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Synopsis




Book 3 of 3 - After an attack that left him bruised and bloody, Leo falls even deeper into the seductive embrace of his new harem. As he indulges in raw pleasures with Amelia, Scout, and Ellie, Leo continues to unravel the sinister mystery behind the violence endangering the hotel.

But when the charming and lewd barista, Blue, takes Leo deep into her world, sparks fly and Leo's lust reaches a fever pitch. With danger closing in, Leo must navigate a treacherous path of sex and love, risking it all to build his harem and keep it safe from harm.

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


HOTEL HAREM




Book 3, The Thirsty Barista


Chapter 1

"A pretty thing put on display."




Late morning sunlight dappled the brick face of the Solaire University Botanical Library. It was an old and stately building, well-maintained yet seemingly deserted.

Ellie and I sat in my truck in front of the library. We were parked in the shade beneath an enormous maple tree, our windows down to let the summer breeze flow through the cab. The engine ticked as it cooled, the hood and windshield still dusty from our night at the drive-in. Soft music played on the radio, Ellie's phone plugged into my aux cable.

Ellie was looking gorgeous, as usual. She was wearing a yellow sundress and a floppy white hat. The scent of her clean skin mingled with the familiar smell of my truck. Except for the cuts on my face and the aching bruises on my body, sitting there with Ellie snuggled against me and holding my hand was just about the most comforting thing I could imagine doing.

Ellie gazed into my eyes, frowning. She leaned close to me, her silky blonde hair brushing against my face, and tenderly kissed the back of my hand. With a soft sigh, she pressed it against her cheek.

"Leo," she whispered, her blue eyes brimming with regret. "I'm so sorry I got you involved in my marriage problems."

"Hey," I said gently, running my thumb along her jawline, "we don't know for sure that it was Senator Carol who sent those thugs to beat me up."

Ellie shook her head, her gaze unwavering. "I'm certain it was him, Leo. This is the kind of thing he does. He's possessive. Cruel. And violent. Believe me, I know what I'm talking about."

I swallowed hard, feeling a surge of anger and protectiveness for Ellie. It had only been a day since I was ambushed behind Grady Salazar's shop. The sting of the attack was still fresh, even if my bruises were healing.

The message you got just seals it," Ellie continued. "My husband delights in threatening people."

"Yeah, it probably was him," I admitted reluctantly. "But how did he find out about us?"

"Amelia?" Ellie suggested. "You've mentioned how interested she is in your personal life."

I shook my head. "I doubt it was Amelia. She's very discreet about her guests' private affairs."

"But you said Amelia wanted to know about your encounters with Professor Harris. And that she even asked about me."

"Amelia is a unique person," I said. "She knows I was having relations with Scout. Amelia didn't care. In fact, she encouraged it as long as I was discreet. Amelia wouldn't undermine her professional discretion by snitching on our affair."

"Affair?" Ellie mused. "Yes, I suppose that is what we are doing. It's such an ugly word."

"Your marriage is an ugly thing," I told her. "What we are doing is not ugly. Not in any way. Don't ever think that."

"I don't," she whispered. "You are the best thing that's happened to me in years."

"Ditto."

"But if not Amelia, then who else could have reported us?" Ellie asked, her voice strained with worry.

I gritted my teeth, mentally going over a suspicion that had hit me as I lay in bed recuperating from the attack. I'd spent that time in bed just going over all the ways Senator Carol could have known I was seeing his wife. Again and again, my mind returned to one person who knew the workings of the hotel and the guests as much as Amelia or I did.

"Frank," I muttered. "He was in the lobby when I came down from your room after spending the night with you. He had access to the security monitor and would have seen me leaving your room. That bastard. It must have been him."

Ellie nodded slowly, her eyes darkening with frustration. "That would fit how my husband operates. He loves having eyes and ears everywhere. Hiring an inside spy like Frank? It wouldn't surprise me at all."

"Still," I said, the gears in my head refusing to stop turning. "It doesn't make sense. The thugs who attacked me also attacked you, Ellie. Why would your husband go after his own wife?"

Ellie shifted uncomfortably in her seat, looking down at her lap. "Maybe he wants me afraid and dependent on him. Too scared to leave."

"Maybe," I said doubtfully.

"I'm just sorry you got hurt, Leo."

I gripped her hand tightly. "The Senator tried to scare me off, to keep me away from a woman he wants to own and control. He failed. I don't care who comes after me. I'm not running away."

A smile lit her eyes. "You mean that?"

"I mean that," I assured her.

Ellie kissed me then, soft and slow. For a moment, I forgot about everything but the sweetness of her lips on mine.

Deeper and deeper, dude. You're sinking into her so fast that you might end up drowning.

I ignored my doubts and silenced the warning voice in my head. Being with Ellie felt too good to give up. I could worry about consequences later. For now, it was just me and her.

We rested our foreheads against each other, both of us grinning. I kissed her cheek and squinted at the building in front of us.

"Solaire University Botanical Library and Archives," I read from the carved stone arch above the main door. "So, why did you bring us here?"

Ellie's eyes brightened as she looked up at the impressive building. "This place is my oasis of calm. I thought we could both use a little peace right now."

"Some peace would be very welcome," I agreed.

We climbed out of the truck. Ellie grabbed a tote bag from the backseat. As we approached the library's entrance, she pulled out a key and unlocked the heavy front doors.

"Only scholars and private trustees are allowed in here," she explained, holding the door open for me. "I sit on the Board of the Library as the wife of Senator Carol, so I have access whenever I want. It's quiet, beautiful, and best of all, it's free."

Inside, the foyer was dim and hushed, paneled in oak and smelling of beeswax and old books. Ellie signed us into a leather-bound guest book that looked a century old before leading me further into the stately building. The polished marble floors and high ceilings instantly put me at ease, making me feel like I'd stepped into another world entirely.

"We're alone in here, but I still feel the need to whisper," Ellie giggled. "Old habits die hard."

Ellie took my hand again as we stepped into the main reading room, a vaulted space filled with antique tables and glass-fronted bookcases. Shafts of golden light filtered through a ceiling of small-paned windows, dappling the floor.

"Wow," I breathed, taking in the ornate architecture and rows of leather-bound books lining the shelves. "This place is incredible."

"Isn't it? My husband funds this place through his mega-church," Ellie explained, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's part of the Solaire University Trust for Scientific and Religious Liberty."

"Very generous of him."

Ellie laughed quietly. "It's a tax dodge, and probably money laundering too. My husband does nothing unless it enriches his wealth or his status. Even so, I can't help but love coming here. It's so beautiful and quiet inside."

I gazed around, taking in the library's timeless grace. But its beauty was marred by the thought of Senator Carol funding it, his corrupt money tainting everything he touched.

We stopped in front of an open display case. Ellie put on a pair of white cotton gloves from the shelf and picked up an old, leather-bound book. The pages were filled with hand-drawn illustrations of exotic plants and flowers, accompanied by delicate cursive text.

"This is the diary of a botanist from 250 years ago," Ellie told me, her gloved fingers tracing the faded ink. "He explored this region, collecting samples and documenting his findings. This and other journals are from some of the first explorers to document the local flora and fauna. Dating back to the 1700s."

My eyes drifted across the fragile, yellowed pages. "Amazing that they've survived all this time."

"Amazing."

"Right? He never knew that three centuries later, people would still be reading his journal." Ellie gently returned the book to its shelf. "Come on, I want to show you something."

Hand in hand, Ellie led me to a sweeping staircase in the center of the building. We climbed to the second floor, which was as elegant as the first. The air seemed to grow even quieter as we entered a room full of glass cases that held preserved flowers and plants.

"This is really cool," I said.

Ellie brought me to a display that clearly held some special meaning for her. The shelf was small and isolated away from the window. Inside the locked display, a delicate-looking flower was pressed between two panes of glass. A small card explained the flower was an extinct viola. Dated to the 1950s, this flower was one of the last specimens found in the wild.

"Sometimes, when I look at this flower," Ellie murmured, her eyes fixed on the delicate blossom, "I see myself in it. A pretty thing put on display, trapped in glass."

I slid an arm around her waist, wishing I could shield her from the politician that had trapped her in such a suffocating situation.

"You're more than just a pretty thing for Senator Carol to possess," I told her.

Ellie rested her head on my shoulder. "When I'm with you, I can believe that," she whispered, smiling. "But that's enough melodrama for one day. Right?"

"Absolutely."

"Then follow me. The best part of the library is outside."

Ellie and I went downstairs on a smaller staircase at the back of the second floor. We came to a glass door behind a heavy iron gate.

"Ready?" Ellie asked.

"Lead on."

Ellie unlocked the glass door and pushed open the gate, revealing a hidden oasis. The library's private garden was a stunning botanical haven encased in high stone walls. As we stepped into the sunshine, my eyes were immediately drawn to an explosion of colors as butterflies and bees buzzed around the vibrant blossoms of roses, carnations, and other flowers I didn't know the names of. The lush green foliage seemed to stretch out endlessly in orderly rows, dotted with bright splashes of yellow and orange and red.

"Welcome to my private garden," Ellie said as she swept her arm across the vista before us. "That's how I think of it, anyway."

She guided me along the winding gravel path, pointing out various flowers and sharing their unique stories. Her enthusiasm was infectious. I could tell that this place meant a lot to Ellie, a safe harbor away from her violent husband.

After we had crossed the entire walled garden, we reached a small bench tucked beneath the protective canopy of a willow tree. Its long tendrils swayed gently in the breeze, casting dappled shadows over the wooden seat. We sat down and Ellie pulled two bottles of sweet tea from her tote bag. As we sipped the cool, sweet drink, our hands found each other, intertwining our fingers together.

"This place is amazing," I told her. "After being in the city, it's like a daydream out here among all these flowers. Thank you for bringing me."

"I just wanted to make up for involving you in all this mess," Ellie said, her voice laden with guilt.

"None of this is your fault," I reassured her, stroking her warm hand in mine.

"My husband will do whatever it takes to keep us apart. Including hurting you again." Her eyes glistened with tears. "I should end this before it's too late."

"Hey." I tipped up her chin. "We're not giving up that easily. I'm not going to just walk away at the first sign of trouble."

A soft smile curved her lips. "Promise me you'll be careful. I couldn't forgive myself if something worse happened to you."

"I'll be careful," I reassured her. "I was careless before and paid for it. My head will be on a swivel from now on. No one is gonna jump me like that again."

Ellie offered a weak smile before joking, "I always seem to find a way to screw things up for you, don't I?"

"Ellie, don't run yourself down all the time," I scolded her gently. "Stop it, it's not right. You're a sweet, kind, and caring person. And you are the most beautiful woman I've ever known."

Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, and she turned away, trying to hide her embarrassment. I silently admired the way her blush spread across her cheeks, making her look even more radiant.

"Hey," I murmured, placing my fingers beneath her chin and turning her face towards me. "I mean it."

Our eyes locked and the world around us seemed to fade away as we drew closer. Our lips met in a slow, tender kiss that quickly grew passionate and hungry. The taste of sweet tea still lingered on Ellie's lips as our tongues caressed, a warm sweetness that I savored as I held her. After all the chaos that had gone down, this was a moment of stolen bliss, a respite that both of us had dearly earned.

An hour later, as shadows angled across the rows of flowers, Ellie and I strolled hand-in-hand back toward my truck. The sun had risen higher in the sky, bathing us in warm golden light. A ride-share car was already parked next to my truck, waiting for Ellie.

"Are you going to be okay on your own?" I asked her.

"Of course," she replied, playfully slapping my arm. "I'm just going to treat myself to a spa day."

"Okay. You deserve that."

Ellie reached up and gently touched my battered face. "Will you be okay?"

"I'll manage," I said playfully, feeling a familiar surge of protectiveness for this sweet girl.

Ellie leaned in to kiss me, her lips soft against mine. As she pulled away, she wrapped her arms around me, hugging me tightly. Her breath tickled my ear as she whispered, "Thank you for spending this beautiful morning with me."

"Nowhere I'd rather be," I told her, breathing in the scent of her hair and soft skin.

Ellie pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine. "I know you're seeing other women, Leo. I want you to know that I'm okay with that. I won't ever try to control you. I just… I need you to know something."

"What is it?" I asked, a wry smile on my lips.

Ellie hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching mine before she leaned close.

"I love you," she whispered.

Her words caught me off guard, rendering me speechless. My heart started pounding in my chest, an uneasy mix of excitement and fear surging through me. I'd never had anyone say that to me, not seriously at least. My mother never said it and my father was more likely to grow wings than say something kind to me. Hearing Ellie say she loved me was something unexpected, something almost scary.

Before I could think of a response, Ellie rushed over to the waiting ride-share car, opening the door and sliding inside as the driver started the engine. Ellie looked back at me, her eyes twinkling with emotion. I raised my hand, waving goodbye, watching the car pull away and disappear down the street.

A storm of thoughts and emotions churned within me as I stood there. I couldn't deny the powerful feelings I had for Ellie, the connection that we shared. But I also knew that she was still trapped in an abusive marriage with a dangerous man who would stop at nothing to maintain control.

Everything was happening so fast. I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether I was going to take a plunge into something I couldn't come back from. There were so many ways things could go wrong and only a few ways to get things right.

People were depending on me. It was an unfamiliar experience to feel that weight on my shoulders.

Things were simpler when you were living in your truck, dude.

I shook my head, smiling bitterly at the thought. As much as I loved my old truck, those days were long gone.

"Let's get back to the hotel," I murmured, patting the hood of my truck, the sun-warmed steel hot beneath my palm. "We got stuff to do."


Chapter 2

"Pink and blue are my natural hair colors!"




I was in my apartment, pushing myself through a light workout. I still had a few hours before my shift started and I wanted to get my body right as much as possible before putting on a suit and getting behind the front desk.

Word of my assault had gotten to all The Delmira Hotel's guests. During the day, I'd been approached by each one, their kind words a balm on the aches and pains of my body.

Mrs. Whitworth was especially kind, offering me a day at her favorite spa whenever I wanted it. The idea of laying beside an indoor pool with mud on my face and cucumber slices on my eyes was comical, but I appreciated the elderly woman's concern for me.

Before she left me, Mrs. Whitworth had patted my hand and once again sighed, "If I was a few decades younger…" It was a joke, but also sincere. After seeing how hot Mrs. Whitworth had been as a younger woman, I knew I'd have jumped at the chance to get balls deep in her the moment she even hinted at wanting my dick.

We all get old, dude. Actually living before you die is the whole point of things.

My inner voice was getting very philosophical lately. Maybe Ellie's introspection was rubbing off on me. The two of us had gotten so close, so fast. It was no surprise that her reflective personality was influencing my thoughts. We came from similar backgrounds, both of us poor kids from broken families just trying to make a life here in the big city.

I shook my head, clearing away these jumbled thoughts. I ran through my wrestling moves, doing everything but sprawling as sweat poured down my face and onto my bruised torso. The pain from the attack still lingered, but exercise always seemed to help the healing process. I had to push through the soreness, work out the kinks and bruises those bastards had left me with.

Physical exertion gave me focus and kept my mind occupied. I needed that clarity. Especially now, after what Ellie had said.

I love you.

Her tender confession echoed in my mind, staying with me no matter how much I exercised. The way she looked at me when she said those words were as powerful as the words themselves.

"Focus," I muttered under my breath, running through the last minutes of my workout. "You got a lot of things on your plate right now."

The timer on my laptop chimed and I slowed to a cool-down pace. Stretching out, I let my mind go blank and just focused on my breathing. I could feel my pulse pounding in my head. It was a good feeling, one that let me know blood was flowing through my body the way it needed to for healing.

Feeling tired yet satisfied, I headed to my bedroom for a much-needed shower. As I entered the room, the sight of the purple nylon vest on the floor caught my attention. It belonged to the purse-snatching thug who had lured me into the alley behind Grady's shop.

I grimaced at the memory of their sneaker-clad feet kicking me, their greasy hands grabbing at me. Situational awareness was something I'd let slip, so caught up in punishing the scum who slapped Ellie that I let myself get jumped from behind.

"Never gonna happen again," I vowed to myself as I prodded the vest with my toe.

I had searched the pockets for any clues, but all that I found was some gum and a few quarters. The vest was typical streetwear, cheap materials with an expensive label. Thugged-up bitches always wore the same stupid shit. Plus, the vest reeked of cheap spray-on cologne, making my stomach turn. Working as a bouncer, I'd smelled that crap every goddamn night. I could identify this shitty cologne down to the bottle they sold at the dollar store.

"Fucking disgusting," I said aloud, kicking the vest into a corner of the room.

I knew I should probably get rid of it, but something told me it might come in handy sometime. At the very least, it was a reminder to be on my guard and not let emotions overwhelm my judgment. For now, though, I needed to wash off the grime of my workout and the lingering stench of that awful cologne.

I stripped down and examined my body in the full-length mirror by the wardrobe. The swelling on my face had gone down and the cuts were scabbed over and healing. The bruises on my body had gotten that sickly yellow tint I remembered from the beatings my father used to hand out.

Been through the ringer lots of times, dude. This is familiar ground for you.

"No shit," I sighed.

I went into the bathroom and got the hot water running. The pipes groaned as the water flowed, the kind of sound that gave an old building like The Delmira Hotel its timeless charm.

As I was about to step into the shower, my phone buzzed on the bathroom counter. I quickly dried my hands and checked the message.

It was from Blue. "Hey Leo, Ellie told me you got busted up pretty good. I'm coming over to give you a massage. K bye."

"You're not working???" I replied.

"Yes but Kandi will cover for few hours. K bye."

A massage sounded amazing. I could feel Blue's hands working out the kinks in my body already. It would be nice to see her face again. Blue felt like a buddy who also happened to be a really cute girl. I was glad she and Ellie were becoming friends.

"Okay," I texted back. "Come around to the back door."

"Gotchas. Spread a towel on your bed. K bye."

I laughed at her messaging. Blue was unique in a lot of ways that made me smile.

I decided to hold off on the shower for now. I grabbed a big beach towel and spread it over the bed. It occurred to me that Blue and I would soon be sharing this bed. It was a nice thought, one that I lingered on as I straightened out the towel.

Just a few minutes later, there was a knock at my back door. I wrapped a bath towel around my waist and opened the door to find Blue standing there, a mischievous grin plastered on her face.

She was wearing her usual tank top and schoolgirl skirt with chunky boots. Blue had skipped wearing a bra on this hot day. She was a petite girl and small-chested, but her jutting nipples strained against the thin fabric of her top in a pleasing way. Blue smirked when she caught me eyeing up her tits.

"Wow, that was fast," I said, clearing my throat and locking my eyes on hers.

"Can't keep a girl waiting," she teased, stepping inside. She took in my sweat-slicked torso with an appreciative glance. "Nice view, bro."

"Thanks, bro," I replied, flexing my muscles for her.

"Damn. You look like you went ten rounds in the cage."

"MMA only has three rounds. Five for championship matches."

"Oh Leo," Blue sighed, batting her eyelashes. "You're so smart."

"Yeah, yeah," I said, rolling my eyes at her teasing. "Now, about that massage?"

"Of course," Blue said, motioning for me to lead the way to my bedroom. "You get that towel on the bed?"

"As per your instructions."

"Nice job," Blue said, looking over the beach towel spread over my duvet. "That'll keep the massage oil from staining your linens."

Blue held up a cloth bag she'd brought with her. I could hear the clink of glass bottles inside.

"So, like, strip down," Blue said, her hands on her hips. "You gotta be completely naked for this."

I cocked an eyebrow. "You gonna turn around and give me some privacy or what?"

"Hell no!" she laughed. "Skanky Kandi made me swear I'd get a peek at your junk. She's dying to know what you're packing."

"Just Kandi?"

Blue shrugged. "I'm curious, too. Just being honest."

"Okay then. I appreciate your honesty, Blue Skye-Bright."

I unhooked the bath towel from around my waist and tossed it on the bed. Taking a step back, I spread my arms wide, letting Blue get a good look at me. Her eyes crawled up and down my bruised body. She licked her lips as she gazed intently at my cock.

"Damn," she said appreciatively. "Nice dick, bro."

"So, you want me on the bed?" I asked playfully.

"Yeah. Face down."

"And ass up?"

"If ya nasty," she laughed.

I lay down on the towel, groaning as my sore body settled into the bed. I got comfortable with my arms folded under my head, my cock pressed against the plush fabric of the towel.

"Interesting fashion choice," Blue said behind me. "Smells like a 9th grader's school locker."

She had picked up the purple vest and was gingerly looking it over.

"That's not mine," I informed her. "I tore it off the bitch who jumped me. I'm hoping I can give it back to him someday. In person."

"I love it when you talk gangsta, Leo."

The ironic way she said it made me laugh wildly. My ribs ached, but I didn't care. Blue was effortlessly funny in a way that was hard to describe.

"I want to keep it for a bit," I explained. "Thought it might have some clues, but so far, nothing."

"Let me see," Blue said, her fingers probing the pockets.

Just as I was about to dismiss her curiosity, she found something I'd missed— a hidden velcro pocket in the lining. Blue pulled out a piece of folded paper. She unfolded the paper and scrutinized it closely.

"Just some numbers written down," she said. "This looks like construction paper or something? Weird. What do you think this is?"

"I'll have to look at it later," I said, not interested at the moment in some random piece of paper. "For now, let's focus on that massage."

"Gotchas. You just lay down and relax. I'll take care of everything."

The mattress dipped as Blue climbed on. She straddled me, her slim body perched just below my hips.

"Ready for some magic?" she asked, her voice a sultry whisper in my ear.

"Yeah, but it seems unfair."

"What's unfair?" she asked.

"Well, I'm naked, but you still have your clothes on. Unfair."

I was just playing with Blue, continuing our friendly banter. I didn't expect her to get naked, but she didn't hesitate.

"Fair enough," she said.

