want to eat."

She hesitated, touching the bruise on her face gingerly.

"On second thought, maybe we should eat in my room. I don't want people to see this."

"Ellie, don't hide," I encouraged her, taking her chin in my hand and lifting her gaze to meet mine. "If anyone asks, just say 'you should see the other guy' and smile."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Fuck them haters."

Ellie leaned in to kiss me.

"Thank you," she whispered against my lips.

We kissed once more before I left the room. My thoughts were racing as I descended the stairs. My time at The Delmira Hotel had been an absolute whirlwind. From Amelia in my bedroom to Scout and her wild ways, and now sweet, beautiful Ellie. After being without a girl for so long, I was suddenly swamped with female attention.

Don't forget Blue Skye-Bright. Your favorite barista definitely wants to serve you more than an iced cappuccino.

I hadn't forgotten Blue at all. I was looking forward to hanging out with her again. Just thinking about the elfin girl with pink hair made me grin.

"Swamped," I muttered. "Just fucking swamped, dude."

I jumped the last few stairs, enjoying the spring in my step after a morning of pleasure with Ellie. As I pushed open the door to the lobby, I was met with an unexpected sight— Frank, manning the front desk.

"Frank? What are you doing here so early?" I asked, surprised.

"Just came in to tidy up some bookings," he said.

"Oh. Anything I should be aware of?"

"Routine stuff, nothing to worry about."

"Okay."

I ran a hand through my damp hair, knowing I looked disheveled. Frank smirked at me, his eyes glinting with amusement.

"Had a good evening, did you?" he asked

I couldn't help but grin back. "Yeah, you could say that."

"Thought so," he chuckled. "Heads up, check-ins tonight will be slow, so you'd better have a good book to get you through. Or maybe you could pass the time with one of our guests? The ladies certainly seem to appreciate your company. They are all talking about their handsome new concierge."

"Just trying my best to please," I replied.

"And doing a damn good job at it."

"Thanks, Frank," I replied, nodding appreciatively.

"By the way, some shady-looking guys were hanging out by Grady's alley when I came in," Frank said. "They're gone now, but watch out if you're going that way."

"Duly noted." I clapped him on the shoulder. "I appreciate you keeping an eye out. Let me know if you see anyone suspicious hanging around, all right? Have a good morning and I'll see you later."

With that, I made my way to my apartment. I was relieved not to find Amelia waiting for me. I didn't want her to know I'd spent the night with Ellie. Even with her giving me the go-ahead to have relations with the guests, I worried I might push her tolerance too far by getting involved with a powerful politician's young wife.

My personal phone buzzed in my pocket as I closed the front door behind me. I checked the screen to find a text from Ellie.

"Still thinking about breakfast. What are you in the mood for?" she wrote.

"A fancy girl like you probably wants a fancy restaurant, right?" I teased. "I'm sure we could grab something at Pierre's."

"Hell no," came her quick reply. "After all the fun we've had, I need some comfort food to fill me up again."

I snorted, happy to be with someone like Ellie. "How about some waffles? There's a little diner on the Southside that I've been meaning to try."

"Perfect!" she replied, including several smile emojis. "I hope they have chicken fried steak and eggs. I've been craving that for a while now!"

"My kind of girl. Meet me in the lobby in an hour. We'll take my truck."

I changed into some fresh clothes and took care of some tasks on my laptop. My backpack with the blanket and duct tape still sat on the floor by my sofa. I shook my head at the memory of that wild night with Scout. Hopefully, the ghost of C.Q. Barrington appreciated our efforts on his grave. I hadn't had any nightmares or ghostly visitations, so I guess we did okay. I never imagined I'd be doing anything like that. I wondered what Scout had planned for our next adventure.

An hour later, Ellie and I found ourselves in a no-nonsense diner called Mickey's Eatery. It was the kind of place where the food was hearty, tasty, and reasonably priced. Ellie was happily digging into her chicken fried steak and eggs, while I enjoyed my waffles with sausage with blueberry syrup and a big mug of coffee.

"Ellie," I teased, watching her demolish her meal, "for such a slim girl, you sure can pack away the food."

She looked up at me with a grin. "I've always been this way. No matter how much I eat, I never gain weight."

Her foot found mine beneath the table, rubbing it playfully as she continued, "I love places like this. When I'm with my husband, we only go to fancy restaurants that serve these tiny dishes that leave me starving. And everyone around him is so fake and gross. All of them are just trying to get something from him. And he's trying to get something from them. It makes me sick, but all I can do is smile and pretend to be the Senator's happy little wifey."

She paused, looking around the diner with a contented smile. "But here, it's just you and me, enjoying a simple meal together. I like that."

I could feel my heart fill with affection for this girl as we sat there, sharing our thoughts and laughter over plates of good food.

"Me too," I agreed, reaching across the table to squeeze her hand. "Just you and me."

We finished our breakfast at a leisurely pace. Ellie and I both enjoyed the atmosphere of the diner. The regular city folk who came here did not put on airs or act entitled. Ellie seemed comfortable here, too. It was like she could finally relax being around the sort of people we both had grown up with.

Our plates were clean and I'd finished my second cup of coffee when I stretched and patted my full belly.

"I need to get back to the hotel soon," I said, glancing at my watch. "I want to work out and take a nap before my shift tonight."

"Gotcha."

"Will you be okay on your own for a while?" I asked with concern, knowing Ellie was still dealing with the aftermath of her assault.

She flashed me a confident smile, holding up the oversized sunglasses she had bought earlier at the bodega.

"I'll be fine. These should hide my bruise well enough."

She placed the glasses over her eyes, giving me an exaggerated wink from behind them.

"Good," I said, feeling reassured. "What are your plans?"

"I think I'll go to The Daily Pour and relax with my book. It's been ages since I've had some quiet time to just read."

"Sounds perfect. Say hi to Blue for me, will you?" I asked, thinking of the smart and witty barista. "It's Wednesday, so she should be back at the grind."

"Of course!" Ellie agreed, her foot still rubbing against mine beneath the table.

"And don't worry about that reporter guy," I assured Ellie. "If I see him lurking around the hotel, I'll call you and then scare him off."

"Deal," Ellie said, her laughter rising over the noise around us. "Thank you for keeping me safe from prying eyes."

"My pleasure, ma'am," I replied, enjoying the conspiratorial nature of our pact.

Ellie dipped her finger into a smear of whipped cream on my plate, seductively licking it off with a suggestive smirk.

"By the way, Leo… I'm looking forward to getting more cream from you later."

Her words set my heart pounding, anticipation already building for our next encounter. I enjoyed Ellie's newfound boldness, especially after everything she'd been through recently.

"Looking forward to it too, Ellie," I replied.

I threw some bills on the table and finished my coffee. With a parting kiss, I left the diner.

Outside, it was shaping up to be another hot day in the city. I headed for my truck, eager to face whatever was coming my way.


Chapter 9

"A small piece of justice."




The early evening air was cool against my skin as I stood outside the entrance to The Delmira Hotel. A surprise summer rain had swept over the city late in the afternoon. The glare of headlights from the passing traffic reflected off the damp streets, wispy steam rising from the warm asphalt.

I kept my eyes peeled, scanning the sidewalks and alleys around me. After my stare-down with the thugs by Grady's shop the other day, I knew I had to keep my head on a swivel. They had backed off then, but they would come back. I'd dealt with bitches like those two as a bouncer. I knew from first-hand experience that they enjoyed jumping people from behind.

"Got to stay alert," I muttered to myself.

Just then, a luxury town car pulled up to the curb, its headlights momentarily blinding me. I squinted into the glare until the car came to a stop.

Stepping to the curb, I opened the rear door, revealing Mrs. Pearson cradling a Japanese chin in her arms. The small dog panted with excitement, its wide-set eyes looking up at me curiously.

"Leo, darling. You're a sight for sore eyes."

"Good evening, Mrs. Pearson," I said, offering her my hand.

Mrs. Pearson shifted her dog from one arm to the other. The dog yipped with excitement, its pink tongue lolling. I caught a whiff of Mrs. Pearson's distinctive Chanel perfume as I helped her out of the town car.

"I have some bags in the back, if you don't mind," she told me, her voice warm and friendly. "Lamar, could you pop the trunk, please?"

"Of course," the driver replied.

The trunk of the town car sprung open. I retrieved several shopping bags, their contents hidden beneath layers of brightly colored tissue paper. I hooked the bags over both my arms, being careful not to let any of them touch the wet ground as I closed the trunk. I rapped my knuckles against the side of the town car and nodded to the driver as he pulled away from the curb.

"Thank you, Leo," Mrs. Pearson said, adjusting her grip on the restless dog. "You're always so helpful."

"At your service, Mrs. Pearson," I responded. "That's a very cute dog you've brought with you."

"Yes, this is my Bezzy," Mrs. Pearson said, cooing to the small dog. "She was staying with my son, but the poor girl missed me too much, so I had to have her brought to me."

"Well, if there's anything you need me to get for Bezzy, just let me know."

"Thank you. Frank brought her pet bed upstairs and secured a box of her favorite biscuits, so I think we are squared away for now."

Bezzy squirmed in Mrs. Pearson's arms, straining towards me.

"Now, don't get too close to Bezzy," Mrs. Pearson warned me, clutching the small dog protectively. "She's nervous around new people and can get snappy."

"Understood, Mrs. Pearson," I said, holding up my hand. "Perhaps she just wants to see who I am?"

"Maybe," she replied skeptically. "Be careful, though."