She stood up on the mattress. I looked back over my shoulder at her as the slim barista quickly stripped off her top and pulled down her skirt. Her slim body was firm and toned, her pale skin creamy white, her small breasts topped by dark red nipples. Blue kept her pussy bare.

"Shit," I chuckled, looking her over. "You wax? I was wondering what your natural hair color was."

"Pink and blue are my natural hair colors!"

"Whatever you say."

"I'm keeping the boots on," she informed me.

Blue got back down on her knees as I turned my head back to the mattress. I could feel the warmth of her skin as she leaned forward, pressing her small breasts and perky nipples against my back.

"Do your thing," I urged her, closing my eyes and sinking into the mattress.

Blue poured fragrant edible oil onto her hands, the smell of sweet vanilla and almond oil filling the room. As she rubbed her hands together, I could hear the slick sound of the oil warming between her fingers.

"These bruises are deep," she noted. "Let me know if I'm hurting you."

"I will."

"Let's start with some tender intentions," Blue said, lightly kissing my lower back, working up my spine. "Kiss your boo-boos all better before I get started."

"Fuck, that feels nice," I said, enjoying the softness of her lips against my skin and the heat of her breath washing over me.

"I know it does," she whispered.

Blue's skilled hands found their way to my shoulders, kneading the tension away with firm, sensual strokes. The heat of her touch seemed to seep into my muscles, loosening the knots that had formed there.

"You're so tense," she said. "Relax for me, Leo. Let me do all the work."

I sighed as her fingers traced patterns down my spine, igniting a trail of pleasure along my skin. Blue worked her way across my back, going slow and massaging the bruised tissue until I felt like I was melting into the bed. My body responded to her touch, my cock swelling as the pain receded.

Blue's thumbs dug into a stubborn knot, drawing a hiss of pain and pleasure.

"Ouch. That one hurts."

"I thought it would. Don't worry, I'll take good care of you."

Blue slowly stretched out on top of me, pressing herself against me. The weight of her body felt incredible. I groaned with pleasure as she rubbed her chest and tits up and down my back, her slippery nipples getting even harder as she moved.

A soft gasp escaped Blue's lips. I couldn't see her face, but I knew she was getting off on this full-body massage.

I let out a startled gasp as Blue slid one hand down to grip my butt, squeezing hard enough to leave marks. Her oily thumb swiped over my asshole, the rough pressure unlike anything I'd ever felt before.

Blue's hot breath tickled my ear as she whispered, "You like that, bro?"

"I don't know," I admitted. "Feels weird."

"We can skip it for now," Blue said. "I love eating ass, especially one as hard and muscular as yours. I'd love to get my tongue up inside your booty."

I couldn't help but let out a shocked chuckle. "Jesus Christ, Blue. What the fuck?"

"It's who I am. We're just getting to know each other."

"Well, you're full of surprises. A Master's in Literature, a skilled barista, and an expert massager?"

"Masseuse," she corrected me. "A massager is what I put between my legs after a hard day at work."

"Masseuse or massager, you got some unexpected skills."

"You have no idea," she giggled.

Blue's hands glided down my legs, kneading my thighs and calves until I was putty in her hands. I surrendered to her knowing touch, luxuriating in the way she worked me over.

By the time she finished, my whole body felt liquid and warm, every muscle relaxed. The only tense part of me was between my legs, my rigid cock throbbing against my groin.

"Time to roll over," she purred, sliding off me.

I hesitated, suddenly shy. There was no hiding my arousal, not with my cock straining against the mattress.

Blue laughed, a bright peal of amusement.

"Come on, Leo. Don't tell me you're all self-conscious after everything I've just done." She ran a teasing finger up my spine. "I know you've got a hard-on. You don't need to be shy. I want to see you. All of you."

Do it, dude. You've wanted her since that day you first walked into the coffee shop. So what are you waiting for? Don't disappoint sweet little Blue Skye-Bright.

I could always count on my inner voice jumping at the chance to get some pussy. My thoughts had turned to Ellie, though. She said she knew I was sleeping with other women. And she said that she was fine with that. Ellie was not trying to control me or claim me for herself. There was an acceptance of me as a person and as a man that was truly irresistible. It was part of why I was so drawn to Ellie, so protective of her.

Taking in a deep breath, I rolled over, cock jutting up towards my stomach. Blue's eyes gleamed as she took me in. I looked up at the petite barista. She was on her knees straddling me, her oiled tits and belly gleaming wetly.

The slit between Blue's legs was just a few inches below my balls. My dick ached to get inside her.

Blue licked her lips, her appreciative gaze taking in every inch of my cock. A drop of precum was already oozing onto my belly.

"Fuck, Leo. That's a beautiful cock."

"Glad you like it. Your massage was fucking awesome."

"Let me give you a happy ending," she said, nodding toward my throbbing erection. "You badly need some release."

Before I could respond, she squirted more oil into her hand and cupped my balls in her slick palms, rolling them around between her oily fingers.

"Is this okay?" she asked, her eyes locked onto mine as she wrapped her fingers around my cock.

I moaned in response as she stroked me with slow, deliberate movements.

"Can I suck you off?" she asked after a few minutes, her grip on my shaft growing tighter.

"Hell yes," I said, my voice barely audible.

Blue lowered her head, her pink and blue hair tickling my stomach as she took my cock into her mouth. Her tongue lapped around my cockhead, skillfully teasing me with her tongue stud.

Blue knew what she was doing. The girl went from sucking hard to rough licking to probing my slit with the tip of her tongue, the stud enhancing the pleasure. All the while, she continued to stroke me with her hand, applying just the right amount of pressure as she slid up and down my length.

"You suck cock so good, Blue. Such a pretty little cocksucker. And that piercing feels amazing!"

Blue threw me a wink, her cheek bulging as she used my dick to stretch herself out.

Blue cupped my balls with one hand, massaging them firmly. Her mouth moved in sync with her other hand, taking me deeper with each pass. The sensations were overwhelming, a mix of wet warmth and velvety friction that had my body trembling. My breath came in ragged gasps, punctuated by quiet moans as Blue expertly sucked my dick.

"Fuck," I breathed, feeling the pressure building inside me. "I'm close."

"Mmm," Blue grunted, her mouth full of hard cock.

I stroked Blue's hair, panting. "I'm gonna come if you keep doing that."

She pulled off with an obscene pop, a wicked glint in her eye. "Dang. We can't have that, now can we?"

I shook my head, cock pulsing with need. Blue slid up my body, her hands gripping my shoulders. She ground down against my erection, the slick heat of her pussy sliding up and down my shaft.

"Do you want to be inside me?" she whispered, leaning over and nipping at my ear.

"Fuck yeah," I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, trying to guide her onto my cock.

"Too bad." Blue rose up on her knees, wearing an evil grin. "I don't have a condom."

My heart sank. "I'll pull out."

"That's not reliable contraception," Blue laughed, shaking her head. "Besides, my pussy is tight AF. It will make your pull-out game weak, bro."

I hissed in frustration, my straining cock just inches away from her glistening pussy.

Blue leaned forward again, her lips brushing mine. "Don't worry, I have another idea."

"What do you mean?"

"There's another hole we can use."

Her meaning dawned on me and my eyes lit up.

"Yeah?" I asked.

A filthy smirk spread across her pretty face. "Just be gentle, okay?"

"Of course," I promised.

She positioned herself on all fours, her firm ass raised invitingly in front of me. I got on my knees behind her and applied more of the fragrant oil to my cock, then gently rubbed some onto her puckered rosebud.

Blue shivered at the sensation, but her body relaxed as I massaged her tight little asshole.

"Ready?" I asked, seeking confirmation before proceeding.

"Go slow," she responded, her voice breathy and filled with anticipation.

I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance, feeling the resistance give way as I pushed in. Inch by inch, I entered her, savoring the incredible tightness as she stretched around me. Her moans of pleasure and pain were muffled by the pillow beneath her face, but they spurred me on.

"Fuck, Leo," she gasped. "You fill me up so good."

"Are you okay?" I asked, pausing to let her adjust.

"Keep going," she urged, pushing her hips back against me.

Slowly but surely, I sank deeper until I was fully sheathed inside her ass. The sensation was incredible— a mixture of warmth, pressure, and pleasure that had my entire body humming.

"Move, Leo," she begged, her tone breathless.

I began to thrust, my movements slow and deliberate at first. With each stroke, I felt Blue's body relax a little more, her anus opening up to me, allowing me to pick up the pace.

Blue moaned with abandon, encouraging me to go harder, faster. Our bodies slapped together in a primal rhythm that had us both gasping for breath.

"Fuck, this feels so good," I groaned, my mind awash with pleasure.

"Harder, Leo!" Blue urged.

I happily obeyed. The intensity of our fucking grew more animalistic, our bodies slick with sweat and massage oil.

Glancing at the mirror by the wardrobe, I watched myself plundering Blue's ass. Anal fucking this gorgeous girl was driving me crazy. My orgasm built fast, coiling tight in my gut. Through the haze of pleasure, I dimly realized Blue's hand was between her legs, fingers moving frantically. I doubled my efforts, pounding up into her asshole as hard as I could.

"Blue… I'm close," I panted, feeling the tightening pressure building inside me.

"Me too," she whimpered, her voice strained as she neared her climax. "Cum in my ass, Leo!"

Her words were all it took to send me over the edge. I buried myself deep within her and held there, emptying myself into her clenching asshole. Blue cried out as I pumped my cum deep into her, her own orgasm washing over her as her asshole gripped me tight.

Finishing together, we collapsed onto the bed, Blue pulling me down on top of her. We lay there for a long moment, catching our breath, my softening cock still nestled inside her quivering asshole.

Finally, Blue stirred, pressing a soft kiss to my hand.

"That was incredible," she murmured. "You're amazing, you know that?"

"You're not so bad yourself."

She turned and nipped at my shoulder. I slid off her back, my cock pulling out of her gaped anus. I grimaced in sympathy at the sight of how stretched out she was— Blue's ass was likely pretty sore, but she seemed to relish the sensation.

Rolling onto my side beside her, I wrapped an arm around Blue's waist, pulling her against me. I kissed her and rested my cheek against the top of her head.

We lay together, contentment seeping into our bones. As our heavy breaths filled the room and we basked in the afterglow, Blue's eyes suddenly widened. A mischievous smirk spread across her face as she turned and leaned over me, kissing me.

"You fucked my ass before we even kissed on the lips," she laughed.

"You move fast," I told her.

"So, you know I did it on purpose, right?"

"On purpose?" I asked, still blown out and only half-hearing what she was saying. "What are you talking about?"

"About not having a condom. Do you really think I forgot to bring a rubber? I always carry protection. Of all kinds."

"So why didn't you have one?"

"Just wanted an excuse to get my ass fucked!" Blue giggled. "God, I love anal so much."

"You didn't have to be all sneaky about it," I laughed, shaking my head. "Not many guys turn down a chance to go backdoor."

"It just made it more exciting for me to be sneaky," Blue admitted. "Plus, I thought it would be funny when I told you afterward."

"It was kind of funny."

"Want to know something else?"

"Shit, I'm afraid to hear it," I sighed. "What you got for me now?"

"Did you know we have an audience?" she asked, nodding towards the doorway.

"What?" I asked, my heart pounding as I turned my head to see.

Standing in the doorway with a sultry smile on her face was Amelia. She leaned against the doorframe, her arms crossed over her chest. She had clearly enjoyed the show.

"Nice performance, you two," she said appreciatively. "I hope I didn't make you too uncomfortable, darling."

"Amelia! How long have you been there?" I stammered, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks.

"Long enough," she replied wryly. "You really know how to put on a show, Leo. I almost couldn't help but join you two."

"Maybe next time," Blue chimed in, still lying beside me, seemingly unbothered by Amelia's presence.

"Promise?" Amelia asked, raising an eyebrow at both of us.

"Who knows?" Blue said, staring back at the older woman. "We might just take you up on that offer."

"Good," Amelia grinned, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. "I look forward to it. Since I enjoyed the show so much, maybe I could help you clean up?"

"Of course," Blue replied, lazily stretching out on the bed, showing off her tight body for the leering Amelia.

With a nod, Amelia sauntered into the bedroom. She grabbed a fresh towel from the bathroom, then came and sat on the edge of the bed. Her eyes swept over Blue and me, hungrily taking in our overheated flesh.

"Is your ass comfortable, darling?" Amelia asked Blue quietly, stroking the girl's bare thigh. "Leo is quite substantial."

"It feels great," Blue said brightly, a chipper smile on her face. "I love the gooey feeling of having a guy's load in my ass."

"I'd love to see that," Amelia said.

Blue shot me an amused look, then shrugged. She got onto her knees and bent over, presenting her ass to Amelia. Blue reached back and pulled open her ass cheeks, letting my boss inspect her stretched anus.

"What a delightful sight," Amelia sighed, tracing a finger lightly over Blue's asshole and smearing my cum around the girl's ring. "Such a pretty girl."

"My name is Blue."

"Of course it is," Amelia said.

Amelia licked her finger, eyes narrowing with pleasure as she savored the glob of cum from Blue's ass.

"I was going to give you the night off," Amelia said, smacking her lips wetly. "But after seeing you fuck Blue so vigorously, I'm sure you're more than capable of handling your concierge duties tonight."

I gave a mock groan of exasperation. Amelia gave my cock a comforting pat.

"You'll start an hour early," Amelia continued. "Frank has already put in enough hours at the front desk.

"Understood, Ms. Thomas."

"Cheeky," Amelia chided me. She looked over at the pink-and-blue-haired beauty still kneeling on the bed. "And Blue? I want to see more of you."

"Feeling's mutual," Blue replied. "And I love that ruby pendant between your tits. Very aesthetic."

Amelia gave a low, throaty chuckle. She seemed to appreciate Blue's spunky attitude as much as I did.

"Lovely to meet you, Blue. Until next time."

Amelia rose from the bed and made her way to the door.

"Have fun, you two!" Amelia called out as she left the room, the door clicking shut behind her.

As soon as Amelia was gone, Blue burst into laughter. "Oh my god, Leo! Amelia is such a nasty slut!"

"Hey now," I teased, "Don't be so harsh."

"Harsh? No, not at all!" Blue giggled. "I love nasty sluts! Especially ones as hot as your boss. I can't wait to play with you and her!"

"Is that so?" I chuckled, toying with her nipples. "What about Skanky Kandi? Think we should invite her too?"

"Ugh, no!" Blue feigned disgust before allowing her sly smile to return. "But, you know who would be interesting to invite? Ellie."

"Ellie?" I laughed, incredulous. "You're kidding, right?"

"Hey, you never know," Blue shrugged, a devilish glint in her eye. "She seems innocent, but she might be into it."

"You really do have a crush on her, don't you?"

"Of course. She's a beautiful blonde with a heart of gold. Plus, she has secrets! Ellie is like that one character from the Barrington novel. The blonde who tape records herself having sex with the chief of police so she can blackmail him?"

"Hey! Spoilers!"

"I'm just saying!"

"You know who you should meet?" I mused. "Scout. She's a literature professor. The two of you would have a lot in common."

"A literature professor named Scout? I know damn well how she got that name. I'm a little envious. Well, maybe not after the second book came out. Yikes."

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Just literature nerd stuff. So is she hot?"

"Smoking hot and loves sex in public places."

"Dang. She should do the Barrington ritual."

"You mean fuck on his grave?"

Blue playfully slapped my shoulder. "How did you know about that?"

"Because I already did it with Scout."

Blue cocked an eyebrow, her eyebrow piercing gleaming in the dim light.

"Scout sounds like someone I need to meet as soon as possible."

"I'll make the arrangements," I promised.

"Good. Gotta go. I'm heading back to work now."

"With your ass still full of my cum?" I teased.

Blue kissed my forehead. "Why not? It's the best tip I'll get all day. Don't bother walking me to the door. I'll see myself out."

"Taking your backdoor out through my backdoor?"

Blue rolled her eyes. "Kinda lame wordplay, Leo. Not your best effort."

"Gimme credit for trying?"

"Naw," Blue teased as she tugged on her pants. "And don't fall asleep after I leave. You need to get ready for work, bro."

I lay in bed, watching as cute, kinky, funny Blue got dressed. She blew me a kiss before she left my apartment.

Alone and exhausted, I listened to the low hum of the AC punctuated by the creaks and groans of the old building settling. My eyes returned to the purple vest and the thick piece of paper Blue had found. I'd examine it later, but something about that piece of paper was bothering me.

Blue had also randomly mentioned C.Q. Barrington. What she said about the blonde lady had gotten my mind whirring. The seed of an idea had been planted inside me. It was too early to say if the idea was a good one, but at least it was interesting.

The day was almost done. The late afternoon sunshine filtered through the small bedroom window. I stared up at the canopy over the bed, wondering what the hell The Delmira Hotel had in store for me next.


Chapter 3

"You'd do that for me?"




"So that's the newest album with all the tags you wanted automatically added to each picture," I explained to Mrs. Whitworth, tapping the screen of her laptop with my pen. "If you do a search like I showed you, you can bring up any specific tag and the pictures with those tags will be presented to you."

"Oh, that's wonderful!" Mrs. Whitworth said, clapping her hands enthusiastically as I scrolled through her pictures. "With so many photographs, I thought it would take ages to get everything organized."

"These cloud storage services are pretty smart," I said. "They've got artificial intelligence and all kinds of computer stuff to organize your photo albums. Even a dumb guy like me can figure it out pretty easily."

"Well, if you're dumb, then I am positively hopeless!"

"That's not true," I gently chided her. "You know how to search for tags, so that's really helpful. You're doing great, Mrs. Whitworth."

"For someone my age, you mean?"

I shrugged, enjoying the playful personality of Mrs. Whitworth. Her child-like enthusiasm was always a treat to experience. Mrs. Whitworth had quickly become one of my favorite guests at The Delmira Hotel. She seemed to feel the same affection for me, frequently requesting my help and rewarding me with big tips and expensive gifts.

I'd spent the last couple of hours with Mrs. Whitworth in her room. She'd asked me to help her get her cloud storage files in order. We were sitting together on her sofa, Mrs. Whitworth guiding me while I created tags and cross-linked various picture albums. I was no computer geek, but I knew enough to do what Mrs. Whitworth needed. The kindly woman had brewed more lapsang souchong tea and served me gourmet cookies as I worked at her laptop.

"Your pictures are set up in columns the way you wanted," I said as I clicked the final sorting order for her neatly organized albums. "I've linked the filters so that you can sort them by location, date, or even the name of people in the picture with you. Facial recognition is spooky good nowadays."

"Thank you, Leo. You are truly a lifesaver."

Mrs. Whitworth patted my shoulder. Her gratitude was always so genuine and warm, unlike some of the other rich people I'd dealt with recently. It made helping Mrs. Whitworth much more gratifying than simply acting as her concierge.

"The only thing I can't set up is the password-protected folder you pointed out earlier," I continued. "That one will stay untouched by the tags and searches and all the other stuff. Did you want to leave that folder isolated and locked down like that?"

Mrs. Whitworth tapped her chin with a manicured fingernail. She looked me over, her eyes narrowed with mirth.

"Oh, about my 'special' folder of pictures…" she said, her voice trailing off coyly. "I need some particular arrangements for that one. I was hoping you could help me with that, too. The material is… somewhat indelicate."

"My pleasure," I replied, not knowing what she meant by indelicate, but figuring I could handle whatever it was.

"I want you to add some unique tags to those pictures that won't show up on the regular searches. Is that possible?"

"That won't be a problem. Searches can't reach into a password-protected folder. I'll just need you to unlock it for me."

I angled the laptop toward Mrs. Whitworth. I turned my face away as she tapped in her password.

"There!" she said. "Wide open for you, Leo."

I saw the folder contained 234 high-resolution JPEGs. There were also dozens of short video clips. I couldn't make out what the thumbnails were.

"How would you like to organize these?" I asked.

"The video clips are labeled in their names but need to be tagged. The pictures are from my private collection," Mrs. Whitworth said quietly. "I hand-wrote the date and location on each picture before I scanned them."

"You scanned these yourself?" I asked.

Mrs. Whitworth nodded. "I had my reasons for wanting to be discreet with these particular photographs. I think you'll understand better when you see their subject matter."

Mrs. Whitworth's tone was more intriguing than her words. My curiosity peaked, I clicked on the first image. I was aware that Mrs. Whitworth was watching me intently, so I was careful to keep my expression professionally neutral.

Despite my best efforts, my face must have betrayed my shock as I took in the picture. It was a scanned photograph of a bedroom from what looked like the late 1960s. A much younger version of Mrs. Whitworth was sprawled across the bed completely naked, her porcelain skin aglow under the dim lighting, her legs splayed wide open in invitation. A coy smile played at her lips as she gazed into the camera, her fingers sunk knuckle-deep into her pussy, pulling it open to show her pink and glistening fuckhole.

My throat went dry. Heat crept up my neck, setting my cheeks aflame. I quickly advanced to the next photo, thinking I might have accidentally chosen a nude from Mrs. Whitworth's private stash.

The next photo showed Mrs. Whitworth sucking an enormous dick from a hairy and pot-bellied man with mutton chops and a puka shell necklace.

A few more clicks confirmed that the photos in this folder were all graphic sex shots. Young Mrs. Whitworth seemed unabashed by her sexuality, posing lewdly, spreading her pussy, inserting fingers up her ass, sucking dicks, and getting gangbanged.

"Uh, Mrs. Whitworth…" I stammered, trying to hide my surprise. "Are you sure you, uh, want me to see these?"

Mrs. Whitworth cackled with delight at my discomfort.

"Surprised, are you? I was quite the wild one back in my day!"

Mrs. Whitworth leaned closer to me and began scrolling through the photos. Image after image of her younger self passed by my eyes. In some, Mrs. Whitworth looked like a college freshman. In others, she looked to be in her late 20s. In every picture, she was showing off her curvy body and enjoying sex with many partners.

I was growing uncomfortably aware of my cock swelling as I looked at these pictures, the woman featured in them sitting so close to me that I could feel her thigh pressing against mine.

Get it together, for fuck's sake! She's in her seventies, dude! You really getting a chubby for a senior citizen?

It wasn't the elderly woman who was getting me so aroused. It was the beautiful, sexually voracious woman Mrs. Whitworth had once been. Seeing her private pictures was looking back into her past. There was no denying that in her youth, Mrs. Whitworth was smoking hot and kinky as hell.

She may still be kinky. You willing to find out?

I pushed the thought away, trying to stay professional despite the raging hard-on in my pants.

Mrs. Whitworth must have been well aware of my flustered reaction. She scrolled through the images with relish, as if remembering happier, more carefree times.

"Back in my day, I danced at a high-end gentlemen's club and sometimes provided private shows for select clientele," she told me. "That means I fucked some of them for cash, sweetie."

"Yeah, um, I can see that."

"Rich men always seem to want to document their conquests," she laughed. "I sold some of these photos and short 8mm films to my clients, to give them a memento of our trysts. Of course, I kept copies for myself as insurance, in case they got any funny ideas or tried to hurt me."

"Really? That's… unexpected," I said, shocked at these revelations.

"Could've blackmailed them if I wanted to," she teased, "but I didn't need the money after getting married. Ooh, I'd forgotten this little film!"

A video clip taken from an 8mm film played. It showed Mrs. Whitworth kneeling on a shag carpet, her face dripping with cum from the seven men surrounding her. Mrs. Whitworth watched herself taking another load on her tits, a nostalgic smile on her lips.

"Mrs. Whitworth, if you don't mind me asking," I began cautiously. "Why did you ask me to organize these photos and videos for you?"

She looked at me with a warm smile. "My son usually handles all my picture filing, but as you can imagine, I don't want him seeing these. He still thinks his mother is as prudish as a nun. And I certainly don't want some computer technician getting their hands on them."

I nodded. "I understand your concern, but I guess I'm still confused about why you chose me specifically."

She patted my thigh. "Intuition, Leo Carr! I sensed you had hidden depths. I've always trusted my instincts about a person. I trust you to do a good job and be discreet about this."

"I absolutely will," I promised her.

"Besides," she continued wistfully, "you do so remind me of my late husband. I told you that before, haven't I?"

"You have, Mrs. Whitworth. I'm honored by the comparison."

Mrs. Whitworth patted my thigh again, the diamonds on her fingers sparkling prettily. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, lingering on my crotch for a moment before she added, "If I were thirty years younger, I would've already had you in bed."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment, but I couldn't help feeling flattered. Mrs. Whitworth let out a hearty laugh at my reaction, the sound echoing through the room.

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not trying to seduce you. Well, maybe a little. You're so charming, and I do love to flirt."

"I enjoy spending time with you, Mrs. Whitworth."

"And I with you. Now, I know you should get back to the front desk. I can't keep hoarding you all to myself."

"I do need to get back downstairs," I said. "I'll have to manually add the information to each file. I can do that at the front desk if you'll allow me to take this laptop with me."

"Oh no, I need to make a video call with my grandchildren later tonight," she said. "I'll just give you my password and you can organize the files on your machine."

"That will work," I replied. "When I am done, I'll help you change to new passwords."

"If you think that's necessary," Mrs. Whitworth said dismissively. "Do you have a pen?"

I produced the fountain pen Grady Salazar had given me. Mrs. Whitworth scribbled down two passwords, one for her cloud storage and one for her protected files.

"123password and 321password," I read aloud, frowning. "We definitely need to get you more secure, Mrs. Whitworth."

"Oh, I have more complicated passwords for my important websites. These are just my pictures. But if you think I need to change them, I will. I trust your judgment."

"Alright," I said, gathering myself. "I'll get started on organizing these photos for you."

Mrs. Whitworth stilled me with a hand on my forearm.

"Before you go, I'd like to ask you a question."

"Of course," I said.

"What did you think of my pictures? Be honest."

I grinned. "They are sexy as hell."

"Did they turn you on?"

I didn't hesitate. "Very much. You were smoking hot back in the day."

"Did you… get an erection?"

"Yes," I admitted.

"Would you have fucked me back then?" she whispered.

"In a heartbeat."

Mrs. Whitworth let out a soft, contented sigh.

"Thank you," she said. "At my age, I sometimes feel invisible until I pull out my credit card. It's nice to hear a man say nice things about me. It makes me feel like a woman instead of an old lady."

"Just being honest."

"And I appreciate that. I was a first-class piece of ass, wasn't I?"

"Very much so," I chuckled.

She kissed my cheek, her dry lips light and feathery against my skin.

"Good night, Leo."

"Good night, Mrs. Whitworth."

Downstairs in the lobby, I settled into my chair at the front desk. Opening up my laptop and diving into the world of Mrs. Whitworth's past was fascinating and deeply arousing. Each image seared itself into my brain— the soft curve of her breast, the jut of a nipple, the neat triangle of curls at the V between her thighs.

The hours passed in a blur as I manually re-titled each picture and video, organizing them by date and location for Mrs. Whitworth's convenience. I wondered how often she would return to these files, looking them over and recalling the wild times in her youth.

My eyes grew blurry from staring at the screen, exhaustion creeping in. But despite my fatigue, I couldn't deny the arousal building within me. The young Mrs. Whitworth had been incredibly sexy, and my dick throbbed as I sorted through her secret images.

One particular photo kept drawing me back— a close-up shot of Mrs. Whitworth looking seductively at the camera, her smiling mouth overflowing with cum. It was an image that simultaneously shocked and aroused me, forcing me to confront the reality that everyone has a past. The elderly woman upstairs in Room 2A had once been a vibrant, sensual force of nature.

My mind raced with thoughts of her younger self— the way she must have moved, the sultry glint in her eye, the softness of her skin. It was as if I could feel the ghost of her lips on mine, taste the lingering sweetness of her breath, and hear the echo of her moans in my ears.

Beneath the desk, my fingers kept creeping to my lap to stroke my rigid cock. I slapped my hand back on the desk, exhaling hard as I kept staring at Mrs. Whitworth's pictures.

"Focus, Leo," I muttered under my breath, forcing myself to shake off the fantasy. There would be time for daydreams later, but right now, I had a job to do.

Despite the distractions of so much naked flesh on display, there was something else that was also occupying my thoughts. As I continued organizing Mrs. Whitworth's photos, her story about blackmailing clients with these explicit images played in my mind.

I remembered a conversation with Blue in my bedroom, where she had mentioned my C.Q. Barrington novel. One of the minor characters was a blonde beauty who trapped cops and politicians by having sex with them while secretly recording the interaction.

Barrington's plot device and Mrs. Whitworth's story gnawed at me until something clicked in my brain. The seed that had been planted earlier had taken root in my mind, blooming like one of the flowers in the Botanical Library's garden.

What if you could turn the tables on Professor Warren, dude? What if you could catch the greasy fucker in his own trap?

It was risky, but the prospect of outmaneuvering him appealed to me. Getting Scout free of Warren's blackmail had been constantly on my mind since Scout had told me about it. Giving Warren a taste of his own medicine would be absolute fire.

I shook my head, trying to dislodge the thought. It was foolish and dangerous. Warren was too clever to fall for something so obvious.

But the idea would not go away. By the time Scout walked through the lobby doors, I had the rough outline of a plan.

Scout looked tired and frustrated as she approached the front desk. Her disheveled hair framed her face, emphasizing the dark circles under her eyes.

"I could use your cock tonight," she said bluntly, jerking her head toward the stairs. "Come up when your shift ends."

"Of course," I replied, trying to suppress a grin as I anticipated fucking this beautiful brunette. "I've got a surprise for you."

"Really?" she asked, her curiosity piqued. "What kind of surprise?"

"It's kind of crazy. You'll have to wait and see."

Scout sighed but gave me a weary smile before heading towards the stairs.

As she disappeared into the stairway, my mind raced with the possibilities of how the night might unfold. My dick throbbed at the thought of burying myself deep inside Scout's tight, wet pussy. But there was something else— the plan that had been sparked by Mrs. Whitworth's story and Blue's mention of the Barrington book.

I returned my attention to the task at hand, determined to finish organizing Mrs. Whitworth's secret files before my shift ended. As the clock ticked away, I felt a sense of urgency. There was more at stake now than just sorting through explicit images. I had an idea to put into action and a beautiful woman waiting for me upstairs.

"Stay on track, Leo," I whispered to myself as I meticulously re-titled each photo. "You've got work to do."

I'd just finished the last picture, a photo of Mrs. Whitworth getting double penetrated on a yacht, when the clock struck midnight. I logged off the cloud account and emailed Mrs. Whitworth, letting her know the job was done. She could contact me at her leisure to change her passwords if she wanted my help with that task.

After a quick check of the security monitor, I shut down the front desk. I made my way upstairs and down the hallway toward Scout's room, my heart pounding in anticipation. My need for her was intense, stoked by hours of looking over Mrs. Whitworth's picture. I badly needed some release and Scout was the perfect woman to help me.

Mostly, though, I couldn't wait to share my idea with her, one I hoped could solve her blackmail problem once and for all.

She'll probably dismiss it as the craziest bullshit idea she ever heard, dude. Because it is fucking crazy.

"I'm just gonna tell her about it," I muttered. "She can make up her own mind."

I knocked on Scout's door and she opened it almost immediately, revealing her naked body. The sight of her sent a hard jolt of lust straight through me, making my dick swell even more.

Scout's eyes were hungry, her lips parted, her nipples hard as pebbles. She reached out and pulled me inside, slamming the door behind us.

"Leo," she rasped. "I've been waiting for you. Time to get that dick inside me!"

"Scout," I replied, my voice thick with desire. "I've got something important to tell you."

She didn't seem to hear me or just didn't care. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she pressed her soft, warm body against mine and began kissing me hard. I knew it wouldn't be long before I lost control completely.

"Wait, Scout," I gasped, breaking away from her embrace. "We need to talk."

"About what?" she asked, her eyes filled with confusion and disappointment.

"Your blackmail problem," I said, trying to regain my composure. "I think I've figured out a way to help you."

"Really?" she asked, her interest kindled. "What is it?"

"So I was talking with Blue and—"

"Blue? Your barista friend?"

"Exactly. Anyway, you know how I'm reading C.Q. Barrington's novel, Revolvers and Redheads? That's what gave me the idea!"

Scout stared at me, a blank uncomprehending look on her gorgeous face.

"What the hell are you talking about?" she asked, her hand stroking my dick through my pants. "Blue? C.Q. Barrington? Maybe you should just fuck me first, then we can talk?"

"Okay, just hold up. Let me explain."

I laid out my idea for Scout, telling her how Blue's mention of Barrington and Mrs. Whitworth's story about her pictures gelled together in my mind. I sketched out the details of my plan to get her free of Warren's control.

I finished in a rush, slightly breathless after telling her everything. Scout stared at me for a long moment, taking in what I'd just suggested. Her eyes softened, and she reached out to caress my cheek.

"Leo," she whispered, "I don't know what to say. That's the most insane idea anyone sober has ever presented to me."

"I think it can work, Scout."

"You'd do that for me?"

"Fuck yeah," I replied, my voice filled with equal parts determination and affection. "I care about you, Scout. I won't let some twisted bastard like Warren hurt you any longer."

"Thank you," she murmured, moved by my determination.

"So? What do you think?"

"Let's do this," Scout said, her voice full of resolve. "Three days from tonight. Let's bring that asshole down."

"You got it," I said.

"Now come to bed and fuck me hard, Leo."

"Thought you'd never asked," I chuckled, unbuttoning my pants.


Chapter 4

"A sweet, innocent young man."




The late-morning sun hung in a hazy sky, casting a muted glow through Amelia's luxurious apartment. The floor-to-ceiling windows offered a commanding view of the river below, its shimmering surface reflecting the radiant light.

I took a moment to take in the opulence surrounding me— bespoke furniture with intricate gold accents, the latest digital screens discreetly hanging on the walls, and a collection of abstract art pieces that seemed to show off their own indulgence. The Delmira Hotel and this apartment had a lot in common. Amelia liked what she liked and never hesitated to surround herself with luxury.

"Leo," Amelia called from across the room, her husky voice teasing and provocative. "It's so lovely to finally have you visit my home."

Amelia lounged on a white leather sofa, one long leg dangling over the armrest. She eyed me like a smug cat who'd caught a canary, her fingertips tracing the neckline of her crimson silk robe, the loosely belted front exposing her full cleavage and the ruby suspended there.

I shifted on the spot, heat rushing to my groin. From the day I first laid eyes on her, Amelia had never failed to arouse me. Old enough to be my mother, she was the definition of a cougar in heat, a stunning brunette bombshell constantly on the prowl for young men to satisfy her.

And aren't you glad she chose you to be her next fuck-boy? A good job, a sweet place to live, and access to women like Scout and Ellie. Not to mention a beautiful, sexy boss who buys you expensive clothes and then strips them off you to get to your dick. This woman changed your life, dude.

I couldn't argue with that. Amelia was the spark that had lit my life on fire.

"Thanks for inviting me," I said. "Sweet apartment."

"I thought it was time you came to visit," Amelia said. "Come. Sit beside me."

I crossed the room and joined Amelia on the sofa. My employer rested her thigh against mine as she regarded me with her glittering blue eyes. In the sunlight, the fine wrinkles at the corners of her eyes were more visible than in the dim light of the concierge apartment. The reminder of our age gap just made Amelia more sexually exciting. Every dude had fantasized about banging a hot older woman. Amelia was a MILF fantasy come to life.

"Your bruises are fading," Amelia noted, brushing the back of her hand down my cheek.

"A bit. I still look beat up, but it's getting better."

"I think you look yummy," Amelia chuckled. "These bruises and scratches are rugged and manly."

"I suppose," I shrugged.

"And your knuckles are still scraped up," Amelia said, taking my hand. "Battle scars of a sort. Very arousing."

She brought my hand to her lips and licked my index finger. Our eyes locked and I slid my finger into Amelia's mouth. She licked it as I rubbed her tongue, probing her cheeks and stroking her teeth. Amelia pulled my middle finger in, sucking both of them while staring into my eyes.

My dick swelled obediently as Amelia worked her charms on me. Taking my fingers from her mouth, she guided my hand to her chest, pulling open the robe and drawing my wet fingers across her jutting nipple. Despite her age, Amelia's big breasts were still firm, with no hint of sag. Cupping them in my palms was pure delight.

"I enjoyed meeting your friend this morning," Amelia sighed as I massaged her tit. "Such a pretty girl."

"She enjoyed meeting you as well."

"Tell me more about her."

"Her full name is Blue Skye-Bright," I said, scraping my thumb back and forth across Amelia's dark nipple. "She was raised by hippies and has a Master's degree in English literature. She works as a barista at The Daily Pore."

"She also loves anal," Amelia reminded me.

"Yes. That, too."

Amelia opened her robe, spread her legs, and put my hand on her mound. She moaned softly as I slid my finger up and down her wet trench, gently fingering her hard clit the way I knew she liked it.

"And how is your relationship with Scout going?" she asked.

"Professor Harris is in a difficult spot," I said cautiously. "Professional difficulties. I'm doing my best to help. In fact, I may have just come up with a solution for her problem."

"You've proven to be a resourceful concierge," Amelia panted, her pussy going wetter as I worked her clit.

I took my hand from between her legs and tasted my glistening finger. Amelia's musky tang filled my mouth. Getting down on the floor, I kneeled between Amelia's parted thighs. Amelia scooted to the edge of the sofa, giving me access to her pussy.

I dipped my head and inhaled her scent. Amelia shivered as I kissed her inner thighs, licking both sides as I worked my way up to her pussy.

"That feels wonderful, darling."

"Mmm," I exhaled, breathing over her engorged clit.

"Leo?"

"Yeah?"

"How is your affair with Ellie Carol going?"

The question caught me like a blow to the chest. I froze, my pulse racing as I searched for a response. How did Amelia know about Ellie? Amelia's sudden inquiry was clearly a power play to disorient me. I couldn't help but feel like a mouse caught in a cat's game.

"Ellie and I…" I began, struggling to find the right words as I looked up from between Amelia's thighs.

Amelia's eyes bore into mine, challenging me to lie to her while simultaneously daring me to confess the truth. It was a no-win situation, but I couldn't bring myself to betray Ellie's trust.

"We're involved, yes."

"Involved," Amelia repeated, her lips curving into a wicked smile. "How delightfully vague. Does that mean the two of you aren't fucking yet? I find that very hard to believe, Leo."

Anger flared up inside me. I didn't like being interrogated like this. Amelia had a cold and cutting way of questioning people that always provoked me.

Amelia knew the effect she was having on me. She seemed to enjoy my anger, stoking it for her amusement.

Cougars have claws, dude. You know that.

"What Ellie and I have is private," I said quietly but firmly. "It's no one's business but ours."

"I think it's very much my business, actually. Senator Carol is a powerful man. His organization is a very important client of The Delmira Hotel. Carol could make things very difficult for me and my business if he was so inclined."

"Is that so?"

"Yes, Leo Carr," she hissed, leaning over me. "So it very much is my business if you're sticking your dick into his wife's cunt."

Amelia's breath was hot against my ear. When she leaned back and stared down at me, the dark expression on her face made my chest tighten.

My resolve was unchanged, however. If I was about to lose my job, I would go out with my integrity intact.

"I will not stop seeing her," I said. "Senator Carol is an abusive bastard. I'm going to help Ellie get away from him. And if you try to stop me, then fuck you too, Amelia."

Amelia's eyes blazed down at me. For a moment, I thought she was going to spit in my face.

But then her expression softened, a satisfied smile spreading across her face.

"I love a man with fire in his belly," she said. "It makes me so fucking horny."

I blinked in surprise, still unsure of my boss's reaction.

"So you're not mad about me and Ellie?"

Amelia laughed. "I'm fucking furious! When I told you I was fine with you having relations with our guests, I didn't expect you to seduce the wife of one of my main clients!"

"I didn't seduce Ellie."

"Regardless," she said with a dismissive wave of her hand, "the two of you hooked up. I suppose I'm not surprised. Ellie Carol is devastatingly beautiful. Bit of a mousy personality, but I suppose her tits make up for that."

"Cut the shit, Amelia. I don't like you talking that way about Ellie."

"I'll talk the way I please in my own fucking home, darling."

"Then maybe I should leave."

"You'll leave when I'm done with you. And I'm not done with you yet, Leo."

Amelia roughly pushed my head back between her legs. I held off, glaring up at the beautiful older woman.

"Say please, bitch."

Amelia grinned, loving the interplay she had started. Her smile let me know we were playing the game she wanted.

"Please," she sneered.

I gave her a nod, then bent over her pussy and spat a thick wad of spit on her. Amelia yelped in pain as I gave her pussy a sharp smack with my hand. I roughly forced her legs wider and pressed my lips to her entrance. Amelia's engorged bud was just peeking out of her sheath. I licked it hard, making her squeal.

I relentlessly lapped her clit, circling it before flicking my tongue over it in long, firm strokes. Amelia's hand went to my head, her fingers tangling through my hair, urging me on.

Amelia gasped and groaned, her hips bucking, her pussy opening up like a wet flower for my mouth. I grunted and swallowed her juices as she kept thrusting her hips against my mouth.

"Lick my cunt," she urged me. "Lick it, darling!"

I slipped my fingers inside her, one then two then three. She was so wet and hot. My fingers slid into her easily. I started to fuck her with my fingers, faster and faster.

She was writhing now, panting and moaning.

I added a fourth finger and kept finger fucking her, my fingers swirling inside her, bringing out her juices, my mouth sucking the tender flesh of her clit, my tongue flicking over the swollen little bud.

I pushed my fingers farther inside, deeper, stroking the sweet spot inside her pussy.

Amelia sucked in a sharp breath and held it for a long moment, her whole body tense and quivering. I kept working her pussy, knowing how much she needed constant stimulation.

With a sharp exhale and an anguished cry, Amelia ground her pussy against my mouth as her orgasm tore through her, the muscles inside her pussy clenching my fingers in spasms.

I kept licking her until her last tremor left her. I withdrew my fingers from Amelia's pussy with a sloshing pop. Her arousal coated my fingers. I rose to my feet, standing between her thighs as I dropped my pants. I smeared her pussy juices all over my rigid cock, then thrust it toward her face.

"Suck it," I ordered her.

"Say, please."

I slapped her face. "Suck that dick, bitch."

Amelia grinned and eagerly leaned forward, taking my cock in her mouth. I groaned at the feel of her lips closing around my cock, the feel of her tongue playing with my throbbing cockhead.

She licked me from base to head before sucking me back in. I slid my hands into her hair, holding her as she bobbed back and forth, taking my cock as deep into her throat as she could.

I thrust in and her hand went to my balls, cupping them. She squeezed my balls as she sucked me deep into her throat. Her other hand went to my ass, grabbing my ass cheeks and pulling me closer to her face as she took me deeper than she had ever taken me.

Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue flicked over my cock, her lips clamped around my shaft.

"You're gonna make me cum, bitch," I growled. "You're gonna make me shoot my load deep inside you. But not yet. Not fucking yet."

I ground my cock against the back of her throat a final time, then pulled out of her greedy mouth. I pulled Amelia to her feet and turned her around, ready to fuck her over the sofa.

"Wait!" she protested. "Not here. The window. Fuck me against the window, Leo."

Amelia took my hand and guided me to one of the floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated one side of her apartment. She leaned against the window, her face pressed to the glass. Amelia spread her legs and reached back, pulling open her ass cheeks, offering herself to me.

"Fuck me from behind," she groaned. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me like you mean it."