I cautiously reached out my hand for the dog to sniff. To my surprise, instead of barking or snapping, Bezzy licked my fingers, her tail wagging happily.

"Well, that's certainly unexpected," Mrs. Pearson remarked, a smile spreading across her face. "It seems Bezzy has taken a liking to you. I've always trusted the judgment of animals more than most people."

"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, feeling oddly flattered by her compliment. "I'm glad Bezzy likes me."

I led Mrs. Pearson into the hotel lobby. As we stepped into the elevator, Mrs. Pearson launched into a story about her recent dining experience.

"Did I tell you about the ratatouille I had at Pierre's?" she asked. "The chef uses far too much salt for my taste. I don't know why I keep ordering it."

"Ratatouille?" I mused, recalling an animated movie with the same name. "I've never had it, but I remember seeing it in that film."

"Ah, well, since Bezzy approves of you, perhaps you should accompany me to Pierre's one day soon," she suggested mischievously.

"Of course, Mrs. Pearson," I agreed politely, a bland smile on my face.

I escorted Mrs. Pearson to Room 3B. The top floor of the hotel was always quieter than the rest of the building. I appreciated the hushed quality of the hallway and the rooms that made up the third floor. As always, my eyes went to the camera at the end of the hall. I'd become much more conscious of those cameras since starting work at The Delmira Hotel.

Mrs. Pearson unlocked the door and ushered me inside. I surveyed the spacious sitting room and bedroom. Every room in the hotel was decorated in a unique style. Room 3B had a more subdued atmosphere than the other rooms. Frank had arranged the decor to please Mrs. Pearson's tastes.

I was impressed by his work. Frank was a master at the small details that made a stay at The Delmira Hotel a unique experience. From the vase of fresh lilies on the side table to the stack of glossy home decor magazines on the sofa, Frank catered to each individual guest's comfort. I'd learned a lot about hotel hospitality from him since I'd started working here.

Once she had closed the door behind me, Mrs. Pearson set Bezzy down on the beige carpet. The little dog scampered over to his plush doggy bed in the corner, circling a few times before settling in with a contented sigh and yawn.

"I think Bezzy loves that bed more than the ones I have at home for her," Mrs. Pearson observed.

"Maybe the excitement of the city just wears her out," I offered. "Any bed feels good when you're tired."

"You seem to speak from personal experience."

"I do," I admitted, thinking about the nights I spent sleeping on the bench seat of my truck.

"I have always appreciated a man with an interesting background," Mrs. Pearson said with a warm smile. "And thank you for meeting me outside the hotel. I feel much safer with an imposing young man like you waiting for my arrival."

"Of course, Mrs. Pearson," I replied. "Your safety is our top priority here at The Delmira Hotel."

"Speaking of which," she continued, her tone growing more serious, "what steps is Amelia taking to increase security around here? I've been hearing about some unsavory characters lurking about."

"Ms. Thomas has been consulting with an independent security agency to evaluate the hotel's needs," I informed her. "We're doing everything we can to ensure that our guests are safe and comfortable."

"Good," she said, nodding thoughtfully. "I must admit, I'm not accustomed to this kind of worry while staying at The Delmira. I find it unacceptable."

"As do we, Mrs. Pearson," I empathized, "and I apologize for the trouble these vagrants have caused. Strangely, they seem to target our hotel specifically."

"Like the criminals who assaulted young Mrs. Carol?" Mrs. Pearson asked.

"You've heard about that?"

"This hotel has a tight-knit clientele, Leo. Word gets around. Was she targeted, do you think?"

"I think Mrs. Carol was an unfortunate victim of opportunity," I said. "It was night and she was walking alone. These thugs must have just seized their chance."

"I'm told that Mrs. Carol was struck in the face. I saw the bruise on her cheek earlier today."

I shifted uncomfortably, uncertain about how to proceed. Mrs. Pearson was obviously aware of Ellie's attack. But out of respect for Ellie, I had to be discreet about what details I shared with Mrs. Pearson.

"Mrs. Carol was struck in the face," I confirmed, not offering to elaborate.

"How unfortunate," Mrs. Pearson sighed.

"Very unfortunate."

Mrs. Pearson cocked an eyebrow. "And yet, I wonder why Mrs. Carol's facial bruise did not appear until a full day after her assault. Not until after she saw her husband, I believe. Isn't that strange? That a bruise could appear after such a long delay?"

Mrs. Pearson was no fool. Her leading questions and the knowing look on her face let me know she had pieced together the actual story of how Ellie had gotten her bruised face.

I didn't know how to respond, so I kept my mouth shut. Mrs. Pearson nodded grimly, taking my silence for confirmation of her suspicions.

"Violence against women is so distressingly common these days," Mrs. Pearson said quietly. "I have some knowledge of it myself."

"How so?" I asked.