I took my cock in my hand and pressed my head against her pussy. Gripping her hips, I drove my cock into her, burying my shaft in her tight, wet snatch. Amelia moaned with pleasure and thrust her hips back against me. I held her tightly as I rammed my cock in and out of her, my balls slapping against her clit, her pussy lips clinging to my shaft. Amelia moaned against the window, her ragged breath fogging the glass.

"Harder," she begged. "Harder!"

I pulled out, withdrawing my cock from her pussy, and then slammed it back in again, pistoning in and out of her creamy fuckhole, my hands squeezing her ass cheeks, kneading her flesh as I railed her.

The sunlight through the window was warm on my skin as I pounded away, jackhammering Amelia against the glass as hard as I could. Sweat ran down my face and body as the minutes passed, my heart racing and my breath growing short as I got closer to finishing.

"I'm gonna cum," I warned her. "I'm gonna cum in your pussy, bitch. I'm gonna fill you up."

"Fill me up, darling," Amelia pleaded. "Fill me up."

Her words tipped me over the edge. I thrust my cock into her as deep as I could. Seizing her thick black hair, I yanked her head back as I came hard and fast, my balls emptying themselves in spasms while her pussy lips gripped me, milking the cum out of me until I was completely drained, globs of my load overflowing Amelia's slit and dripping down her thighs onto the floor.

We stayed like that, pressed tight against the window, our bodies locked together, her ass against my thighs. I held her for a long moment, my cock still filling her, my hand cupping her breast. Below us, the city and the river unrolled to the west, bathed in hazy sunshine.

"That was wonderful," Amelia sighed.

I finally withdrew from her pussy, turning her around and pulling Amelia into a hug. She rested her cheek against my chest.

We stood there for a moment, our breaths mingling.

"Thank you for fucking me, darling. You always make me cum."

"Feeling is mutual," I told her.

"I love showing off like this."

"Showing off?" I asked, puzzled.

"Look over there," Amelia murmured, nodding toward another building across the street. "Top floor, second balcony."

I followed her gaze and spotted a man standing on his balcony, furiously masturbating. Amelia raised her hand and gave him a wave, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

"You knew he was watching?" I asked, my voice tinged with amusement and disbelief.

"Of course," she purred, disentangling herself from me and stepping back into the room. "I love an audience, and I love seeing the way they look at me, like they'd give anything to trade places with you."

She glanced back at the stranger, who was now hastily retreating from his window, and laughed softly.

"I do not know who he is," she said. "I just know he likes to watch me. And I enjoy giving him a show. Ralph loved it, too. He would always beg to fuck me here instead of at the hotel."

"Ralph?"

"The concierge before you, darling," Amelia said, walking back to the sofa and settling onto it with a sigh. "A sweet, innocent young man, just 18 years old when I hired him. He was planning on working a couple of years before going to college."

I joined Amelia on the sofa as she poured herself a glass of wine. She leaned back against the cushions, her long legs crossed, the wine swirling in her glass.

"The other guests mentioned Ralph," I recalled. "They all seemed to like him."

"He was a very endearing young man. Very friendly, very eager to please. He became a sort of mascot for The Delmira Hotel. Like a puppy who just wanted to make everyone happy."

"He sounds like a special guy."

"Oh, he was very special. In more ways than one," Amelia chuckled. "You see, Ralph had never been with a woman before. I could sense his curiosity and desire from the moment we met."

"Really?" I asked, intrigued.

"Absolutely," she purred. "The way he could barely look me in the eye was so cute. But when he thought I wasn't looking, he just stared and stared."

"To be fair, most men would stare at you if they could."

"You flatter me, darling."

"So what happened with young Ralph?"

"One day, I invited him up to my apartment for a private tour, just like I did with you. And like you, he couldn't resist my charms." Her lips curved into a smug smile as she continued. "I deflowered him right here, in this very room. After that, he became completely infatuated with me."

"Understandable."

"Quite," she agreed, her eyes dancing with amusement. "As you can imagine, someone as young as Ralph was clumsy but inexhaustible. I took every opportunity to help him mature. We once fucked five times in a single day. He was very energetic. By the time I was done with him, Ralph was quite a skilled lover. It helped that he had an enormous cock."

"He sounds ideal for you. So why did he leave?"

Amelia sighed. "Eventually, Ralph realized that there was more to life than being a concierge or going into debt for a diploma. He left college behind and went to LA to pursue an acting career. Last I heard, he's doing quite well for himself."

"Good for him," I said, genuinely pleased that the kid had found some measure of success.

"I just wish Grady was more happy for Ralph. I know it hurts Ralph not to have Grady's support."

"Grady?" I spluttered. "Grady Salazar?"

"Yes," Amelia said. "Didn't you know that Ralph was Grady's grandnephew? I thought you spoke with him?"

"I did speak with him," I said, still shocked at the revelation. "Mr. Salazar never mentioned his grandnephew."

Amelia shook her head sadly. "Grady never got over his disappointment with Ralph leaving for LA. He had such high hopes for his grandnephew. But Ralph had other plans. I just wish the two could reconcile. They were always so close."

Amelia snuggled close to me, resting her head on my shoulder. I stroked her hair, thinking over what she had told me.

"By the way, you should be careful with Ellie Carol, darling."

"I'm not going to stop seeing her," I said.

"I know. I'm just advising you to be cautious. Senator Carol is not someone to trifle with. He has a vindictive streak that is quite nasty. If he ever becomes governor, then we shall truly be in the shit."

Amelia pulled me into a kiss and then patted my cock.

"You have several hours before your shift starts," she said. "I would enjoy another round of fucking if you're up for it."

"Always," I replied, kissing her damp forehead.


Chapter 5

"My friend and my lover."




The morning rush had finished and the traffic had eased in the city streets. I gripped the steering wheel and maneuvered my truck through the downtown corridor. Ellie sat beside me, quiet and apprehensive. I glanced at her as I drove, the light and shadows flickering across her face.

"Thank you for driving me," she said quietly. "I'm sorry I called you so early in the morning. This whole thing was an impulsive decision."

"Nothing impulsive about doing the right thing."

"I hope so."

"Ellie," I said, "I'm really proud of your decision to seek legal counsel. It takes a lot of courage to stand up for yourself like this."

She looked at me with those captivating blue eyes, her lips quivering slightly. "That means so much to me, Leo. I'm just… I'm scared, you know? I'm so worried about my husband cutting off my mother's health care if I go through with this."

"The lawyer will advise you on your rights and how to protect your mother. Mrs. Pearson says he's the best in the business for cases like yours. You can listen to what he has to say and make your decision then. No one will force you to do anything you don't want. It's all your choice, Ellie."

"I'm not exactly the best at making wise choices," she said.

I reached over and gently squeezed her hand, trying to offer some comfort. "Whatever mistakes you made in the past, all that matters is what you do now. Your happiness is important, Ellie. You deserve better than what he's put you through."

Ellie took in a shaky breath, but she managed a small smile. "You're right. I do deserve better. I just wish I could shake these fears."

"No matter what happens, I'll be here for you," I said firmly, giving her hand another reassuring squeeze. "We'll get through this together, okay?"

"Okay," she whispered, her voice wavering slightly.

As we pulled into the parking lot of the lawyer's office, I felt an unfamiliar mix of emotions. Ellie's vulnerability made me want to protect her even more, but I couldn't force her to make the decision I thought was best for her. Only Ellie could decide what was best for Ellie. If she thought the cost was too high, the risk too great, then that was her choice. I'd do my best to help Ellie, even if that meant breaking things off with her.

But now wasn't the time for doubts. Ellie needed my support, and I was determined to give it to her. Ellie was in love with me, but sometimes love wasn't enough. Life was complicated. Hard choices were part of being an adult in this crazy world.

I pulled into a parking space and rolled up the windows. A quiet hush filled the truck.

"Ready?" I asked.

Ellie gave me a brief nod, but would not meet my eyes. The color had drained from her face. I patted her shoulder, trying to give my strength to her.

But as Ellie and I stepped out of my truck, she suddenly clutched her chest, gasping for breath. Her eyes widened in panic, and I could see the fear etched across her face.

"Ellie, what's wrong?" I asked, wrapping an arm around her.

"I… I don't know," she stammered, struggling to breathe. "I just… I'm so scared, Leo. What if this all goes wrong? What if he takes everything from me?"

"Hey, hey," I whispered, pulling her close to me. "Breathe, Ellie. You're having a panic attack. Just take slow, deep breaths, alright? I'm right here with you."

As she focused on her breathing, I stroked her back, trying to help her calm down. It took a few minutes, but eventually her breathing steadied and the color returned to her cheeks.

"Thank you," she murmured, leaning into me for support. "I don't think I could do this without you."

"Of course," I assured her, giving her a gentle squeeze. "Now, let's go inside and get started."

Together, we walked through the doors of the lawyer's office, our hands intertwined. The secretary, a well-dressed woman with glasses perched on her nose, looked up as we entered.

"Hello," she greeted us with a smile. "You must be Ellie Carol. And this is…?"

"Leo," I said, stepping forward. "I'm here to support Ellie."

"Of course," the secretary nodded. "Please follow me. Mr. Brent will be with you shortly."

She led us through a hallway adorned with tasteful artwork and into a well-furnished conference room. Plush leather chairs sat against the walls, and a glass coffee table held an array of magazines. Ellie and I took a seat, our fingers still entwined.

"Can I get you anything to drink while you wait?" the secretary asked politely, her eyes flicking between us.

"Water would be great," Ellie said, her voice still a little shaky.

"Same for me, please," I added.

"Of course. I'll be right back."

As we waited, I could feel Ellie's anxiety radiating off her in waves. Her hand trembled slightly in mine and her breathing was still ragged. I pulled her closer, trying to offer whatever comfort I could.

"Ellie, no matter what happens today, remember that I've got your back," I reassured her, my voice low and soothing. "I'm here for you, alright?"

She nodded, biting her lip anxiously. "Thank you, Leo. I don't know where I'd be without you."

A few minutes later, the door to the waiting room swung open, revealing a tall, imposing man in an expensive suit. His piercing blue eyes scanned the room, finally settling on us.

"Ms. Carol?" he asked, his voice deep and authoritative. "I'm Derrick Brent. I understand that Mrs. Pearson referred you to me?"

"Y-yes," Ellie stammered, standing up. She gave my hand one last squeeze before letting go, steeling herself for the meeting ahead.

"Excellent. I'm not taking new clients at the moment, but I am happy to make an exception for a friend of Mrs. Pearson. I've had a chance to do some brief research into your husband and his profile. Very interesting spouse with interesting entanglements. We have much to discuss."

"I'm looking forward to hearing your thoughts," Ellie said firmly, seeming to gain confidence from the calming presence of Derrick Brent.

The lawyer nodded, his sharp gaze turning to me.

"Before we move forward, I need to clarify something," he said to me. "Who are you? And what is your relationship with Ms. Carol?"

I hesitated, unsure of how to define what had grown between us in such a short time. Ellie, however, didn't miss a beat.

"Leo is my friend and my lover," she proclaimed firmly, her voice steady despite the nerves I knew she was battling.

I felt the weight of her words hit me in the gut. She had trusted me with her heart so easily. I wondered if I could do the same. My past had taught me not to trust anyone, but my feelings for Ellie had grown beyond lust.

"Understood," Mr. Brent nodded, seemingly satisfied with her answer. "That's a complication that we will need to deal with."

"Leo is more than a complication," Ellie said.

"I can see that. Is the bruising on your face related to this situation in any way?"

"We can't say for sure," I replied. "But we have our suspicions."

"I see," Mr. Brent said, appraising me closely. "We will certainly discuss you further, Leo. Right now, I'm going to need to speak with Mrs. Carol privately about sensitive matters related to her case. If you wouldn't mind waiting outside?"

"Of course," I replied, reluctantly releasing Ellie's hand.

"Please make yourself comfortable in the lobby." Mr. Brent instructed, his tone professional and detached. "We may be some time."

"Understood," I said, giving Ellie a reassuring smile before turning and leaving the room.

As I closed the door behind me, I felt the sting of separation gnawing at my insides. Ellie looked so alone in that room with Mr. Brent. But as I took a seat in the lobby, I knew it was necessary, for both of our sakes. We had our own battles to fight. I needed to trust that Ellie could handle hers, just as she trusted me with mine.

"Mr. Brent's quite the lawyer," the secretary said, her voice flirtatious and coy. "He's known for getting his clients what they want."

"Ellie deserves the best," I replied, thinking about the way she had confidently introduced me as her lover. "She's been through enough already."

"Indeed," she sighed. "I bet it's comforting to have someone like you by her side."

"Ellie's strong," I said, my thoughts drifting back to our intimate moments, the connection we'd shared that seemed to intensify with every minute we'd spent together. "I'll do whatever I can to support her."

"That's so good to hear," the secretary smiled, running a finger along the edge of her desk, a subtle invitation that I ignored.

As I waited, my mind wandered back to Amelia and the information she'd given me about Ralph. An 18-year-old virgin lucking into the bed of a woman like Amelia? The kid must have thought he'd died and gone to Heaven. It seemed my boss had changed Ralph's life as much as she had changed mine.

Running off to LA to be an actor was like some kind of modern day fantasy for a young guy. I hoped the kid was doing okay. I could understand why Grady would be upset, though. Seeing a child you had high hopes for choosing a different path could be a painful thing to watch. At least Grady didn't seem resentful toward Amelia. He always spoke well about her. It seemed strange that he didn't mention Ralph to me, though. Frank had also never mentioned Ralph being Grady's nephew.

My fists clenched as I thought of Frank. I believed the older man was a helpful and friendly person, one who wanted to show me the ropes at The Delmira Hotel. Instead, he had been spying on me and reporting to Senator Carol. Who else could have informed him?

The thought of Ellie's husband made my blood boil. I was certain he was involved in the attack somehow, but the evidence just didn't add up. The vagrants had been targeting the hotel before I arrived. There was also no reason for Senator Carol to have his thugs assault his wife, especially when he shunned any publicity that might draw attention to Ellie.

The timing of the attack on me was also questionable. I had just spent the night with Ellie one day before I got jumped. It was a well-planned attack, one that was coordinated with my walking Ellie to the coffee shop. I doubted Senator Carol could arrange it so quickly after learning about us.

Things just didn't fit. It was like trying to piece together a jigsaw puzzle with half the pieces missing. My gut told me Senator Carol was guilty, but I needed concrete proof before I could be sure.

"Leo?" Ellie's voice suddenly pulled me from my thoughts. She looked both vulnerable and fierce as she stepped out of Mr. Brent's office. "The meeting's over."

"Are you okay?" I asked, surprised to see that almost two hours had passed.

"Better than I thought I'd be," Ellie replied, giving me a small, brave smile. "Thanks for being here."

"Always," I whispered, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead.

"It was good meeting you, Leo." Mr. Brent offered his hand, his grip firm. "Mrs. Carol speaks highly of you. I'm glad she has someone like you around."

"So am I," Ellie said.

"I'll be in touch," Mr. Brent said to Ellie. "When you gather those documents I mentioned, contact me. I'll send a courier to fetch them. And please continue to stay at The Delmira Hotel. I think that is your safest option at this point."

"I will," Ellie said.

"Good day, Mrs. Carol. And you, Leo."

With a parting nod, Mr. Brent turned and retreated into his office, leaving Ellie and me alone in the lobby. The secretary cast one last longing look at me before busying herself with some paperwork.

"Ready to go?" I asked Ellie, my focus solely on her now.

"Definitely," she answered, linking her arm with mine as we left the building together.

As we settled into my truck, the weight of the decision she had just made hung heavy in the air. Ellie exhaled deeply, her gaze fixed on the scenery outside the window.

"Leo," she began, her voice wavering slightly, "I've decided to go through with the divorce. It's the best decision for me and my mother. We need to move forward."

I took her hand in both of mine.

"I'm proud of you for making this choice, Ellie. I know how hard it must be."

"Thank you, Leo. Your support means everything to me." Her eyes shimmered with gratitude and something else that I couldn't quite place. "I know you were overwhelmed the other day. By what I said at the botanical library."

"It caught me off guard," I admitted.

"I don't expect you to feel the same way. I'm not trying to pressure you into anything."

"I know."

"I just wanted to tell you how I felt, Leo. It's been so long since I had someone like you in my life. I want you to stay with me."

"I want that, too."

We kissed gently, both of us keeping our eyes open.

"Leo, can I ask you something?" Ellie bit her lip nervously.

"Of course," I replied, leaning in closer.

"Are you scared about what comes next? For us, I mean," she asked, her eyes searching mine for reassurance.

"I guess I am," I said, my chest tightening at the admission. "We're both young and you've got so much going on right now. I worry if I can be the man you need right now. But I believe in us, Ellie. And I'm willing to face those fears if it means being with you."

"Me too," she whispered, the corners of her mouth lifting into a small smile. Our gazes locked, and I could see the vulnerability in her eyes, mirroring my own.

"Let's just take it one day at a time, okay?" I suggested, placing my hand on her thigh.

She nodded and I leaned in to press another soft kiss on her lips, savoring the taste of her.

"We could use some peace and quiet right now," Ellie said. "Somewhere we can ease our minds."

"That sounds nice."

"Good," Ellie laughed. "I know just the place."


Chapter 6

"There's one more thing I want to ask of you."




The afternoon sun illuminated the Botanical Library's garden, casting warm golden rays upon the rich green foliage. A light breeze rustled the leaves, carrying the sweet scent of blooming flowers through the air. The rows of meticulously arranged flowerbeds were in full bloom, a riot of colors bathed in sunshine.

"Look, Leo," Ellie said excitedly, tugging at my hand as we walked down one of the gravel paths that crisscrossed the garden. "This section is devoted to my favorite flowers, dahlias."

Her eyes glittered with enthusiasm as she led me from one flowerbed to another, pointing out the different types of dahlias.

"This is a Café au lait. And those pompom dahlias are called Flame Throwers." She excitedly gestured at a cluster of delicate pink flowers. "Those are collarette dahlias, my favorite. They look like ballerinas in frilly tutus."

Ellie pulled me along, pointing out each new specimen. Pompom dahlias with their tightly packed petals resembled little pom-poms, while ball dahlias were larger and more spherical. Anemone dahlias featured a central disc surrounded by a ring of flatter petals, and collarette dahlias had an extra set of smaller petals just below the main ones.

"Aren't they amazing?" she marveled, her fingers gently brushing against the soft petals of a vibrant orange dahlia. "They come in so many shapes, sizes, and colors."

"Beautiful," I agreed, though I was talking about Ellie more than the dahlias. After all the heartache of going to the lawyer's office, seeing her so happy was wonderful.

"Anemone dahlias have those spiky petals that remind me of sea anemones," Ellie said, beaming. "They come in shades of red and yellow."

"You know so much about these flowers," I said with genuine admiration.

She blushed slightly and smiled. "It's just something I've always been drawn to. Flowers have a way of making the world more beautiful and vibrant."

As we continued walking, I spotted a small bunch of white flowers nestled among the other plants.

"Those are pretty," I said, pointing at them. "What are they?"

Ellie laughed. "That's just Queen Anne's lace. It's considered an invasive weed. They must have missed them when clearing the beds."

"Well, I think they're beautiful, too."

I bent down and picked a handful of the flowers, creating a makeshift bouquet. I handed the flowers to Ellie, bowing my head.

"Queen Anne's lace sounds like royalty," I said. "And since you're the ruler of this private garden, I crown you the Flower Queen."

Ellie giggled as I carefully threaded the white blossoms through her golden hair, making a floral crown.

"There!" I laughed. "Now all the dahlias in the realm must bow to your radiance, your Majesty."

"Thank you, Sir Leo," she said, smiling warmly. "I declare you to be my first knight."

Ellie kissed both my cheeks, then got on her tiptoes and smooched my forehead.

Hand in hand and grinning like two little kids, we made our way to a secluded spot beneath the grand willow tree. I laid out the blanket from my truck as Ellie unpacked the food we'd bought— an assortment of sandwiches, a bowl of fresh fruit salad, a small cake with delicate frosting, and chilled bottles of ginger ale.

My phone suddenly buzzed. It was a message from Scout.

"He's coming over tonight. 10 PM, after a faculty dinner. He's made excuses to his wife so we're definitely on. We good to go?"

"Good to go," I replied. "How you feeling?"

"Scared. Ebullient. Steadfast."

"Play it cool, Professor. You got this."

"A cigarette, a shot of whiskey, and the guts to see it through. C.Q. Barrington, bless us."

I forwarded a copy of our messages to Blue. She immediately replied with a thumbs-up emoji.

I set my phone aside, my stomach twisting into a knot. Arrangements were set and events were in motion. There was no backing out now. My plan was happening tonight. Scout's career was riding on it.

"Was that Blue?" Ellie asked.

"Scout Harris," I said. "We have an important appointment tonight."

"Anything I can help with?"

I shook my head. "We got it covered… I hope."

I gave Ellie a wry grin, letting her know I had things handled. She gave me an appraising look as she settled down on the blanket beside me.

"Here," Ellie said, passing me a sandwich. "This is your turkey and avocado."

"Yum yum," I replied, taking a bite. The creamy avocado and savory turkey blended perfectly together.

Ellie bit into her cheese and tomato sandwich with gusto. I laughed aloud to see her eat. I loved a girl who wasn't dainty with her food.

"Open wide, Sir Leo!" Ellie instructed, holding a plump grape in front of my lips.

I obliged, letting her feed it to me. The burst of sweet juice filled my mouth as I bit into the grape. I couldn't help but grin at our silly intimacy.

"One more?" she asked.

"Please."

"Gotcha!" Ellie exclaimed, smashing another grape against my forehead. The unexpected attack made me burst into laughter.

"Alright, you little brat," I growled playfully, grabbing her by the waist and rolling her onto her belly. I quickly rucked up her skirt and delivered a light, teasing smack to her behind.

"How dare you spank your Queen!" she yelped. "You're so mean!"

"Only to naughty girls who squash grapes on my face," I retorted, helping her sit up and wiping away the juice from my forehead. She giggled and leaned in to press a soft kiss on the spot where the grape had left its mark.

"Sorry, I couldn't resist," she murmured, her breath tickling my skin.

"Apology accepted," I laughed.

"I liked the way you spanked me."

"You are a naughty girl."

We burst into giggles, delighted at the cringy banter we shared. Our laughter eventually subsided as we caught our breaths. Ellie leaned in, pressing her lips against mine.

"Let's lay down for a bit," she suggested, pulling me gently toward the soft grass beneath the willow tree.

We stretched out next to each other, fingers intertwined, and stared up at the sky through the curtain of willow branches. The sunlight filtering through the leaves cast dappled patterns on our faces. It felt like we were in our own secret world.

"Look at that cloud," Ellie murmured, pointing to a wispy formation high above us. "It reminds me of a dahlia."

"That one looks like a dog jumping," I said, pointing into the sky.

"The hazy streak looks like a paintbrush smeared white across the blue canvas of the sky."

"Yeah, it does," I agreed, letting my gaze wander over the shifting shapes above us.

"I used to love painting. One time, I did a watercolor picture of a cat in school. It was one of my best works, and the school displayed it in the cafeteria. I felt so proud when I showed the certificate I received to my mother."

"I can imagine her reaction," I said. "Same as that dress your aunt made for you?"

"Yes," Ellie said sadly. "She said that pride was a sin and only immoral people became artists. She told me I was being tempted by Satan into sinful ways through my art. I should have expected it, but her words still hurt. I couldn't understand why something that brought me so much happiness could be wrong."

"It wasn't your fault. Your mother had serious issues, Ellie."

"She still does. But she's also still my mother. And, despite everything, I still love her. Is that hard to understand?"

"No," I said, shaking my head. "I feel a lot of resentment towards my mother, but I still love her. My dad, though? Fuck that bastard."

She squeezed my hand. Her touch helped quiet the rage that always rose inside me when I thought of my father.

"My mother always expected me to be a perfect little girl, always obedient, always submissive. I guess that's why I never thought of leaving my husband. He knew how I was raised. Whenever I tried to stand up for myself, he would remind me that my mother would never approve of me leaving him. So, I stayed."

"Until now," I said softly, my thumb brushing over her knuckles soothingly.

"Until now," Ellie agreed. "After talking with Mr. Brent and finally deciding to get a divorce, I feel like I can finally breathe again. I feel like I can be free."

"I'm so happy for you, Ellie."

"It wouldn't have happened if I didn't meet you, Leo."

We lay in silence, holding hands, the breeze rustling through the leaves above us as we soaked in the sun's warmth.

"Leo?" Ellie asked hesitantly, breaking the quiet stillness. "You've done so much for me already. But there's one more thing I want to ask of you."

"Anything," I replied.

Ellie suddenly couldn't hold my gaze. She looked down at her hands, nervously twisting the edge of her skirt.

"I… I want you to make love to me."

I felt my heart lurch, a mixture of surprise and desire washing over me. I propped myself up on my elbow, reaching out to gently cup her chin, lifting her face so she could meet my eyes.

"Ellie, are you sure this is what you want?"

She nodded. "I've never been more certain about anything in my life. You're the first man I've ever loved, so… so I want you to be the first man that I make love to."

I took in a deep breath. "You know we don't have to, right? The stuff we've done already is enough for me. If you're thinking you need to do this to keep me in your life…"

"This is for me," she said firmly. "Today, I chose to break apart my sham marriage. Now I want to take the next step. And I want to do it with you. No regrets. No looking back."

"Alright," I agreed, my voice barely audible. "No regrets. No looking back."

I leaned in to capture her lips with mine. Our kiss deepened as her hands fumbled with the buttons of my shirt.

"Stand up for me," I told her. "Let me see you."

We stood together beneath the willow tree. I slowly unzipped her sundress, letting it fall to the ground around her ankles, revealing her body beneath. She watched me through half-lidded eyes, color high in her cheeks, as I stripped off her bra and tugged down her panties.

I stepped back, taking in the sight of her. Breasts firm and high, nipples tight pink buds that begged to be tasted. The flare of her hips, the trim waist I could span with my hands. The golden curls at the juncture of her thighs.

Surrounded by the beauty of the garden, she looked like a goddess. I couldn't believe she was mine.

"Ellie," I murmured. "You're so beautiful."

"You make me feel beautiful," she whispered, her cheeks flushing with pleasure as her hands found their way to the waistband of my pants.

Together, we undressed, feeling the sun's warmth and the gentle brush of the breeze against our skin. As I stood naked before her, I was struck by how different this felt from any other encounter I'd had in the past. The intimacy, the trust, the love that seemed to radiate between us.

My heart pounded in my chest as I lowered Ellie down onto the blanket. I got on my knees, my hard cock bobbing between my legs. Ellie lay beneath me, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

I traced a line of kisses along her jaw and down her throat, pausing to nibble at her collarbone before continuing to her breasts. When I took one pink nipple into my mouth, she gasped, arching into me. I lavished attention on her breasts, licking and sucking until she was writhing, then I slid lower.

"Leo," she panted, her fingers tangling in my hair, urging me on.

I trailed more kisses down her stomach, stopping momentarily to dip my tongue into her navel. Ellie squirmed with anticipation, her legs parting to give me better access.

"Please," she moaned as I settled between her thighs.

Her scent intoxicated me, musky and feminine. I spread her wet folds with my fingers and tasted her, slowly at first, then hungrily as she bucked against my mouth.

Ellie's cries spurred me on. I licked and sucked at her clit, curling my tongue around it in a circle until she was gasping with pleasure, her hips rising to meet my face. I moved down to her opening, so swollen and wet, rimming it with my tongue.

"Oh God," she whimpered, her hands twisting in my hair. I pushed her thighs wider apart, burying my face in her pussy before returning to her clit and latching on, working it with my tongue.

The sounds of birds chirping and insects whirring and the soft swish of the willow tree tendrils mingled with the wet sounds of me licking her. Ellie was oblivious to her surroundings as she gave herself over to the sensations I was creating, holding my head in place as she arched and moaned, coating my face with her juices.

"Leo, I'm… Oh god, I'm going to…"

Her body tensed beneath my touch, and I doubled my efforts, wanting nothing more than to send her over that edge. With a cry, Ellie plunged into her orgasm, her back bowing off the ground as she moaned my name. I rode her out, drinking in her release and savoring the clean taste of her fluttering pussy.

"Leo," Ellie whispered, her eyes still closed as she basked in the afterglow. "Come here."

I crawled back up her body, pressing a gentle kiss to the corner of her mouth before asking, "Are you ready?"

Her eyes opened, and she looked up at me with such trust and adoration that it made my heart swell.

"Yes," she whispered, "I'm ready."

"Let me know if it's too much, okay?" I said, positioning myself between her legs.

Ellie nodded. I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance, barely breaching her softness. We both gasped at the sensation.

"I'll go slowly," I said, forcing myself to hold back. I wanted nothing more than to drive deep, to lose myself in her tight, wet heat.

"I know," Ellie whispered. "I trust you."

With a kiss, I pushed forward, retreating and advancing again, letting her body adjust to mine. The expression on Ellie's face was a mix of pleasure and discomfort, but she didn't tell me to stop.

Once I was fully inside her, I paused, allowing her time to adjust to me.

"You feel incredible," I told her.

Ellie desperately kissed me, wrapping her legs around my waist and adjusting her hips to take me even deeper, urging me to move.

I began with slow, shallow thrusts, watching her face for any sign of discomfort, gradually increasing in depth as Ellie's moans grew louder and more insistent.

"More," she begged. "Please, Leo, give me more."

I gave my sweet girl what she wanted, driving into her hard. Ellie gasped at the sudden fullness, her eyes locked with mine, a mixture of pleasure and vulnerability painted across her face.

"Ellie," I murmured, moving in a slow, steady rhythm, trying to maintain control over my raging lust.

Her moans and whimpers grew louder, urging me on as she whispered my name between ragged breaths. Our foreheads pressed together, our gazes never breaking as I felt her body tremble beneath me once more.

"Leo… I'm so close…"

I quickened my pace, spurred on by her pleas. I wanted this moment to be perfect for her. She deserved nothing less.

"Let go, Ellie," I encouraged, feeling her fingers dig into my back, her legs tightening around me. "Come on, beautiful… cum for me."

As if on cue, her body tensed, her cries filling the air as she reached her peak. The sight and feel of her in climax pushed me to my limit and I let myself go, flooding her with hot cum, filling her completely.

"Oh, Leo…" Ellie groaned as I emptied myself inside her.

Exhausted, we lay there, our bodies slick with sweat, chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath. I gently brushed a strand of hair from her face, her eyes opening to meet mine. The raw intensity in her gaze made me almost want to look away, to hide behind my usual tough guy mask.

Instead, I stared back at her, kissing her gently, seeing myself reflected in her blue eyes.

"Well, I guess you're stuck with me now," Ellie teased.

"Am I?" I drew her closer, reveling in the feel of her bare skin against mine. "I guess we're stuck with each other."


Chapter 7

"Show time, motherfucker."




I sat behind at the front desk of The Delmira Hotel, my fingers tapping nervously on the desk. I glanced in the mirrors along the side of the lobby, checking my appearance once again. I'd slicked my hair back with gel and donned a pair of non-prescription eyeglasses to disguise my identity. I wasn't sure it was working.

Slumping in my chair, I rounded my shoulders and hunched over, trying to make myself look smaller. The anticipation was killing me. Everything had to go just right tonight.

My mind turned to the characters in Redheads and Revolvers. Barrington always wrote his leads to be so cool and collected, even when crazy shit was going down. I tried to channel that energy into myself as I waited for Scout to arrive.

"A cigarette, a shot of whiskey, and the guts to see it through," I muttered to myself.

Recalling Barrington's fiction helped to ease my nervousness. By the time the front doors of the lobby swung open, I was feeling very centered and focused.

I waited with a bland smile on my face as Scout approached the front desk. She was dressed in her conservative "professor's uniform" that I knew she despised— an ankle-length skirt, plain blouse, and a smartly tailored blazer. The professional attire was meant to desexualize Scout in front of her colleagues and students, but it was failing miserably. Even dressed like a spinster, Scout Harris looked sexy as hell.

The opposite of sexy was walking beside her. Professor Warren, Scout's lecherous boss, scanned the lobby with his beady eyes, a subtle sneer on his lined face. He was dressed in a tweed jacket and carrying a small satchel. The scumbag was keeping his hand on the small of Scout's back as they walked, acting as if he owned her.

Seeing him touching Scout like that made me sick. I gritted my teeth, clenching my fists under the desk. The urge to march over and smash that smug sneer off Warren's face was almost overwhelming.

But I couldn't blow my cover. Not when we were so close.

"Good evening, Professor Harris," I said, making my voice higher and more nasal. "How may I help you this evening?"

Scout's eyes met mine and I glimpsed the anxiety swirling in their depths. She turned to Warren, her smile brittle.

"If you'll excuse me for just a moment, Professor Warren. I need to take care of something with the concierge."

Warren frowned impatiently, his gaze sliding between us. I kept my expression carefully blank, but inside, panic rose in my chest. Did he suspect something?

After a long, tense moment, he waved a hand. "Very well. But don't keep me waiting."

Relief flooded through me when he turned away, apparently not recognizing me from our previous encounter. It seemed that the face mask I'd worn last time had done its job.

Scout came to the desk, leaning over to me. "We don't need to record his name in the guest book. And I'm taking him to my room."

I shook my head, playing my part the way we had discussed.

"I'm afraid that is against the rules, Professor Harris. All guests of our guests must sign in. And no male visitors upstairs after 10 PM. Our policy is quite clear."

"I was hoping you could make an exception for me," Scout said.

"I'm afraid I can't. My employer, Ms. Thomas, is very strict about The Delmira Hotel's women-only policy."

"But surely if I vouched for my guest?"

"No, I'm sorry. If I allowed you to break that rule, I could get into trouble. If you insist, I can call Ms. Thomas and ask—"

"Oh, for god's sake," Warren grumbled, rolling his eyes with exasperation. "You'll do as Professor Harris asks, young man. I'm on the Board of the Solaire University Alumni Association. The Delmira Hotel is part of our network. I'm not signing that damn book and I am going upstairs with Professor Harris. No more arguments from you. One call to Amelia Thomas and I'll have you out on the street!"

I shook my head and lowered my eyes, pretending to be intimidated by this filthy bastard. Scout closed the guest book and pushed it toward me.

"Best to do as he says," she said quietly. "I promise we will be discreet."

"Okay," I said, defeated. "I hope you enjoy your stay, sir."

The words tasted like poison on my tongue. An ugly satisfaction spread over Warren's thin lips.

Warren was standing behind Scout and couldn't see her face. She offered me a brave smile and a wink, then returned to Warren's side. He grasped her arm in a possessive grip and guided her toward the elevator.

I watched them disappear behind the elevator doors, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement. Once they were gone, I wasted no time pulling out my phone. My fingers flew across the screen as I sent a message to Blue— "On their way up."

"Video call starting…"

My phone chimed, and Blue's face appeared on the screen. She was hiding in Scout's wardrobe, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Ready," she whispered with a mischievous grin. "Check this out."

Blue angled her phone, showing me a small gap between the doors. Through it, I could see the inside of Scout's room perfectly.

"Don't forget to record the call, Leo," Blue instructed. "I'll be doing it too, so we have two copies."

"Got it," I replied, tapping the record button. "Be careful, Blue."

"Bro, I'm having so much fucking fun playing spy," she giggled. "Don't worry about me."

On the security monitor, I watched Scout and Warren walking down the hallway.

"Here they come," I whispered. "Mute me."

"Enjoy the show," Blue said.

Scout and Professor Warren entered the room, their voices echoing through my phone as Blue recorded everything. I held my phone close to my face, straining to see as much as I could. The tension in the air was intense, even from where I sat at the front desk.

As soon as Scout had closed the door, Warren was on her, trying to take off her clothes. Scout twisted out of his grip, retreating near the wardrobe.

"First," she said, holding up her finger. "I want to confirm the terms of our arrangement."

"We've already gone over it, you silly girl."

"Humor me, then. This is not something I've done before. I want to know exactly what my obligations are."

"Alright, Miss Harris," Professor Warren began, drawing out her name while scowling at her. "Pay attention and listen closely. I won't repeat myself again. I will endorse you joining our faculty as a professor of literature. In return, you will provide me with sexual favors, on demand, whenever I require them."

"Tenure track position," Scout insisted.

"That depends on how well you perform in the bedroom," Warren said with an ugly laugh. "You look very fuckable, but women like you often grow tiresome. You'll need to make an effort to please me. I have a secluded space on campus where you will service me during the week. Otherwise, this hotel will serve nicely for our encounters. I expect you to be available at least three times a week."

"Three times?" Scout stammered, her voice loud and nervous. "Isn't that excessive?"

"Perhaps," he shrugged, "but if you refuse, I'll have no choice but to publish your little sex tape for all to see."

"Fucker," I growled, anger boiling inside me. I forced myself to relax my grip on my phone, worried that I would break it.

"Fine," Scout reluctantly agreed, her voice wavering. "I understand."

"Good girl," Warren said. Reaching out and grabbing her arm roughly, he yanked her close, forcing a kiss on her lips before groping her breast.

"You know, I've always enjoyed fucking sluts like you," he chuckled. "It's even better than fucking students."

"Please," she whispered, pulling away from him with a disgusted expression. "I need to use the bathroom first."

"Very well, but don't take too long. Your professor is hungry for his prize." His smug grin made me want to punch him through the screen.

"Promise," Scout said, her voice barely audible. She hurried to the bathroom.

"Lock the door behind you," I urged, knowing Scout couldn't hear me.

My heart raced, knowing that this was the moment when everything would change. Warren had already stripped his coat and pants off. Blue zoomed in, catching every detail of the man's flabby body.

"Show time, motherfucker," Blue whispered, her voice barely audible through the phone.

I held my breath as Blue burst out of the wardrobe, aiming her phone directly at Warren's startled face.

"Professor Warren, you are so busted!" she announced. "It's all been recorded. Every fucking word, bitch!"

"Wha--" Warren stammered, his expression a mixture of shock and outrage.

"I suggest you grab your shit and leave immediately," Blue warned him.

I cheered Blue as she carried on recording. The spunky barista had some serious balls on her.

But then the unthinkable happened and my excitement turned to fear. Instead of retreating, Professor Warren lunged at Blue. I cursed as he tripped over the bed and sprawled on the floor.

"Blue!" I shouted into the phone, my eyes locked on the screen. "Hold on, I'm coming!"

My legs tensed, ready to sprint up the stairs to rescue her when Blue's voice stopped me in my tracks.

"Stay back, Warren!" Blue yelled, her words suddenly edged with steel. "I'll drop you, bitch! Try me and see what happens!"

To my astonishment, Blue had produced a small pistol and was pointing it straight at Warren's face.

"Scout's in the bathroom, ready to dial the police," Blue warned him, her voice unwavering. "If you try to attack me again, I'll blow your fucking head off."

The ferocity in her words sent shivers down my spine. My hands shook as I stared into my phone. I hoped Warren would make the right choice. If he didn't, I had no doubt that Blue would shoot him.

"Get your clothes and get the fuck out of here," Blue snarled, her finger steady on the trigger.

I exhaled with relief as Warren stepped back. I could see the fear in the old man's eyes as he scrambled to gather his things.

The sight of Blue standing there filled me with awe. She was putting herself in danger for Scout, a woman she did not know. I enjoyed Blue's unique sense of humor and kinky sex drive. Now, I admired her bravery.

On the monitor, I saw Professor Warren stumble out into the hallway in his underwear, clutching his clothes to his scrawny chest. The bastard looked as if he'd seen a ghost, and I felt a deep sense of satisfaction at the sight of his humiliation.

Warren's night went from bad to worse. Mrs. Pearson from Room 3B stood in the hallway, her eyes wide with shock as she took in the scene before her. She glared daggers at Warren as he rushed past her, a look of pure disgust on her face. She clearly wasn't impressed with what she had witnessed.

I waited behind the desk as Warren stormed down the stairs and into the lobby, his face contorted with rage.

Doing my best to feign surprise, I asked, "Is everything alright, sir? Do you need any assistance?"

"Fuck off!" he snarled, throwing his clothes onto the floor and hastily dressing himself. His hands shook with fury as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt.

"Very well then, sir," I replied, keeping my tone polite despite the turmoil raging within me. "Have a pleasant evening."

Warren didn't bother to reply as he tugged on his pants and stepped into his loafers. As soon as Warren disappeared onto the street, I grabbed my phone and asked Blue to unmute me. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited for her to pick up.

"Bro, did you see all that?" she laughed. "Fucking priceless!"

"Blue, are you okay?" I asked, my voice thick with concern. "I'm coming upstairs."

"Relax, Leo," she replied, her tone both breathless and teasing. "Everything's fine. Scout's just getting collected. Give us a sec, then we can all have a little debriefing."

"Alright," I agreed, though I couldn't shake the anxiety that had settled over me. The chaos had unfolded so quickly. I never expected a man like Warren to try something like that.

I went to the front doors and made sure they were locked. Outside, the street looked quiet and safe, but I knew looks could be deceiving.

"Be a real shame if Professor Warren got jumped by some thugs," I told myself.

"Okay, get up here," Blue said over the phone. "We're ready for you now."

"On my way," I told her, shutting off the video call.

I rushed up the stairs to Scout's room on the third floor. Adrenaline surged through my veins, fueled by fear for Scout's safety and Blue's near assault. Rank sweat trickled down my forehead, and my breathing was ragged.

As I reached the third-floor hallway, Mrs. Pearson suddenly stepped out of her room, blocking my path. Her stern expression left no doubt about her disapproval of Professor Warren's presence in the hotel. She crossed her arms over her chest, saying nothing as her narrowed eyes seemed to bore into me, demanding an explanation.

"Mrs. Pearson," I panted, struggling to catch my breath. "I'm aware of the situation."

"No men allowed upstairs after 10 PM. That. Is. The. Rule."

"You are correct and you have every right to be alarmed."

"I'm not alarmed," Mrs. Pearson said. "I'm disappointed."

I felt shame wash through me at the way Mrs. Pearson was looking at me. She had been so helpful with Ellie's situation, providing a reference for the divorce lawyer. I hated that I'd let her down, even if it was to help Scout.

"I know how important security is to you," I told Mrs. Pearson. "I give you my word that man will never be allowed up here again."

"I'll hold you to that, Leo," she replied, her voice softening a bit at my sincerity. "We can't have our guests feeling unsafe."

"Yes, ma'am."

"I don't like your hair that way," she said, looking at my slick backed hair. "I also didn't know you wore glasses."

"Uh, just changing things up a little," I spluttered, trying to explain away my disguise.

"Hmm. Sometimes change is good. This is not one of those times."

With an embarrassed nod, I walked past her toward Scout's room. I could feel Mrs. Pearson's gaze on my back, scrutinizing my every move. It was crucial to maintain professionalism, despite the emotions gnawing at my insides.

At Room 3C, I raised my hand and knocked on the door.

"Concierge Leo," I announced in a formal tone. "May I come in?


Chapter 8

"We'll try not to hurt you."




The door swung open and Blue greeted me with a gleeful grin, her eyes lighting up at the sight of me. The relief in her expression was obvious, but underneath it, I could sense a barely contained exhilaration running through the petite girl.

"Leo, come in," she said, matching my formal tone, aware that we had an audience in Mrs. Pearson.

"Thank you."

The moment the door closed behind me, I pulled Blue into a tight embrace.