"Well, for almost 20 years, I was married to a man who hurt me," Mrs. Pearson said. "He didn't hurt me often, but when he did, it was brutal, vicious. Punches, slaps, kicks— he knew how to inflict maximum pain while leaving my face unmarked. Like an expert torturer. For far too long, I believed the lies he whispered into my ear, convincing me I deserved the pain, that love was synonymous with suffering. Like an idiot, I clung to the hope that things might change, that his love would finally be enough to mend the broken pieces of our life together."

Bezzy must have sensed the dismay in Mrs. Pearson's voice. She left her doggy bed and came to Mrs. Pearson, who picked her up and sat the dog in her lap.

"But one New Year's Eve ended those stupid hopes," Mrs. Pearson continued, absently stroking her dog. "We were at a party, drinking and pretending to be happy like every other couple there. At midnight, when everyone else was kissing and making resolutions, my husband dragged me into an empty room and just unleashed on me. Beat me until I could barely stand. Cracked ribs, chipped teeth. For no reason at all except I said hello to an old friend.

"When the beating finally stopped and he left the room, I realized this was my life— moments of normalcey and even joy, punctuated by sudden violence I could never predict. I thought of another 20 years of making excuses for my bruises, of walking on eggshells to avoid his rage. And I knew I couldn't do it anymore."

Bezzy whined quietly, staring up at her distraught owner. Mrs. Pearson kissed the dog on her head. She took in a deep breath and straightened her back. When Mrs. Pearson spoke again, her voice was much steadier.

"So I hired the best divorce lawyer in the state," she continued. "I had no money, but he agreed to work on contingency since my husband was wealthy. I watched with grim satisfaction as that lawyer dismantled my husband, Leo."

"Your lawyer was able to protect you?" I asked.

"He protected me and provided some small measure of justice," Mrs. Pearson said. "One story illustrates this point brilliantly. There was a small cabin in a place called Prospar Lake. My husband had stayed at that cabin every summer when he was a boy. It was very dear to him. My lawyer made sure that the cabin became my property. I didn't want it for myself, but taking it from my husband hurt him deeply. It was a small piece of justice for all the years of abuse he put me through."

"Damn," I muttered, forgetting my decorum. "Sounds like you made the right choice, Mrs. Pearson."

"Everyone hates lawyers until they need one," she said with a wry smile. "That's a salutary lesson for anyone… but especially for a young woman with no resources who might be trapped in an abusive marriage with a powerful man. Do we understand each other?"

I held Mrs. Pearson's intense gaze, realizing how much I had underestimated this woman. I nodded slowly, taking in her satisfied expression.

"Good," she said. "I will text you my lawyer's name, in case you might know of anyone who could use his services."

"I'd appreciate that."

"Well, thank you again for escorting me up here, Leo. I think I'll retire to my bed for the rest of the night."

"Good night, Mrs. Pearson."

"Good night, Leo. Give my regards to Mrs. Carol."

Mrs. Pearson had given me a lot to think about. As I left her room, I considered the resilience and strength it must have taken for Mrs. Pearson to stand up to her abusive husband. It was a sad reminder of the hidden struggles people could face, even in a place as seemingly safe and luxurious as The Delmira Hotel.

More importantly, I understood the message that Mrs. Pearson had conveyed to me.

"If Mrs. Pearson found a way out," I said to myself, "then so can Ellie."

Back in the lobby, I spent the next few hours at the front desk, searching for articles on my laptop.

"Contingency fees in divorce cases are frowned upon, but not illegal," I read aloud.

The clock on the wall ticked away, marking the passage of time as I tried to immerse myself in the intricacies of divorce law. My thoughts kept drifting back to Mrs. Pearson's story. I felt a sense of relief that she had found some kind of justice for herself. I hoped Ellie could do the same.

My research was interrupted by the sudden clatter of the front door swinging open. Scout charged into the lobby, her face flushed and agitated. I jumped to my feet, concerned by her frenzied appearance.

"Scout, are you okay?" I asked, reaching out a hand to steady her.

"Leo," she hissed, ignoring my question. "Come up to my room and fuck me right now!"

"I'm on shift for another hour," I reminded her, taken aback by the urgency in her tone.

"Fine!" she snapped, stamping her foot in frustration, the sharp clack of her heel echoing through the marble-floored lobby. "As soon as you're off work, then."

"Scout," I said firmly, "I won't touch you if you've been drinking."

"Dammit, I haven't had a drop of fucking alcohol!" she spat before storming off to take the stairs up to her room.

As the minutes dragged by, I speculated on what could cause Scout's volatile behavior. It was part of her charm, after all— smart, daring, and unapologetically sexual. Like Amelia, Scout was the kind of older woman I had always fantasized about meeting. But I'd never seen Scout this agitated before. I was worried about her.

When the clock finally struck midnight, I closed down the front desk and made my way up the staircase to Scout's room. Halfway there, my phone buzzed in my pocket, a message from Scout flashing on the screen: "Door's open. Just come in."

I found the door ajar as promised and let myself in, calling her name. No response. Moving further inside, I froze at the sight before me.

Scout stood in the middle of the room, naked, watching me with hungry eyes. I suddenly forgot all about her distress as heat flooded into my groin.

Scout sashayed toward me, reaching for my belt.

"I've been waiting for you," she purred, deft fingers undoing my fly.

"God, you're so fucking sexy," I breathed, taking in every inch of her sultry form.

"Enough talk," Scout demanded, pulling me towards the bed. "I need you to fuck me like a goddamn animal."

My heart raced as I quickly stripped off my clothes, tossing them aside haphazardly. Scout eagerly dropped to her knees before me, wrapping her lips around my rapidly hardening cock. She sucked hungrily, her tongue lapping my cockhead, her soft moans thrumming up and down my shaft.

"Fuck," I moaned. "You get me so hard, so fast. And your mouth feels incredible."

"Your precum tastes amazing," she growled between licks, gazing up at me with lust-filled eyes. "I love that you leak so much, I can't get enough."

We fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, Scout straddling my waist as she ground her hips against mine. I groaned, hands finding her breasts and squeezing the firm flesh. She arched into my touch with a whimper, rolling her hips in a way that made my dick throb.

"I need your cock," she panted, raising up on her knees. One hand wrapped around my length, guiding me to her entrance. "I want you so fucking deep inside me."

She sank down in one swift movement, enveloping me in silken heat. We both cried out at the sensation, clinging to each other as she started to ride me in earnest. Her finger raked down my chest as I gripped her hips, meeting each downward thrust with an upward buck of my own.

"Yes, yes," she chanted. "Just like that, fuck, it feels so good…"

The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the room, punctuated by our moans and gasps. I sat up, wrapping my arms around Scout to pull her flush against me, and rolled us over so I was on top. She wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me on as I pounded into her.

"Harder," she begged. "Ruin me, Leo, I need it so bad…"

I braced myself on the mattress and drove into her with abandon, our bodies rocking the bedsprings. The delicious friction spiraled tighter and tighter, pleasure coiling at the base of my spine. From the way Scout's nails dug into my back, I knew she was close as well.

With a few more deep thrusts, Scout came undone beneath me, her inner walls clenching down as she whimpered my name. I followed soon after, spilling myself inside her with a groan, filling her pussy with my cum until it overflowed with my hot, sticky cream.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, limbs tangled and chests heaving. Scout curled against my side, a contented smile on her lips. I wrapped her in my arms.

"Jesus," Scout gasped, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "That was… intense."

"Intense and fucking amazing," I agreed, my heart still pounding in my ears.

"I needed that so badly," she said.

"Happy to provide," I laughed. "Now, you want to tell me what the fuck is going on with you?"

"In the tub," she replied. "I prepared everything for us."

Still panting from our passionate encounter, Scout took my hand and led me to the bathroom. The room was filled with steam. The enormous bathtub in the center was already filled with hot water. Scout dropped two bath bombs into the tub, creating a whirlwind of fizz and bubbles. The scent of cucumbers and mint filled the air.

"Come on, Leo," she urged, beckoning me into the tub.

We climbed in together, the hot water soothing our spent bodies. Scout snuggled into my arms, her head resting on my chest.

"Thank you for that hard fucking," Scout murmured. "I needed it to clear my head."

I couldn't help but smile at her words, but my pleasure faded as I noticed her expression darken.

"What's wrong?" I asked, concerned.

Scout went quiet, and I wondered if she was crying. Instead, I realized she was shaking with anger.

"It's Professor Warren," she seethed. "He's demanding that I become his mistress."

"So, nothing new?" I asked, remembering her previous complaints about the man.

She shook her head. "It's completely different this time."

I furrowed my brow. "What do you mean?"

"Remember the night we had sex behind the dance club in 'Fuck Me Alley'?" she asked. "Well, someone recognized me and recorded us. Somehow, Professor Warren got hold of the video."

"Shit," I muttered, my stomach twisting into knots.

"Exactly," she continued. "He showed me a copy tonight. It's blurry and dark, but it's definitely us having sex. I don't know who recorded us. All I know is that Warren has promised to 'accidentally' release the video online if I don't give him what he wants."

"Fucking hell," I said, wrapping my arms around her tightly. "Scout, I'm so sorry."

She clung to me, her body trembling as she fought back furious tears. "Before, he could only deny me a professorship. But now, with that video, he could ruin my career."

I felt anger boiling inside me. This was beyond unfair, this was fucking criminal. No one had the right to blackmail someone like this. I knew I had to help Scout, but I didn't know how.

"What can I do to help?" I asked her.