"Goddamn Blue, are you okay?"

"I'm great!" she laughed. "Did you enjoy the show?"

"I was shitting bricks! Still am, to be honest. I'm sorry I put you in that situation, Blue. I never expected that asshole to attack you."

"It's okay, bro," she said, kissing my cheek. "Everything turned out well, in the end."

"Unlike a Barrington novel."

"For sure," Blue giggled. "If this were one of his books, we'd all be corpses lying in an alley in the rain."

As I let go of Blue and stepped back, I saw the pistol was still in her hand.

"Blue, where did you get that?" I asked, my voice betraying my surprise.

"It's mine," she replied, her grip firm on the weapon. "When I told you I always carry protection, I wasn't just talking about condoms."

"Do you know how to use that thing?"

"Of course!" she chuckled. "My parents taught me how to shoot when I was a little girl."

"Your hippie parents? I thought they were all about peace and love?"

"Sure, but they also believed that industrial society was doomed to collapse. They wanted to be prepared, so they trained me in self-defense," Blue explained, her voice tinged with pride. "It wasn't just about flower power, it was about firepower as well."

Once again, I was blown away at the unexpected depths of Blue's past. She may have looked like just a cute hipster, but this girl had fascinating life experiences. It was a good reminder that everyone had their own unique story, often hidden beneath the surface.

"Alright, let's make sure Scout is okay," I said, shifting my focus back to the present situation.

"Of course," Blue agreed, her eyes reflecting the same concern that weighed heavily on me.

We went into the hotel room. Blue hung back as I approached Scout. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, her arms wrapped tightly around herself. I could see the disgust in her eyes, the way she trembled slightly as I drew closer. It was clear she needed reassurance after what had just happened.

"How are you doing?" I asked softly, reaching out to place a comforting hand on her shoulder.

"A little unsteady, to be honest," she said with a tired smile. "You look good in glasses, Leo. That hair though…"

I snorted as I took off my fake glasses and tucked them away in my suit pocket.

"You okay, professor?" I asked softly.

"I thought I was prepared," she said with a shrug. "I mentally rehearsed it, but the reality of this whole thing was a lot more ugly."

"It's over, though. You got what you needed. You won, Scout."

"Thanks, Leo," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "And thank you, Blue. You were a fucking action hero. I'm just… shaken up."

"Hey, it's okay to be upset," Blue chimed in, her tone gentle but strong. "That guy was a huge creep."

Something in Blue's tone made me glance at her. Blue had walked over to the corner of the room, where she picked up Warren's satchel that had been discarded unceremoniously on the floor. As she approached us, I noticed her hands shaking slightly, her expression a mixture of disgust and anger.

"Look at this," Blue said harshly as she opened the bag and revealed its contents. "This is what Professor Warren brought with him."

She overturned the satchel and dumped its contents onto the floor. There was a roll of duct tape, a ball gag, pliers, and what looked like a metal baton.

"What is that thing?" Scout asked, nudging the baton with her toe.

"Electric cattle prod," Blue said. "Not a sex toy prod, but an actual real one."

My stomach churned at the sight, bile rising in my throat.

"Son of a bitch," I muttered under my breath. "He was planning to hurt you, Scout."

Scout looked at the items before her, a strangled groan escaping her lips as the full weight of the situation settled upon her.

"My god," she whispered.

"He's gone now," I murmured. "And he won't be coming back. Not after what happened."

"Damn right," Blue added as she recorded the items with her phone. "That sick old man got nailed good tonight. He knows it, too."

"It's like the MAD stuff they taught us in school," I told Scout. "Mutually Assured Destruction. He can't do shit to you without destroying himself. Tomorrow, you talk to him and lay out what's going to happen next. He recommends you for a faculty position and you both agree to carry on like professionals."

"I'm not sure I still want to work at Solaire," Scout said.

"Then you let that geezer know you will pursue other positions and he better not try to blackball you," Blue said. "Academia can be an incestuous and vile little racket. But you've got your leverage, Professor. Warren can't touch you."

"Blue's right," I said.

"Besides, working for Warren would probably be mentally crushing," Blue chuckled. "The last time that relic published a noteworthy book, Clinton was getting a beej in the Oval Office. Warren's last tome was on Mark Twain. Like seriously, Mark fricken Twain? As if there weren't already a millionty billionty boring books about Twain."

"That publication was a dismal failure," Scout said with grim satisfaction. "The reviews were harsh."

"No shit. You can do much better in some other faculty, Scout. Like, one that is aware of literary analysis from this fricken century. Warren is old and he sucks, bro!"

Scout and Blue shared a laugh, the two literature enthusiasts talking shop like old buddies. I was glad to see Scout relaxing more. Having a girl like Blue around would make anyone feel better.

From the way Blue was eyeing up Scout, I knew my favorite barista was also enjoying Scout's company.

"Let's get out of this room," Scout said. "I can't stand to be here any longer."

"I hear you," I said, clapping my hands. "Where do you want to go?"

"Your apartment?" Scout asked. "I just need some time to decompress."

"You're more than welcome," I told her. "Want to join us, Blue?"

"Hell, yes. Lead the way, Leo."

Blue stuffed Warren's disturbing toys back into the satchel while Scout grabbed a bottle of wine from the room's kitchenette. I double-checked the room for anything else Warren might have left behind.

"Let's bounce," Blue urged.

Scout locked the door behind us as we made our way to the elevator. Both women took my arms as we waited. Now that we were out of Scout's room and headed to my place, I could sense that a powerful undercurrent of sexual tension was building. All that anxious energy we shared was being channeled into other areas.

It was like those stories you heard about coworkers in high-stress jobs that ended up fucking just to blow off steam. I didn't know if those stories were true, but I kept seeing Blue and Scout exchanging glances as if sizing each other up.

Don't let your little head start overruling your big head, dude. Scout and Blue just went through a gnarly situation. Hold off those thoughts of getting between their legs. Maybe later, but for now you're gonna be the supportive friend to both of them.

In the lobby, I took a last look at the security monitor and then shut down the front desk. The video of Warren rushing out of Scout's room would be captured on the hotel feed. The system uploaded its video to cloud storage, so there was no rush to get it immediately. I was going to enjoy watching Warren stumble down the hallway in his underwear, Mrs. Pearson glaring at his flabby ass the whole time.

Scout and Blue were waiting by the door to my apartment. They were whispering together, stopping when I got closer.

"You two sharing secrets?" I asked, trying to ease any tension.

"Just girl talk," Blue said casually.

"Okay," I said as I opened the door to the concierge apartment and ushered in my guests.

"I've got some clean glasses in the dishwasher for your wine," I said as I closed the door and locked it. "There's some sparkling water and grapefruit juice in the fridge, too. Help yourself."

The girls stood in my kitchen, quietly talking as I went about my usual nightly routine. I checked the security monitor near the door. Everything looked okay outside the hotel. Inside, the hallways were quiet. The Delmira Hotel looked buttoned up for the night.

I went into my bedroom and plugged in both my work iPhone and my personal phone and set them on my nightstand. I took off my suit coat and undid my tie, laying my garments carefully over a chair by the wardrobe. I could feel the tension ebbing inside me as I undressed. It had been a crazy night.

"I could order a pizza or Chinese," I said as I came back into the main room. "We can watch TV or something, just chill out."

"A pizza and movie sound pretty good," Scout said.

"Or we could just go into your bedroom and fuck," Blue added.

I chuckled, waiting for the punchline, but none came. The girls stared at me expectantly, waiting for my answer.

"Um, you two being serious?"

"As a heart attack," Blue said.

"Scout?"

Scout smiled, the first relaxed smile I'd seen from her all night.

"I could use some hard cock right now," she said. "Fucking always relaxes me, as you well know."

"What a coincidence. Fucking always relaxes me as well!" Blue laughed. "Seeing as how I almost shot an old man tonight, I could use a good pounding to ease my tension. What do you say, Leo?"

I didn't hesitate. "I'd say that my bed is big enough for all three of us."

Blue and Scout shared a look, then twined their hands together. I stepped aside as they made their way into the bedroom. As she passed me, Blue gave my ass a hard smack.

"We'll try not to hurt you," she said.

"Appreciate it," I replied, closing the door behind us.

"Have a seat, bro," Blue said. "Chill out while Scout and I get to know each other."

I settled into the chair by the wardrobe, my pulse beating hard as I looked over at the two women standing near my bed. Scout was running her fingers through Blue's hair.

"I love the colors you have," Scout said, gazing down into Blue's eyes. "I always wanted to go with pink or green, something colorful and fun."

"Why don't you?" Blue asked, her hands on the taller woman's waist.

"Have to be respectable looking as a professor," Scout said. "My first time lecturing undergrads, I got all kinds of ratings on one of those 'hot teacher' sites."

"I can believe that. I'd take your class just to gawk at you."

Scout gave an embarrassed smile, flustered and flattered by Blue's obvious attraction. I saw the tip of Scout's tongue drag wetly across her lips, a gesture I knew well.

"Kiss already," I teased.

The two women giggled, then grew quiet as they looked at each other, desire plain on both their faces. Scout took Blue's upturned face in her hands, leaning forward to place a soft kiss on Blue's parted lips.

I shifted in my chair, feeling my cock swelling in my pants. The room seemed to grow hotter as I watched Scout lift Blue's T-shirt, her small, perky breasts spilling into view. Scout cupped Blue's left tit, her thumb rubbing across the nipple, hardening it.

"Mmm, that feels nice, Scout," Blue sighed.

Scout bent down and kissed Blue's neck, then went lower to suck on one of Blue's dark nipples, her hand cupping the other breast. Blue moaned and arched her back, her hands running through Scout's hair as the older woman licked and sucked on her tits.

"Fuck, you're so sexy," Blue murmured, her eyes fluttering closed.

Scout got on her knees, kissing down Blue's belly, her tongue dipping into Blue's navel, her hands cupping Blue's ass.

"Let's get those pants off," Scout murmured, unbuttoning the front of Blue's jeans.

"I gotcha, sis," Blue told her as she kicked off her boots and started wriggling out of her jeans.

As Blue stripped naked, Scout looked at me in the chair, her eyes narrowed with pleasure as she took in my jutting cock.

"You look very pleased," Scout told me.

"I'm enjoying the show," I replied.

"You'll get your turn soon enough," Blue said, eyeing my dick with appreciation.

"Ladies first," I agreed. "Take your time."

Scout smiled back and helped Blue onto the bed, laying with her legs dangling over the mattress. Blue was so short that her feet didn't reach the floor, her feet dangling, her toes curling. Blue grabbed one of my pillows and tossed it to Scout.

"Thank you, Blue."

Scout quickly removed her clothes. Blue greedily looked over Scout's lush body.

"Fuck, you are hot," Blue said appreciatively.

Scout winked at Blue, then pushed open Blue's legs and settled herself between Blue's thighs, using the pillow to cushion her knees against the hardwood floors.

"You have such a pretty pussy," Scout complimented Blue, running a finger up and down the tendon on Blue's inner thigh.

"Thank you," Blue murmured.

I was enjoying this interplay between Scout and Blue. The two were getting ready to fuck, but there was still a shyness between the women as if they were still getting comfortable with each other. As a guy, it was kind of fascinating to see how women interacted. It was so different from how dudes got along.

Scout kissed Blue's knees, then lowered her face between Blue's thighs. The petite barista moaned and spread her legs wider, eagerly opening her pussy for Scout.

The sound of Blue's moans and Scout's muffled slurps filled the room, making my pulse speed up as my hand slid up and down my dick.

"Feel good?" Scout asked, looking up at Blue. "Do you like being eaten out by a woman?"

"I love it," Blue replied between gasps. "So good. So fucking good."

Scout sucked hard on Blue's clit, her fingers slipping into the wet channel between Blue's legs. Soon, Blue's hips were writhing in time with Scout's tongue and fingers, their rhythm making the bed creak.

"Just like that," Blue moaned. "Yeah, just like that."

"You're so ready, Blue," Scout said, her finger sliding deeper into Blue's pussy.

"I'm so ready," Blue agreed.

Scout shoved a second finger into Blue's pussy. Blue made a strangled sound of ecstasy as Scout's fingers pumped in and out, pushing deeper into Blue's pussy.

"Please, please, please!" Blue begged.

Scout continued to finger fuck Blue, adding a third finger.

"You taste so good," Scout murmured, her face shiny with Blue's juices.

"I want to cum," Blue gasped.

"Then cum for me."

Blue's eyes rolled back in her head as her body suddenly went rigid under Scout's mouth, her back arching as she let out a muffled scream. Scout's mouth never left Blue's pussy as she coaxed the orgasm out of her, suckling and licking until the petite girl was completely spent.

"Fuck," Blue panted. "That was so good."

Scout removed her fingers from Blue's pussy and licked them clean, her eyes locked on Blue's face.

"It's been too long since I was with a girl," Scout said. "Especially one as cute as you."

"I want to return the favor."

"I'd fucking love that," Scout said, kissing Blue's knee. "But right now, I need a hard cock to fuck the hell out of me. You up for the task, Concierge Leo?"

"What do you think?" I asked.

Both Scout and Blue took in my jutting cock.

"Looks like you need to put that thing in my pussy," Scout smirked. "Seems like we both could use some release."

I eagerly got out of the chair and stripped off my clothes. I headed for the bed, but Blue stopped me with an upraised hand.

"Wait," she asked me. "Just stand there for a minute. Let us girls have some eye candy."

I held up my arms, pivoting slowly so they could have a good look at my body.

"God, I love muscular men," Blue sighed. "I always dated skinny sensitive types. Now I just want a fucking savage."

"Try getting laid with academics and grad students," Scout scoffed. "When I saw Leo the first time, it was just like sploosh! Get that inside me!"

The two women giggled like schoolgirls at a sleepover. I put my hands on my hips, my cock bobbing between my legs.

"I'm right here, ladies. I can hear what you're saying."

"Guys like being treated like a piece of meat," Blue teased. "They want their dicks to be worshiped."

"I mean, yeah?" I said. "And both you girls do a fabulous job of it."

Scout patted the bed. "Come on, stud. Climb on the bed so I can climb on you."

Both women cheered as I jumped into bed, bouncing them on the mattress as my weight crashed into it. Settling in, I laid back on the bed as Scout straddled my hips, her wet pussy teasing my throbbing cock.

"Fuck, I need this," she said, taking hold of my dick and running it up and down her slit.

I responded with a nod, not bothering to form coherent words as the anticipation built inside me.

Scout slowly lowered herself onto my cock, enveloping me in her tight, warm depths. A moan escaped her lips once I was fully in, Scout luxuriating in being filled up with hard cock. She leaned forward and rested her hands on my shoulders, her eyes locking on mine as she moved her hips, riding me with a sensual rhythm that had my dick aching.

"Fuck, Leo," she breathed, her fingers digging into my chest as she leaned forward. "You fit me so perfectly."

"Blue, come here," I called, motioning for her to join us. "I want a taste of what Scout had. Get on my face, girl."

Blue hesitated for a moment before crawling over me and straddling my face. I could smell her arousal, see how wet her bare pussy was, her tiny clit peeking out of its hood.

I let out a grunt as Scout started grinding on my dick. I reached up to grab Blue's perfect little ass, squeezing her cheeks and spreading her wide as I buried my face into her pussy. Her clit was hard and ready, and I nibbled on it, letting her shudders of pleasure vibrate through my mouth. Moans escaped her lips as I lapped at her, my tongue sliding up and down in a rhythm that matched Scout's movements above me.

Scout slowed down, her movements sensual and teasing. Her hands explored my chest, pinching my nipples and groping my body. She leaned forward and began kissing Blue, their tongues meeting in a sensual dance as their bodies moved in unison.

Blue's moans grew louder as I flicked my tongue across her clit. I squeezed her ass, kneading her flesh as she moaned into Scout's mouth.

"Leo, oh my god," Scout gasped, her body trembling with pleasure as she drove me into her again and again. Scout's movements grew more frenzied, her hips grinding down onto my cock as she sought her release.

All my thoughts and worries fled my mind as I lay there, tonguing out Blue's pussy while Scout bounced on my cock. My world reduced to pure pleasure, the feel of Scout's pussy, the taste of Blue's juices flooding my mouth. Moans and the loud squeaking of the bed were the only things I heard as the three of us devoured each other.

"Fuck, Leo, I'm going to cum again!" Blue cried out.

I buried my face deeper into Blue's wetness, my tongue working furiously to bring her the pleasure she wanted. With each passing moment, I could feel her body tensing, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

"Leo… I'm going to…" Blue gasped, her voice strained as her orgasm built and built until, with a cry that echoed through the apartment, her climax erupted, her body shuddering violently as waves of pleasure coursed through her body.

I lapped Blue's pussy as she ground down on my mouth. My own orgasm was coiling inside my balls as Scout frantically rode my dick.

"I'm going to cum," Scout suddenly hissed, her voice startlingly raw and almost angry. "Make me cum, Leo! Make me fucking cum!"

Scout was slamming herself on my cock, her tight pussy gripping me even as she rode me hard. I couldn't see anything but Blue's pussy, but I could feel how urgently Scout needed to cum, how much she wanted the pleasure of her climax to rip through her body and cleanse her mind of all doubts. I started bucking up my hips to match Scout, plunging as deeply into her as I could.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Scout whimpered as her orgasm ripped through her.

I could feel her pussy spasming around my cock, her body shivering as she was consumed by pleasure.

My orgasm was building as Scout's pussy squeezed my cock, greedily trying to milk out the cum I'd been denying her.

Without being told, Blue climbed off my face and went to Scout and stroked out Scout's orgasm, her hand a blur between the brunette's legs. Scout let out a squeal of pure pleasure as her climax exploded even harder, her pussy gushing as she came, her juices flooding my cock and dripping down to the mattress below. Scout clung to Blue tightly, the sight of their lips locked together and the sound of them both moaning into each other's mouths pushing me towards my climax.

Sitting up, I forcefully rolled Scout onto her back. Digging my knees into the mattress and gripping Scout by her short black hair, I pounded into her, over and over, plowing my cock deeper and deeper into Scout's raw pussy. I could hear the wet sound of me pumping into her, feel her tight snatch gripping and massaging my cock as I fucked her.

"Harder! Fuck me harder!" Scout begged as I drilled into her, her cries and gasps growing in pitch and intensity as I fucked her.

Scout's orgasm only seemed to make her more desperate for pleasure. She seemed insatiable as she bucked herself against me. My cock was aching, my balls aching. I knew I couldn't hold out much longer.

"Give it to me, Leo!" Scout wailed. "Give me your cum!"

"No," I snapped. "Blue, lie down next to her. Put your face right against Scout's. Do it now!"

Blue's eyes lit up, knowing what I wanted. She snuggled up against the thrashing Scout, pressing her cheek tight to Scout's. She grinned up at me, waiting for the gift I had planned for both of my beautiful girls.

My orgasm was coiled tight inside my guts. When I was at the point of no return, I pulled out of Scout's pussy and crawled up to the girl's faces. They both opened their mouths wide, like baby birds ready to be fed.

I leveled my cock just in time, spurting a thick rope of cum onto both their faces, watching as it spattered onto their cheeks and mouths. The second shot splashed both their chins, the third their necks. With each spurt, a new line joined the white streaks across their faces.

I grunted as my orgasm pulsed through me, each pulse sending another spurt of cum onto my girls, who lapped at my seed, licking and swallowing it down. As my orgasm ebbed, I grabbed Scout's head and pulled her up to my cock, slapping her face with it again and again, glazing her lips and tongue with more cum.

With a guttural groan, I finally finished, my balls completely drained. I collapsed onto the bed, panting like a dog. I looked over at Scout and Blue. The sight was almost too much to bear, these two beautiful women covered in my seed, their eyes locked on mine.

As my breathing returned to normal, I watched as Blue and Scout leaned into each other, their lips meeting in a tender, hungry kiss. Their tongues danced together, globs of my cum being swapped between them, the two sharing my load, licking each other's faces clean.

"Thank you, Leo," Scout whispered once they broke apart, her eyes heavy with gratitude and something more, a depth of feeling that caught me off guard.

"Thanks, bro," Blue echoed.

The two arranged themselves on either side of me, snuggling close and holding me tight. I kissed the tops of their heads, savoring the feel of their overheated flesh pressed so tightly against me.

"We should do this more often," I joked.

"Set up a sting or have a threesome?" Scout asked.

"No more stings, hopefully," I replied. Threesomes are very welcome."

"Maybe even a foursome," Blue said, stroking my chest. "His boss Amelia is hot AF and wants to join in."

"Think you can handle three women?" Scout teased.

"Maybe four women," Blue added whimsically.

"For sure," I laughed. "Get Skanky Kandi to haul those massive tits in here!"

Blue slapped me playfully. "I meant Ellie and you know it! Or are you keeping her all to yourself?"

"What Ellie and I share is our private garden."

"Ooh, look at our concierge, getting all fancy!" Blue laughed.

"That is a very enigmatic statement, Leo."

"I don't know what that word means, but it sounds pretty cool. I'm very enigmatic."

"It means you're fronting!" Blue giggled. "Like this thing. What is this fancy thing doing on your nightstand?"

Blue was holding up the fountain pen that Grady Salazar had given me.

"It's a pen," I said with a shrug.

"A fountain pen," Blue drawled. "A real anachronism."

"You ladies keep using words I don't know and I'm going to leave this bed."

"I dated a guy in college who used a fountain pen," Scout said. "He'd always say the pen was the only computer he needed. He'd always make a big show of refilling it, carrying a little bottle of ink in his backpack."

"God, he sounds like a douche," Blue laughed.

"He was so pretentious! What was even funnier? He cheaped out on his notepads, buying the crappy ones from the campus bargain bin. The paper was so thin, the ink from his pen would bleed through the page and make a mess!"

"Douche!" Blue cried out.