"Just hold me," Scout sighed. "Hold me tight, Leo."


Chapter 10

"He's a dangerous man."




The morning sunshine cast a warm glow on the city streets as I walked Ellie to The Daily Pour. All around us, people hustled to their jobs, absorbed in their own little worlds just as Ellie and I were.

I glanced at Ellie walking beside me, her soft blonde hair framing her face. She caught me staring and smiled shyly, her big blue eyes shining in the bright sunlight.

Damn, she's a fucking angel. How'd you get so lucky, bro?

I'd given up trying to understand how my life had changed so quickly. From one day to the next, it seemed like new challenges and new pleasures were hurtling toward me at breakneck speed. The best I could do was roll with the craziness and just try my best to stay afloat.

"I wish I could hold your hand right now," Ellie murmured, looking down at the sidewalk.

"I'd like that too," I said, my fingers twitching with the urge to clasp her delicate hand in mine. "But we have to be careful, at least when we're out in the city. That reporter may still be lurking around."

As much as I hated hiding, I couldn't risk jeopardizing Ellie's safety. Not when she'd already endured so much.

"I wouldn't put it past my husband to have a private detective trailing us," Ellie confided.

"All the more reason to be careful."

We paused at a crosswalk, watching the traffic surge past us.

"Leo?"

"Yeah?"

"You've made me feel things I've never felt before," Ellie whispered, glancing around to ensure no one overheard. "Thank you for not pressuring me to… you know. I'm not ready for that yet."

"Just being with you is enough for me," I reassured her. "We'll take everything one step at a time, okay?"

"Okay," she agreed. "I can go with that."

I grinned at the blonde beauty standing so close to me. As I looked at Ellie's lovely face, I noticed that the bruise on her cheek had faded quite a bit.

"Your bruise is almost gone," I remarked gently.

"Really?" Ellie touched her cheek, a hopeful smile crossing her lips. "That's good to hear."

I hesitated for a moment before continuing, getting closer to Ellie so I could speak in a lower voice.

"I spoke with Mrs. Pearson last night. She told me she was also in an abusive marriage with a powerful husband. It got me thinking about your situation."

"How did she get out of it?" Ellie asked, curiosity and desperation apparent in her eyes.

"Mrs. Pearson hired an expert divorce lawyer— a real legal shark," I explained. "He protected her from her husband and made sure she got good terms in the divorce."

Ellie frowned as the light turned and we crossed the street.

"I've looked into divorce lawyers, Leo. They're so expensive. I don't have any money. And if I fight my husband in court, he will cut off my mother's care out of spite."

"Mrs. Pearson's husband was wealthy, so her lawyer worked on contingency," I said, hoping to ease her concerns. "That means he didn't ask for any money upfront— just a percentage of what he won for her. Considering your husband's status, Mrs. Pearson's lawyer might take you on as a client. He could handle your case and make sure your mother's healthcare isn't jeopardized."

Ellie suddenly looked frightened. She looked around wildly, as if her husband might have been right behind us.

"But getting a lawyer would anger him, Leo!" Ellie whispered. "You don't understand— he's a dangerous man. Not just because of his money and power, but because he's willing to use violence. He has friends who'd hurt people for him."

I felt a chill run through my guts as I listened to her words. Senator Carol was an intimidating man, but I refused to be scared off.

"If you decide to get a lawyer, I'll do everything I can to protect you," I promised, my voice firm. "It's worth looking into, at least. You deserve to be free of that bastard, Ellie. I want to help you make it happen."

"Thank you, Leo. That means a lot to me."

"Of course," I said, my determination to help her only growing stronger. "I'll keep investigating this lawyer and see what I can find."

We continued on our way, neither of us speaking, both lost in our thoughts. As we neared the coffee shop, Ellie eventually grew more animated.

"You look happier," I noted.

"I can't wait to have the iced cappuccino," Ellie said. "The way Blue makes it is really tasty."

"She's a talented girl."

"I've become friendlier with Blue," Ellie enthused. "Knowing you has brought us closer together. It's so nice to have a new friend. She mentioned taking me out bowling. I'd like you to join us."

"Sounds like great fun," I responded, excited by the prospect. "I'm happy you're making friends, Ellie. Honestly, I'm starting to love living in the city, meeting new people, and making new friends, too."

We entered The Daily Pour and the rich aroma of coffee embraced us. Blue's bright pink and blue hair stood out behind the counter, her slim figure bustling around as she prepared drinks. When she saw us, her face lit up and she waved enthusiastically.

"Well, if it isn't my two favorite customers! The usual, I presume?"

"Actually, I think I want that iced cappuccino you made for me yesterday," Ellie said. "It was too yummy."

"One spicy-icy cap, coming right up!"

I smiled down at Ellie. She seemed lighter, more at ease than I'd seen her before. The coffee shop and the friendly people around her brought out a more relaxed and outgoing Ellie. I loved seeing that part of her.

"So, Kandi and I were thinking of going bowling in a couple of days," Blue said as she worked the espresso machine. "You two should join. Might do Ellie good to get out, have some fun with friends for a change."

"Ellie mentioned that," I said. "It sounds like fun, but are you sure you can handle me? I'm a competitor, I don't play at bowling."

"We'll see about that." Kandi emerged from the back room, tossing a dish towel over her shoulder, her massive rack jiggling with each step. "I happen to be an excellent bowler. Undefeated at my old job's league."

"Careful, bro," Blue warned. "She's not joking. Kandi's got mad bowling skills. You'll have your work cut out for you, Mr. Carr."

"Three women? I'm good with those numbers."

"Get your wallet ready then, because we're hitting the Vietnamese place again before bowling," Kandi said.

"Ellie's never had pho noodles," Blue added with a grin. "We're gonna broaden sis's horizons."

"Blue just wants to get close to Ellie," Kandi laughed, winking at me. "She's got a huge crush on our girl here."

I watched as Ellie's cheeks turned a rosy pink, clearly flustered by the attention. Blue simply shrugged, unabashed about her girl crush on Ellie.

"Whatever," I said with a shrug. "Pho and bowling it is. I never step back from a challenge. Just give me time to limber up. I'll be ready for all y'all."

"Limber, huh?" Blue's eyes gleamed with mirth. "Maybe you should have a protein smoothie instead of this Americano. Need to keep your energy and strength up if you're going to 'handle' the three of us."

"Is that a promise or a threat?" I shot back, Ellie delighting at our playful banter. "Don't worry, I can handle anything you girls throw at me."

"Careful what you wish for." Kandi licked her lips at me, picking up the thread of Blue's sexual teasing. "We might just take you up on that, stud."

"Looking forward to it." I grabbed the iced Americano that Blue set on the counter. "I should head back to the hotel and make sure everything's running smoothly. Ellie, you going to be okay if I leave you with these two troublemakers?"

"I think I can handle them." Ellie's eyes gleamed, her shyness fading into a quiet mischief of her own.

"Atta, girl!" Blue slung an arm around Ellie's shoulders, Kandi flanking her other side. "We'll take good care of her, Leo. Don't you worry."

"Wasn't planning on worrying at all."

I waved to the three of them and pushed open the door, stepping out into the sun.

"See you later, ladies," I called over my shoulder as I left the coffee shop, their flirty chatter echoing behind me.

I strode down the sidewalk, feeling buoyant and energized after hanging out with the girls. But as I walked back to the hotel, my thoughts returned to Scout and her troubles with Professor Warren.

Rage bubbled up inside me when I thought of the bastard blackmailing her with that video. I desperately wanted to help her, but how? My first instinct was to beat the living hell out of the older man— bullies like my father and Warren set my blood boiling. I knew that wouldn't work, though. This wasn't the playground or some bar-room brawl. This was serious business, a problem that could affect the rest of Scout's life. I needed to figure something out.

My mind also drifted to Amelia, wondering where she'd been lately. I missed her nightly visits to my room and the rough sex she always demanded.

I shook my head, trying to focus on the present. It was hard to focus when so much was going on. My thoughts were a whirlwind of Amelia, Scout, and Ellie as I walked past the alley by Grady's store.

The sudden impact of a half-filled water bottle smacking me in the head snapped me back to reality. Staggering, I turned to see a vagrant down the alley, laughing at his bullshit.

Recognition hit me like a ton of bricks— this was the bastard who had slapped Ellie and stolen her tote bag weeks ago. I stared at his face, eliminating all doubt about his identity.

"Motherfucker," I growled.

Fury surged through my veins. Without a second thought, I charged after him down the narrow alley. He took off running, but I was determined to catch this lowlife and beat the shit out of him.

As I sprinted, I noticed a new security camera installed at the corner of the alley. A small smile formed on my lips, knowing Grady had taken action to secure the premises.

Rounding the corner, I spotted the thug waiting for me behind Grady's store, a smug grin plastered on his face. My blood boiled, eager for the chance to twist this piece of shit into submission.

"Hey, asshole!" I yelled, wading toward him.

I remembered the butcher knife this bitch had flashed at me. If he still had it on him, I was going to have to rethink this whole thing. A guy with a knife was almost as dangerous as a guy with a gun. In a fistfight, maybe even more dangerous.

To my relief, the tote-snatcher raised his fists like a shitty boxer. He was wearing baggy shorts and the distinctive puffy nylon vest over a wife-beater. I didn't see anywhere he could hide a knife.

"Wassup, bitch?" I snarled at him.

He didn't answer, just grinned at me. It was a little unnerving to see such a skinny guy looking so confident.