"He always complained about the notepads, never realizing that fountain pens work best with thicker paper. He even… what the hell, Leo?"

I suddenly slapped my forehead, startling Scout and Blue. They looked at me with concern in their eyes, startled by the expression on my face.

"Bro, what's going on?"

"Are you okay, Leo?"

I let out a long, angry growl. My guts were churning and my mind was spinning in circles.

"Leo?" Scout said, touching my cheek. "What's wrong?"

"It was right in front of me and I never saw it," I said through gritted teeth. "It was so fucking obvious!"

"What?" Blue asked. "What was fucking obvious?"

"The person who ordered the attack on me," I snarled. "I know who it is. Now, I've just got to prove it!"


Chapter 9

"How long has this been going on?"




A surprise rain shower had rolled in before dawn and the streets were steaming in the morning sunshine. I was feeling pretty agitated as I walked down the sidewalk, my fists balled in my pants pockets. The humid air clung to my skin, making me sweat through my T-shirt. People passing by glanced at me, then quickly looked away. I knew I looked messy and on edge. That was okay. That would help.

I checked my phone, then slipped it back into my pocket. I knocked on the door of Grady's shop, my knuckles rapping loudly against the aged wooden panel. Glancing around, I searched for any signs of lurking thugs, but there were none to be seen.

A new security camera stared down at me from above the door, its unblinking eye catching my attention. I waved at it, knowing Grady would be watching.

The door unlocked and opened. Grady Salazar smiled at me, gesturing for me to enter.

"Leo, what a pleasant surprise. Come in, come in!"

I stepped inside the dimly lit shop, the scent of furniture polish and fresh lemons filling my nostrils. Grady locked the door behind me, a warm smile on his face.

"A pleasure to see you," Grady said, offering his hand for me to shake. "You look much better. The bruises and cuts are healing well."

"I guess," I said with an indifferent shrug, my eyes aimlessly wandering around his shop.

Grady frowned. "Are you alright, Leo? You seem upset."

I shook my head tiredly. "Just worn out. All the stuff that's been happening…"

"Yes, I understand," Grady said sympathetically. "How about a glass of lemonade?"

He held up a pitcher, condensation dripping down its sides.

"That's a welcome sight on a crappy day like today," I said, accepting the cool glass he poured for me. "Thanks, Mr. Salazar."

I took a long swallow, enjoying the tart sweetness. Grady studied me with concern, his eyes probing beneath my forced smile.

"What brings you here today, Leo?"

I took out the fountain pen from my pocket and set it on the counter.

"I'm just returning your pen," I said.

"But why? It was a gift."

"I don't know how to refill it. I mean, I looked online, but I don't have the ink they recommend for this pen."

"Oh, don't believe some video," Grady scoffed. "This pen can work with any ink designed for fountain pens. You don't need the fancy stuff."

"Yeah, but I also can't write with it too well. I keep smearing the ink. It soaks through the paper and gets on my hands."

"Ah, you are probably resting the nib against the paper too long without moving, Leo. Just remember to lift the tip off the paper when you're not writing. Here, let me show you."

Grady took the pad of paper from under the counter. It was the same pad he'd given me to write my personal phone number. The paper was thick and cream-colored, with the slightly rough texture of handmade paper. The shop's logo was embossed on the top.

"There, see?" Grady said as he scribbled on the pad. "Just keep the pen moving and you won't get blotching. The ink pools if it's just sitting against the paper."

"I should get some pads like yours," I said, running my finger across the paper. "It takes the ink real good."

Grady nodded. "It's handmade paper from a local artisan, designed specifically for fountain pens. But really, you don't need this, Leo. Just like you don't need fancy ink. You just need practice."

Grady held out the pen to me. I reluctantly took it from him.

"I'll work on it," I promised. "Some guests were impressed when they saw me using it, so I guess it is good for something. Not that I care what the guests think of me. Smug bitches."

Grady cleared his throat uncomfortably. "So, uh, you're not enjoying the clientele at The Delmira?"

"Doesn't matter if I enjoy them or not," I shrugged. "I'm just a worker, there to service their needs. Fetch this, fetch that. Bring them a clean towel, take their clothes to the dry cleaners, clean up their yappy little dog's shit from the antique carpet. All day, just give them what they want and take their abuse."

I polished off the lemonade, grimacing. Grady quickly refilled my glass.

"I'm sorry to hear that," Grady said. "Hospitality is a demanding and often degrading job."

"Especially with the rich, entitled hags at The Delmira Hotel," I said bitterly. "You were right, Mr. Salazar. People like them live in some other world from guys like us. Dealing with these bitches just eats away at a man's dignity, you know? It wears you down."

"You look like hell, kid. And I don't just mean the bruises."

I sighed, straightening up and setting the glass of lemonade on the counter. "Shit, don't pay me any mind, Mr. Salazar. I'm just having a crappy day and you're the only nice person I know in this godforsaken city. I just needed a break from the hotel. Sorry to dump all this crap on you. I'll get out of your hair."

"No, no, not at all!" Grady said, patting my arm. "You're a decent man, Leo. I'm interested in what you have to say. Tell me what's going on with you."

"You sure I'm not burdening you?" I asked.

Grady gestured around his empty shop. "It's not like I'm busy at the moment."

"Honestly, the peace and quiet in your shop is like an oasis," I said. "I feel calm here, like I can breathe."

"What's bothering you?" Grady asked.

"Work's been rough. I don't know if I can take it much longer."

Grady's sympathetic gaze remained fixed on me, urging me to continue. "Being a live-in concierge can get pretty hectic, I imagine."

"It goes beyond my job as a concierge at The Delmira Hotel. That's the problem."

"Have you brought your concerns to Ms. Thomas?"

"Amelia?" I snorted. "Hell no! She's the one who's making my life miserable! I mean, I know you like and respect her, Mr. Salazar. But Amelia Thomas is not the woman she pretends to be. I've learned that the hard way."

"I see," Grady murmured, his brow furrowing. "You know, Leo, sometimes it helps to talk about these things. Let it all out, and maybe you'll feel better."

I took a deep breath, wondering if I was doing the right thing. This could all go to shit really fast if I screwed up. But something in Grady's eyes told me he was open to what I had to say.

"I guess it's okay to vent a little."

"Sure, kid."

I took a deep breath. "The Delmira Hotel is a beautiful place to work. But a hotel is more than a building, it's the people who work there. My job as concierge was supposed to be about helping guests, making their stay more enjoyable. But Amelia… she keeps asking me to do things that aren't part of my job description."

"Like what?" Grady asked gently, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Things that make my skin crawl." I hesitated before continuing, "She's been pressuring me into… intimate situations with her."

Grady's eyes widened, but he didn't look surprised. "How long has this been going on?"

"Since my first days at the hotel. She cornered me in the concierge's apartment. She made it real clear what she wanted from me." I shuddered and dragged a hand across my mouth. "She promised me job security and perks if I gave her what she wanted. If I didn't? I would be out on my ass."

"And did you?"

I nodded reluctantly. "That broad is old enough to be my fucking mother! And she doesn't just want sex. She enjoys digging her fingernails into me, making me bleed. And when we're done, she mops up the blood and semen from me with her panties, keeping it like some sick fucking memento. I couldn't believe it when I saw her doing that. I felt so dirty, Mr. Salazar. I still do."

"Jesus, Leo," Grady murmured, shaking his head. "I did not know it was that bad. How have you been able to keep this bottled up?"

"Survival, I guess," I replied. "I need this job. I thought I could handle Amelia. But it's getting worse."

"Worse? How?"

"I don't want to talk about it."

"Come on, Leo," Grady pressed, leaning forward on the counter. "There has to be more to it than just Amelia. What else is going on?"

I hesitated, swallowing hard as I considered what to say next. Grady waited, his hands clasped tightly together as if he were holding in his disgust.

"Alright," I muttered, staring at the floor. "Amelia doesn't just make me do things with her. She… she forces me to perform for some of the guests too."

"Perform?" Grady's eyebrows shot up in surprise, and I nodded miserably.

"Like with Mrs. Whitworth," I continued, my voice barely above a whisper. "She's a 72-year-old widow who comes to the hotel every few months to go shopping. Amelia made me be her… her 'entertainment' for the weekend."

"Jesus Christ," Grady breathed, his face a mixture of shock and disgust.

"Yeah," I agreed bitterly. "And I did it. I gave that twisted old woman what she wanted. She must have been satisfied with me because she tossed me eight hundred bucks and a new laptop afterward, as if that could cover the disgusting things I had to do. Now Mrs. Whitworth expects it to be a regular thing. Just the other day, she forced me to look at her nude pictures from when she was young. As if that would make me want her more now, when she's old enough to be my grandmother."

"Sickness," Grady spat. "Absolute filth."

"And then there was the politician's wife. Amelia forced me to sleep with her while her husband watched. They wanted me to do it again, only this time with me having sex with the wife and the politician at the same time. He wanted to do things to me, things I wouldn't stand for. When I tried to say no, he sent his goons after me. At least, I'm pretty sure they were the ones who beat me up."

"Leo, I'm so sorry." Grady looked genuinely horrified.

"I'm so tired of being a plaything for that woman," I said. "I grew up poor and never had much. Shit, I was living in my truck before I got hired at The Delmira Hotel. Nice apartment, pretty boss? Thought this job would be my shot at a good life, but Amelia's turned it into something horrible. If I didn't need the money so badly…"

I trailed off, staring out the window at the people passing by.

"I hate her, Grady," I spat. "She's a filthy whore and I want to see her pay for what she's done. Not just to me, but to everyone she's hurt."

Grady was silent for a long moment. His jaw clenched as he processed my words. Then slowly and deliberately, he spoke.

"You're not alone in your hatred, Leo."

I turned my head to Grady. He was glaring at me, his eyes ablaze with a barely suppressed fury.

"What are you talking about?" I asked. "I thought you liked Amelia? Admired her, even?"

Grady out a bitter chuckle. "That whore bought the hotel from my father for a pittance, practically stealing it from us. My father was elderly and deeply in debt. His health was failing and he needed money for the assisted living he required for the rest of his life. Amelia knew he was deeply in debt, so she made a deal with his creditors. My father had no choice but to give her the hotel at the price she named."

Grady pounded the counter with his fist, his face contorted into a snarl.

"It broke him, Leo. It broke my father in half. He was never the same after she took his beloved furniture store. Because it was more than just a building. It was our home, the place where I grew up. And Amelia Thomas just fucking took it from us."

"Goddamn," I muttered. "And she acts as if she did you a huge favor, like she's some kind of saint for buying the place."

"That's what she is!" Grady hissed. "A conniving bitch who hides behind a pretty face! And then my grandnephew Ralph started working there to save money for college…"

He trailed off, his eyes darkening with rage.

"Ralph was just a kid, Leo," Grady continued, his voice barely a whisper. "He was bright, ambitious, and had dreams of going to college. But Amelia? That woman seduced him like a serpent in the Garden of Eden, tempting him with her body and corrupting his innocence."

As Grady spoke, I could see the anguish on his face and hear the venom in his words.

"She turned my Ralph into something unrecognizable. A man who'd do anything for her sick pleasures. She devoured him whole, leaving behind only an empty shell of the boy I once knew."

"I didn't know Ralph was your grandnephew, Mr. Salazar. Amelia never told me until she invited me to her apartment. That's when she bragged about taking Ralph's virginity there, right on her sofa. She was so proud that he was only 18. And she did it with the windows open so her neighbors could watch."

Grady let out a soft, anguished sigh. "She's a monster, Leo. As you found out."

"So, why keep up this fake bullshit? Why pretend to be her friend and ally when she's done you so much harm?"

"Because I've been playing her game, Leo," Grady admitted, his eyes narrowing with resolve. "I lease this shop from her, I smile to her face and sing her praises to anyone who asks. And all that time, I've been working against her in secret. I've been making her life a living hell, or at least trying to."

"What have you been doing?" I said, leaning in.

"Many things," Grady whispered. "Including paying bums and thugs to hang around The Delmira Hotel, harassing her guests. Anything to tarnish her reputation and make her pay for what she did to my family and all those young men she's destroyed."

"You did that?" I said wonderingly. "I figured something had to be attracting all these fuckers to The Delmira Hotel. Them coming to this part of town never made sense."

"All these guys want is cash for their next fix," Grady said. "I despise them, especially when they go too far. They were never supposed to hurt the women at The Delmira Hotel. When I heard about what happened to that young woman, I felt sick."

"Ellie," I said softly. "Her name is Ellie."

"Yes, Ellie. The politician's wife. I'm so sorry she got hurt. That's the collateral damage a woman like Amelia Thomas attracts!"

"Wait a minute," I said, slowly. "Were you the one who hired those guys to beat me up?"

Grady hesitated for a moment before admitting it. "Yes, Leo, it was me. I'm sorry about that."

"Jesus, Grady!" I exclaimed, stepping back from the counter.

"Look, I know it was wrong! But in a way, it brought us together, didn't it?" he reasoned, trying to find some justification for his actions. "We're both here now, both united by our contempt for Amelia and what she's done to us."

I gritted my teeth, swallowing any emotions that threatened to surface. Grady could see the emotions boiling inside me.

He just didn't know the truth behind my anger.

"We share a common enemy, kid. I'm sorry for what I did to you. I can't change what happened. All I can do now is offer you a chance to get some payback for what Amelia has put you through."

"Payback? How?"

Grady smiled widely, showing off his gray teeth.

"I've got so many ideas," he said. "Will you help me out?"

"I don't know," I muttered, rubbing my bruised face.

"Leo, we can do this," Grady insisted, his voice full of conviction. "We can work together to bring down Amelia and The Delmira Hotel. There might even be some money in it for you."

"Money?"

"If we can drive down her business, we could get her to sell cheap, just like she did to my father. I'd cut you in on the deal."

"I don't understand how that would even work," I protested.

"We'll figure it out," Grady said dismissively. "The only thing that matters is you. Are you with me, Leo?"

"You're sure I could get some money out of this?"

"I'm sure," he said confidently.

"Alright," I replied, feigning enthusiasm. "What do you need me to do?"

"I'll let you know the plan once I work everything out," Grady said, leaning in conspiratorially. "For now, I need you to keep an eye on Amelia. Document everything you do for her."

I let Grady ramble about his revenge plans for a few more minutes, all the while wondering how this man had lived for all these years with so much anger inside him. I'd come here hoping to trip him up in some way, to get him to slip. Instead, he just spewed his hate and confirmed my suspicions.

"I need to get back before Amelia suspects something," I said.

"I'm glad you came in today," Grady said. "This is the start of the end, Leo."

I agreed with him. This was the end. Just not for Amelia.

I shook Grady's hand and left his shop. I walked the short distance back to The Delmira Hotel. Inside, Frank was sitting at the front desk.

"Amelia's waiting for you," he informed me.

"Thanks, Frank."

I'd had my suspicions about Frank, but now I knew they had been unfounded. Frank hadn't ratted me out to Senator Carol after all. Ellie's husband was vile, but he wasn't the one who ordered the attack on me and he wasn't the one who paid the vagrants to harass our guests. That was all on Grady Salazar.

Inside the apartment, I found Amelia sprawled across the bed. She was naked, her luscious body writhing as she played with her pussy.

"There you are," she purred. "Come to bed, darling. I've been edging myself for almost an hour."

"I need to show you something," I told her. "It's important."

"Fucking me is important, sweet boy. I won't brook any further delay."

"Amelia, this can't wait."

She sat up in bed, her heavy breasts swaying hypnotically.

"Yes, it can wait, Leo. Better that we fuck now so we can have clear minds to deal with this 'very important' matter afterward. That's my thinking, anyway. Don't you agree?"

I could see her logic. Grady Salazar could wait for a little longer. Staring at this beautiful woman spread open before me had gotten the blood rushing to my dick. Fucking her now would clear my mind of all the turmoil inside it.

"You are the most insatiable woman I've ever met," I marveled as I stripped off my clothes.

"When you love cock as much as I do—"

"You can never get enough," I finished for her.

"You know me so well," Amelia chuckled, as I climbed on top of her. "Now make me cum, darling."


Chapter 10

"A cigarette, a shot of whiskey, and the guts to see it through."




I lay in bed, the sweat cooling on my naked body. Amelia was standing at the foot of the bed, leaning against a bedpost, my phone in her hand. Cum was still dribbling down her inner thighs, but my employer seemed not to notice. After pounding both her pussy and her ass, Amelia had been well satisfied with the services of her live-in concierge.

But all those good feelings evaporated after she listened to the recording on my phone. My entire conversation with Grady was on there, taken by my voice memo app. My phone had been in my pocket so the sound was muffled, but every word Grady and I spoke could be clearly heard.

"Grady?" Amelia murmured in disbelief. "But why?"

"Jealousy? Resentment? I don't know what else. But he must have been struggling to hold those feelings in for a long time. It didn't take much for me to convince him I hated you. Once he was convinced, Salazar let his guard down quick. He confessed everything. It was like he was happy to finally find someone he could vent to."

As I spoke, I could see the shock on Amelia's face intensify. She was gripping my phone so tightly that her knuckles were turning white.

"Those vagrants harassing our clients… it was Grady all along?" She shook her head, incredulous. "I've always been good to him, Leo. I don't understand why he'd hate me so much."

"Grady's resentment goes way back, Amelia," I explained. "He's always been bitter about you buying the hotel from his father for what he sees as 'pennies on the dollar'. He thinks you took advantage of an old man."

Amelia frowned, shaking her head sadly. "I never meant to take advantage of anyone, Leo. I paid so little for the hotel because I assumed all of Grady's father's debts. The man was a compulsive gambler with a talent for losing. My offer was a good deal for him. He was able to retire with dignity."

"Unfortunately, that's not how Grady sees it. He's been nursing his anger for all these years. And when you got involved with Ralph, Grady just lost it."

Amelia set my phone down on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed.

"It was a couple of months after Ralph started working for me that the vagrants started coming around," Amelia said to herself, mentally confirming the timeline when her troubles began.

"The timing makes sense," I said, propping myself up on one elbow. "After Salazar found out about you and his grandnephew, it would have taken some time to find the lowlifes to carry out his plans."

"But it's such a crazy thing to do," Amelia said. "What kind of man comes up with a plan like that?"

"Salazar wasn't being rational, he was being vengeful. He believes you're a temptress who corrupted young Ralph and turned him away from a bright future at college."

"Ralph?" Amelia let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head. "He was an eager lover for me, Leo. One who wanted sex just as much as I did."

"Of course he was. A horny 18-year-old getting to fuck a woman like you? It's a goddamn porn fantasy come true."

Amelia smiled at me, always appreciative of male attention. It moved me to see this usually unflappable woman looking so shaken. I'd always thought of Amelia as a gorgeous cougar just prowling for young cock. Seeing her like this reminded me that beneath her steely exterior, Amelia was just as vulnerable as anyone else.

"And as for college?" Amelia continued. "Ralph never wanted to go to college like Grady believed. He hated school. It's why he came to work at The Delmira Hotel. The poor boy was trying to put off disappointing Grady for as long as he could. Ralph never intended to enroll at all, ever. He always wanted to be an actor. I just wanted to help him pursue his dreams."

Amelia's voice hitched, and she turned her face away from me. Her shoulders hunched as she sobbed quietly.

I sat up and moved beside Amelia, wrapping my arm around her. She clasped my hand, leaning against me.

"I helped Ralph move to Los Angeles and connected him with some producers I know," Amelia said despairingly. "My god, I even send him money occasionally to help his career. And this is what Grady does to me? For helping his grandnephew?"

"Not your fault," I murmured, kissing the top of her head. "You are a kind and generous person. You gave Ralph and me an opportunity to better ourselves. Grady can't see that. He's too wrapped up in his resentment to see the truth."

"I would never intentionally hurt anyone."

"I know."

"I just wish Grady Salazar could see that I'm not the enemy he thinks I am."

"Maybe one day he will," I said.

Amelia relaxed into my arms, turning her head to kiss me. She guided my hands to her breasts, taking comfort in the way I caressed her body.

We stayed like that for a long time, Amelia just leaning into me, letting me support her and stroke her skin. I kissed the back of her neck, breathing in the scent of her, fingering the ruby pendant hanging between her breasts.

"Amelia," I said, breaking the silence between us. "How do you want to handle Salazar?"

She took a deep breath before finally speaking.

"Well, he can't keep doing this to me. Or to you. It has to end."

"Do you want me to persuade him?" I asked. "I'd be happy to pay him back for getting me jumped."

Amelia squeezed my arm. "No, I don't want that. I feel badly for Grady, despite everything he's done. I think I should just have a word with him. I'll play this recording so he knows his position. Grady can end his lease without penalty as long as he promises to stop this harassment and never come near The Delmira Hotel again."

"And if he doesn't accept your terms, I'll break his arms."

"Naturally," Amelia laughed.

I kissed her cheek. "You really are a good person, Ms. Thomas."

"Amelia," she whispered. "Only Amelia."

"Right. You'll have to spank me for that."

"Mmm. Turn around and I will lick you instead. I can never get enough of your cock inside—"

Just then, there was a loud knock on the front door.

"What the hell?"

The knocking intensified as I quickly tugged on my pants and threw on a T-shirt. Whoever was at the door was getting pretty desperate. They were pounding on it hard enough to shake the walls.

"Stay here," I told Amelia.

As I approached the door, I could hear Frank calling my name from outside. He sounded scared. Rushing across the room, I undid the lock and pulled open the door. Frank stood in the doorway, agitated and glancing over his shoulder.

"Leo, we have a problem," he said, his voice strained. "Senator Carol is upstairs, trying to get into Ellie's room. I warned him not to go up there, but he just pushed me aside and went straight for the stairs."

"Fucking hell," I growled. "I can't believe this!"

"Senator Carol is here?" Amelia asked from behind me, a towel wrapped around her naked torso.