I circled to my right, figuring he was weaker on his left side. I balled up my fists, ready to throw a punch to distract him before shooting in and taking the tote snatcher down for some ground-and-pound.

But before I could land a hit, I was suddenly tripped from behind, falling hard onto the cement. Another thug, short and fat with a face mask and baseball cap, appeared from my blind spot and began kicking me.

The tote snatcher joined his friend. The kicks landed on my ribs and head, each blow sending waves of pain through my body. Despite the blows, I managed to scramble back on my feet. Tapping into my wrestling instincts, I put on a burst of speed and grabbed the fat thug and suplexed his ass, sending him crashing onto the concrete. He groaned in pain, but I had no time to gloat over the moment.

The tote snatcher charged at me again, but I was ready for him this time. I grabbed his arm, delivering a knee to his gut that left him gasping for air. Gripping the fabric of his nylon puffer vest, I started pounding his face with my other fist, unleashing all my anger and frustration onto him.

Suddenly, the fat thug shoved me from the side, allowing the tote snatcher to twist free of his vest. The two thugs bolted away down the alley, leaving me holding the torn vest.

My face bloodied but grinning, I yelled after them, "That all you got, bitches!?"

Their cowardly retreat was satisfying, but as they disappeared from view, dizziness overtook me. Kneeling on the ground, I took a moment to collect myself, one hand clutching the vest, the other pressed to my throbbing forehead. Panting and still dizzy from the kick to my head, I tried to steady myself on the pavement.

Grady Salazar cautiously peeked around the corner of the alley. His eyes wide with concern, Grady rushed to my aid.

"Leo!" he exclaimed as he helped me to my feet. "I'm calling the police!"

"Wait," I said, pointing to the new camera mounted at the corner of the alley. "The cops will need to see the footage. Make sure you got it."

Grady's face fell. "Oh god, Leo. I'm so sorry, but I haven't hooked up the hard drive storage yet. I saw you being attacked on the security monitor, but it wasn't recorded."

"Damn it," I muttered, frustration coursing through me.

Grady pulled out his phone, but I pushed his hand down.

"Don't bother calling the cops, Mr. Salazar. They won't do anything. And we don't need more negative attention on The Delmira Hotel."

He hesitated, torn between wanting to help and respecting my wishes. "But those criminals!"

"Let it go," I insisted, my voice firm despite the pain. "Without video, there's nothing we can do. I'm okay. I just need to get back to the hotel."

"You sure?" Grady said incredulously. "You've just been assaulted, young man!"

"I'm good. Seriously, I'll be okay, Mr. Salazar."

"Alright," he said reluctantly. "But let me know if you change your mind."

"Will do."

Hours later, I lay in my bed, my body sore and bruised but still alive. Frank had volunteered to cover my shift so I could recover. Amelia had checked in on me, thanking me for being discreet about the attack and urging me to go to urgent care. I'd turned her down, knowing I was battered but not badly injured.

As I rested, I replayed the events in my mind. I was happy that I had managed to hurt both the tote snatcher and the fat thug, but I knew I needed to be extra careful outside the hotel from now on.

Glancing at the torn puffer vest on the floor beside my bed, I realized that getting jumped by two thugs was a stupid thing to do. They'd set some kind of fucking trap for me, and I fell right into it. I should have been way more smart about the whole thing.

"Fucking bitch ass punks," I grumbled.

My personal phone buzzed on the nightstand, tearing me from my dark thoughts. Grimacing at the pain in my bruised body, I reached for my phone and squinted at the unfamiliar number. Curiosity aroused, I tapped open the message.

"That's what you get for sticking your dick where it don't belong! If you don't quit The Delmira Hotel, more pain will come for you, Leo Carr."

My jaw clenched as I re-read the words, cold fury washing over me. So, the attack hadn't been random. This message just confirmed that someone was out to get me.

I set the phone down, my fists tightening involuntarily. Whoever had sent this message was watching me closely. I did not know who it could be, but they definitely wanted me gone from the hotel.

"Fuck that," I muttered under my breath. "I'm not going anywhere."

As I lay back on the pillows, my mind raced through the possibilities. Was this related to Ellie and her husband? It had to be the Senator, right? She had warned me about him being a dangerous man. But how had he found out about me and Ellie? Or was there some other enemy I'd made without realizing it?

One thing was certain— I wasn't going to sit back and take this shit. I would figure out who was behind this attack and then I was going to deal with them.

"Fuck around and find out," I whispered to myself, the adrenaline pumping through my veins despite my injuries.

There was no going back now.


Coming Soon




In the third and final book of Hotel Harem, Leo's sexual relationships with Amelia, Scout, and Ellie become even more intense. But a seductive new player will enter the scene— the playful barista, Blue Skye-Bright. As bodies entwine, secrets unravel, and boundaries blur, Leo must uncover the chilling truth behind the violent thugs targeting the hotel.
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