"And his aide, the big one with the shaved head," Frank said, worry etched across his face. "Should I call the police?"

Amelia hesitated, worry clouding her eyes. "I don't want to bring any adverse publicity to the hotel."

"Leave it to me," I reassured them both, my anger flaring up. "I'll handle the Senator."

"Don't hurt him," Amelia warned as I stepped past Frank and headed across the lobby.

"No promises!" I called over my shoulder.

I bolted up the stairs, my heart pounding in my chest. My thoughts raced with worry for Ellie, anger at the Senator, and the lingering warmth of my conversation with Amelia. The mix of emotions was too much, becoming a distraction that could leave me unprepared for whatever confrontation awaited upstairs.

At the door to the second floor, I paused to take a deep breath as I tried to still my mind. I'd always gotten scared at wrestling tournaments, but once I was on the mat, everything calmed down inside me. I focused on recalling that inner calm, grounding myself in the moment.

"A cigarette, a shot of whiskey, and the guts to see it through," I muttered to myself, recalling the phrase from Barrington's novel that had stuck with me the most.

With another deep breath, I opened the door and stepped into the hall. I immediately saw Senator Carol standing outside Ellie's door at the end of the hallway, his smug face contorted into a snarl. A hulking man with a bald head stood next to him.

As I watched, Senator Carol kicked the door, rattling it in its frame.

"Open the door, Ellie!" Carol screamed. "I'm not playing games, you fucking cunt! If you don't open this door right now, I'm going to fucking kill you!"

Yeah, that shit stops right now, dude. Ellie must be terrified. Do what you need to do. End this.

"You two are going to have to leave!" I shouted, advancing towards them. "Right now!"

The Senator glanced over and spotted me, then quickly barked an order at his aide.

"That's just the concierge. Get rid of him!" he commanded, pointing in my direction.

Baldy rushed towards me, his dull features twisted into a grin. I put up my fists, getting ready to fight, but the big man only faked a punch and immediately shot in low, tackling me to the ground.

I cursed as I hit the hard floor on my back, the big man's weight driving into me. As we grappled, I quickly realized that Baldy wasn't just a simple bruiser. His legs were grape-vining mine and the bastard was working for a choke. This guy was a trained grappler.

"Just relax and let it happen," he sneered.

Baldy's leering face sickened me. I wondered if this thug was one of the men the Senator spent his weekends with while Ellie was at The Delmira Hotel.

"You're a pretty one, I'll give you that," the aide said as he tightened his chokehold. "Maybe I'll give you a kiss after you blackout."

My response was to violently bridge out of the choke and roll him off me. Baldy was strong and skilled, but he wasn't fast. I beat him in the scramble, getting on top of him and pinning him to the floor.

The look of surprise on Baldy's face pleased me. He was realizing that I wasn't going to be his bitch so easily.

His next lesson? This wasn't a fucking grappling match.

I head-butted Baldy in his face, driving my forehead into the bridge of his nose. The sickening crunch and the big man's moan of pain were music to my ears.

Baldy wasn't done yet, though. He spun beneath me and grabbed my foot, trying to twist my leg in a submission hold. Unfortunately for him, I had rolled with jiu-jitsu guys before and I knew how to counter a simple leg lock. With a quick turn to relieve the pressure on my knee, I crouched over the big man and began punching straight down into his already bloody face.

But Baldy was well trained. Instead of releasing my foot, he turned his face away as best he could and switched from a kneebar into a calf slicer, his shin cutting into the meat of my calf muscle like a sharp knife.

The pain was immediate, agony ripping through my calf as he locked in the hold. There was a reason so many grappling tournaments banned this move in the lower belt divisions. It could quickly cause devastating and permanent damage. Baldy was cranking on it hard, bent on hurting me. If this was a tournament, I would have already been tapping out.

It wasn't a tournament, though. It was a fight. And I learned a few tricks while working as a bouncer.

Instead of trying a counter-move or punching Baldy in the face again, I took his face in my hands and dug my thumbs into his eyes. Baldy bellowed in pain, thrashing his head from side to side, but I had a good grip on his skull and kept up the pressure.

The excruciating pain in my calf suddenly eased as Baldy let go of my leg to defend against my eye gouging. I broke free from his grasp and staggered away from him, my leg threatening to buckle beneath me.

"Stay down," I yelled, but Baldy was in a rage now. Half-blind and roaring like a wounded animal, he started getting to his feet.

You gave him a chance, dude.

Bracing myself on my uninjured leg, I soccer kicked the big man on the top of his skull, turning my foot so I hit him with the bony knob of my ankle. Searing pain ran through my calf, but it was worth it to see Baldy drop to the ground like a puppet with his strings cut. The big man was out cold, his breath rasping loudly as he snored like a baby.

As I caught my breath and turned my attention back to Senator Carol, I didn't see his fist coming my way. The forceful blow knocked me off balance. I stumbled back, tasting blood in my mouth. Carol was a vigorous man, stronger than I had expected. The thought of him putting his filthy hands on Ellie stoked my rage.

"Is that all you got, Senator?" I spat, wiping the blood from my lips.

"Shut your mouth, you little bitch!" he bellowed.

"You're the only bitch here, Senator," I chuckled. "Bottom bitch, right? You look like a fucking bottom."

Carol's eyes widened, uncertainty flooding into him as he tried to figure out how much I knew about his private life.

I decided to fill him in.

"Getting filled up with dick on Saturday night, then the Holy Spirit on Sunday morning?" I asked, lowering my hands and straightening up from my crouch. "That's how you roll, right?"

"I don't know what the hell you're talking about," he said.

"Yeah, you do," I smirked. "I don't judge a man's sexual orientation, but I do judge his sexual hypocrisy. I also judge a man who beats his wife. I think your donors would judge you too, if they ever found out."

"You shut your mouth right now," Carol warned me.

"You should also know that I fucked your wife," I continued. "Not that you care, of course. You got your boys to play with, right? Just thought you should know your secrets aren't so secret anymore, Senator."

"You," he hissed, his eyes narrowing with sudden comprehension. "You're the one who convinced that dumb cunt to go see a lawyer?"

I nodded. "Ellie's not yours anymore, Senator Carol. She's not your fucking trophy and she's not your punching bag. All that is over. Best get used to the idea."

An angry red flush crept up the Senator's neck. Sweat ran down his forehead and spit flecked his lips. A vein throbbed in his forehead.

I suppressed a smile, knowing that the security cameras were capturing every moment. Senator Carol had already punched me and I had not retaliated. There was undeniable evidence of self-defense. What happened next was up to him.

Senator Carol scowled. In an instant, he made his decision. Windmilling his fists, Ellie's husband charged at me like an enraged bull.

I braced myself and dodged his attack, tying him up and hip-tossing him onto the floor. The impact reverberated through my body as I fought to subdue him, our grunts and heavy breathing filling the hallway.

"Stay down!" I warned him, pushing him down and looming over him. I jabbed my finger at him for emphasis, playing it up for the cameras.

Scumbag won't be able to deny that he was the aggressor. Like Professor Warren and Grady Salazar, Senator Carol is about to find out that 'tape don't lie'.

I hid my grin as Carol got back to his feet and came at me again. Third time was the charm. There would be no need to hold back for the cameras any longer.

He threw some sloppy punches, but I put up my guard, letting his blows glance off my arms and shoulders. Coiling my torso, I threw a left hook that cracked the Senator in his chin. He dropped to the floor, his eyes going unfocused. I stepped up, planting my foot on his chest.

"You like beating up women," I seethed. "Not so easy with a man, is it?"

The Senator tried to regain his footing, but I was relentless.

"You're never gonna touch Ellie again, Senator. Understand?"

"Or what?" he spat back, blood dripping from his busted lip. "You think you can intimidate me, you little shit? Do you know who I am?"

"I know exactly who you are," I assured him.

He attempted to get up one last time, but a well-placed knee to his midsection crumpled the older man and left him gasping for air.

"Stay the fuck away from Ellie!" I warned the Senator. "And don't you ever set foot in The Delmira Hotel again!"

I stepped back from Carol, my blood boiling with rage. My emotions were threatening to overwhelm me again and I had to put some distance between me and him. My hands were shaking, a mix of adrenaline and anger coursing through my veins.

If the Senator came at me again, I was going to fucking kill him. A part of me wanted him to try.

At that moment, Frank and Amelia appeared in the hallway, their faces a mixture of shock and concern. Amelia's gaze lingered on my bloody face, but she quickly composed herself to handle the situation.

"Senator Carol, I suggest you leave the premises immediately," Amelia said, her voice icy and commanding. She glared at the aide, who was struggling to get back on his feet, still dazed from my kick. "Take your man here and don't come back."

"I'm going to ruin this shithole," Carol spat at her. "My organization will sue you into the poorhouse!"

"There are no poorhouses, Senator," Amelia said coldly. "And if you are threatening a lawsuit, you should know that the camera above me has recorded everything that happened here tonight. I think The Delmira Hotel would fare well in any legal action you might pursue."

Senator Carol glared up at the camera.

"Leave now, or I will instruct Frank to phone the police," Amelia warned him. "I'm sure the publicity you garner will be most impactful on your next campaign."

Frank held up his mobile phone, the 911 number clearly displayed, ready to be dialed. I chided myself for ever doubting the man.

Senator Carol's eyes darted as he weighed his options. Like any experienced politician, he knew when it was time to retreat and save what was left of his influence.

Carol's shoulders slumped as he staggered away from Ellie's door. With Frank's help, Amelia escorted the Senator and his aide into the elevator, the Senator shooting me one last hateful glance before the doors closed.

Once they were gone, I sagged against the wall and groaned. My whole body hurt, the pain in my calf getting worse as the adrenaline rush faded. My elbow ached from being twisted in the scramble and my jaw throbbed painfully from where the Senator had punched me. The taste of blood filled my mouth. I probed a molar with my tongue, feeling it wiggle in its socket.

"Leo."

I turned to see Ellie standing in her doorway, her beautiful blue eyes wide and staring, her lovely face stained with tears.

"Ellie," I said, managing a smile for my sweet girl.

Ellie rushed to me and gingerly wrapped her arms around me. Her body shook with sobs as she clung to me.

"Leo… I was so scared…" she choked out between sobs.

"Hey, it's okay now," I murmured gently, pulling her closer. My heart ached for her, knowing she'd been terrified by the Senator's crazed assault. "He's gone, Ellie."

"Are you hurt?" she asked. "Should I call an ambulance?"

"I'll be fine. I've been through worse with my old man."

"I'm so sorry I got you into this," she whispered. "I'm so sorry, Leo."

Ellie buried her face in my chest. As her tears soaked through my shirt, a fierce protectiveness washed over me. I took Ellie's chin and tilted her head up. As I looked down at her tear-streaked face, her eyes searching mine for reassurance, I knew I couldn't keep my feelings hidden any longer.

"Ellie… I love you," I said, my voice cracking with emotion.

Ellie blinked in surprise, and for a moment she was speechless. Shaking her head, her eyes full of wonder, Ellie pressed her lips against mine in a ferocious kiss full of passion and desperation. We held each other tightly, our eyes wide open.

"I love you too," she gasped as we broke apart for air. "I think I've loved you from the first moment I saw you."

"That day you walked through the front doors into the lobby, I thought you were the prettiest girl I'd ever seen," I told her. "I still can't believe I'm with you."

Ellie kissed me again. "I wish we were back in our secret garden. I wish we could stay there forever."

I stroked Ellie's blonde hair, loving the way it ran through my fingers like threads of spun gold.

"We'll go back there," I promised her. "For now, I need to get back to my room so I can clean up."

"I'll clean you up," Ellie said firmly. "It's the least I can do for the man I love."

Ellie kissed my hand, her lips soft against my scraped knuckles. She led me into her hotel room. As Ellie shut the door behind us, I took her into my arms again.

"A cigarette, a shot of whiskey, and the guts to see it through," I murmured.

"What's that mean?" she asked.

"Just a reminder," I said. "Everything that happened, good and bad, all of it led to this moment with you, Ellie. We saw it through, together."

"Together," Ellie whispered.

We kissed again, slow and gentle, as the night deepened around us.


Epilogue

One Year Later




The warm sun kissed my skin as I stood surrounded by flowers, Ellie nestled snugly in my arm. We were standing in the space behind Grady Salazar's old shop, the same place I had gotten jumped a year earlier.

Over the spring, Ellie and I had turned this once barren alley and lot into a lush urban garden teeming with life. Rows of plants overflowed their boxes in a riot of colors, vines creeping up the wood lattices that we'd covered the ugly chain-link fence with. A small fountain gurgled into a shallow, moss-covered pool at the front of the alley while native plants lined the edges of the lot, providing a haven for butterflies and honeybees and even the occasional hummingbird.

The afternoon sunshine drenched the garden in warm light, the air scented with roses and jasmine. I squeezed Ellie's waist, looking over my sweet girl. In the sunlight, her pale skin and blonde hair seemed almost to glow with a healthy vitality.

"This garden is amazing," I said.

"Couldn't have done it without you," she smiled.

Behind us, the rest of our party was seated at a patio table beneath a big sun umbrella. I could hear Blue's distinctive laugh as Scout told her some literary joke that only the two of them would understand.

Today, Scout was in charge of the music. Her tastes in music remained the same as when I met her. The lively twang of a banjo sounded through the garden as the wireless speaker played the latest tune from Dirt Road Debutantes.

Strolling through the rows of planter boxes, I ran my fingers over a flower, enjoying the soft caress of its petals against my hand.

"What is this?" I asked Ellie.

"It's a dahlia hybrid called 'Mystic Illusion'. Isn't it beautiful?"

I looked at the vibrant yellow petals of the flower, contrasting against its dark foliage.

"Gorgeous," I agreed. "Just like the woman standing beside me."

Ellie blushed, still shy about my compliments. I kissed her cheek, my hand patting her rump, squeezing her firm flesh through the thin material of her sundress.

"Keep that up and I might have to drag you someplace private," Ellie warned.

"That's the idea," I teased.

Today was a special day. We had all gathered to celebrate Ellie's divorce being officially completed. She was finally free of Senator Carol and I couldn't have been happier for her. We'd been through so much together over the last year. There were times when it seemed like this day would never come. It felt incredible to finally share this moment with Ellie.

The garden was adorned with colorful decorations that danced in the breeze, creating a festive atmosphere. A spread of food and drinks had been laid out by Blue, their tantalizing scents wafting through the air. Scout had put together a scrapbook of pictures that Ellie and I had taken together, each picture accompanied by a funny quote from C.Q. Barrington.

As Ellie and I continued our tour through the flowers, I felt an immense sense of pride and satisfaction. These moments, surrounded by people I cared for deeply, were what made life at The Delmira Hotel so special. The garden, now thriving under our combined efforts, was living proof of my connection to the women around me and the bond we all shared.

"Champagne!" Amelia called out triumphantly.

My employer walked through the garden arch that connected the space behind the hotel with the new garden. She held aloft a bottle of champagne, a tray of champagne flutes balanced in her other hand.

"Come on," I told Ellie. "Time to celebrate your independence."

I guided Ellie to the table and pulled out a chair for her. She chatted excitedly with the other women while I popped the champagne bottle and filled the flutes to overflowing.

Raising my glass high, I caught the attention of my loyal group of women— Ellie, Scout, Amelia, and Blue.

"Here's to Ellie," I proclaimed, my voice strong and confident. "To new beginnings and the freedom to live life on her terms."

A chorus of agreement rang out from my little harem, their faces radiant with joy. Glasses clinked together, the sound crisp and clear against the backdrop of laughter and music that filled the air.

"Thank you, Leo," Ellie beamed, her cheeks flushed with happiness. Her blue eyes sparkled like jewels under the slanting sunlight, her lips curving into a grateful smile as she took a sip of her champagne.

As my gaze lingered on the beautiful woman around me, I couldn't help but reflect upon the incredible journey that had brought us all together. Each woman held a special place in my heart, their unique personalities complementing my own in ways I never thought possible.

Amelia, the insatiable beauty with a kind heart and gentle soul. Her strength and confidence had brought us all together. I was still in awe of the mercy she'd shown Grady Salazar, even after all he had done to her. She'd let the old man gracefully retreat, maintaining his dignity as he left the city for a comfortable retirement. Amelia had since converted Grady's old shop into a bookstore and literary salon. Authors were already doing readings there before appreciative audiences. The bookstore's manager and barista? Blue Skye-Bright and her friend, Kandi.

Then there was Scout with her fiery spirit and unstoppable appetite for adventure. She kept me on my toes, constantly challenging me to push my boundaries and explore new experiences. Scout now worked remotely at Solaire University, lecturing to students all over the world in her online distance learning classes. The University, at Professor Warren's urging, had agreed to house Scout at The Delmira Hotel for as long as she wished. It was a real joy to have her around. Scout's fervor for life was infectious.

As for Blue, the elfin cutie who captivated me with her wit and unexpected bravery? She had become a mainstay in my life, the intoxicating chemistry we shared like a drug, our frequent late-night conversations always turning into primal romps that left us both breathless and exhausted. She still wore the same chunky boots and funky dresses, though her hair was now a shimmery emerald green I loved. I started every day with one of her signature Americanos brewed strong the way I liked it, served with an impish smile and Blue's adorable giggle.

And finally there was Ellie, the prettiest girl I'd ever known who was even more beautiful on the inside. Her's had been the hardest journey, the violence and abuse she suffered still wounds that she was slowly mending. Since escaping her husband, Ellie had blossomed like one of her beloved dahlias. With her mother well cared for and her finances assured, Ellie was free to explore all the things she had never had a chance to pursue. Her life was full of painting, local history, and flowers. The Delmira Hotel was no longer her temporary refuge, it was her permanent home. The constant joy that filled her made Ellie absolutely radiant. My heart ached every time I saw her. I never wanted to be apart from my sweet girl.

What a remarkable tribe we had put together, each woman an integral part of this group that I couldn't imagine my life without. Things weren't always smooth between us, but I felt a genuine pride in my ability to navigate these unique relationships, balancing their needs and desires while still maintaining my sense of self.

"Leo," Ellie whispered, her fingers gentle on my arm. "You look lost in thought. Everything okay?"

"Better than okay," I replied, grinning at her. "I'm just feeling incredibly grateful for all of you."

"Well said, darling," Amelia remarked.

"I'll drink to that," Scout cheered, lifting her glass.

"Aw, shucks!" Blue teased, holding her hands to her bosom and batting her eyelashes. "You do flatter me, dear sir!"

I pulled Ellie close, kissing her softly.

"Congratulations," I told her. "We're all so happy for you."

"I feel wonderful," she replied. "In fact, I feel like dancing!"

"Hell, yes!" Scout shouted, cranking up the music.

Ellie dragged me to my feet and the rest of the women kicked off their shoes and started prancing to the music. One after the other, I took each woman in my arms, enjoying the warmth of her body against mine before moving on to the next, sharing myself with them as they enjoyed me and each other.

Sharing was our strongest bond. The times I'd shared my bed with two or more of them were some of the closest moments we'd had together. Even after a year, all of us were still trying new combinations and exploring new desires. It was an ongoing adventure that we all loved to take part in.

What a life, dude. How you managed it, I'll never know.

"Me neither," I mumbled to myself, grinning like a fool.

I was slow dancing with Scout when my work phone rang. It was Frank.

"Special guest checking in. You need to be down here."

"On my way," I replied, struck by the urgency in his tone.

Now that Frank was dating Kandi, we often chatted about the girls when I came on shift. Frank rarely called me at this time of day, though. Something about this guest must have been important.

Excusing myself from the party, I made my way down back to the hotel, curious about who awaited me.

As I entered the lobby, I saw a statuesque woman waiting at the front desk. Her dark hair cascaded down her back, framing a face adorned with full lips and warm brown eyes. She wore a figure-hugging suit that accentuated every luscious curve of her body. I estimated her to be almost six feet tall. With her wide hips and deep cleavage, she looked like she had stepped straight from the pages of an old Playboy magazine.

"Welcome to The Delmira Hotel," I said, approaching her with a confident stride. "I'm Leo. How can I help you?"

"Hello, Leo," she said, extending a perfectly manicured hand. "I'm Catherine Greene. I've heard great things about your establishment and wanted to experience it for myself."

"Of course, I'll make sure your stay is nothing short of exceptional."

"Thank you," she replied, her eyes trailing up and down my body. "I appreciate your attention."

"Anything for a valued guest," I assured her. "Did you have any luggage?"

"Frank has seen to it."

"Excellent. I see you've already signed our guest book. Did you have any questions about The Delmira Hotel?"

"I do, actually. I'm here on business, but I have some free time in the evenings," Catherine said. "I'm new to this city and I'd appreciate any guidance you could offer about exploring the area."

"Of course. I've only lived here for a year, but the city has been a fantastic experience for me," I responded.

"Excellent. I am always eager for stimulating adventures."

Catherine gave me a seductive smile, one I couldn't ignore. Her beauty and presence had a magnetic pull that would be hard for any man to resist.

I wanted to get to know Catherine Greene better. And I knew exactly how to do so.

"We're having a little celebration tonight in our new garden," I told her. "It's a party for Ellie, one of our most cherished guests. You're more than welcome to join us."

"Really?" Catherine seemed genuinely surprised by the invitation. "I wouldn't want to impose."

"Not at all. We're always happy to have interesting company. My friends would love to meet you."

Especially Blue. That girl loves pussy almost as much as you, dude.

"Alright, then. I'd love to attend," Catherine agreed, her smile growing wider.

"Perfect," I said, offering my arm. "Come with me and I will show you the way."

Catherine slipped her arm through mine, the swell of her breast pressing against me. I breathed the heady scent of her perfume as she leaned in close.

"You're sure I'm not intruding?" she asked.

"Absolutely," I reassured her, smiling warmly. "We always have room for one more."

THE END
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