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Mark fumbled with his keycard before finally getting the hotel room door to click open. He stepped inside, dropped his shoulder bag by the bed, and let out a relieved breath. A long day deserved a drink, so he pulled a small bottle of cabernet from the minibar and poured himself a generous glass. He turned toward the bed, but his foot caught on the bag he’d forgotten was still on the floor. The stumble sent wine sloshing over the rim, dark red splattering across the pristine white comforter like blood on snow. “Fuck,” he hissed, watching helplessly as the stain spread, soaking deeper into the expensive bedding. Just his luck—not even twenty minutes into his stay and he’d already screwed up. He set the half-empty glass on the nightstand and ran his hands through his hair, knowing there was no way in hell he could hide this mess.

The crimson blotch grew larger by the second, seeping into the mattress beneath. Mark grabbed a towel from the bathroom and dabbed frantically at the spill, but only managed to smear it across a wider area. The more he tried to fix it, the worse it looked.

"Goddammit," he muttered, giving up and reaching for the hotel phone. His finger hovered over the button for housekeeping. This was embarrassing—a grown man who couldn't even handle a glass of wine without making a disaster. He punched the button for the front desk instead.

"Front desk, how may I assist you?" The voice on the other end was professionally pleasant.

"Hi, uh, I just checked into room 312 and I accidentally spilled some red wine on the bed." Mark's voice cracked with embarrassment. "Is there any way someone could help me clean it up? Or maybe change the bedding?"

"Of course, sir. I'll send someone right up."

Mark hung up, pacing the room while he waited. He'd never been good at these situations—the awkward encounters with service staff that reminded him of his own ineptitude. He imagined some gruff, older woman with calloused hands shooting him disapproving looks as she scrubbed at his mistake.

Five minutes later, a sharp knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. He straightened his shirt and braced himself for judgment before pulling the door open.

His mouth went dry instantly.

Standing in the hallway was not the stern housekeeper he'd expected but a blonde bombshell poured into a maid's uniform at least two sizes too small. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, honey-blonde strands framing a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a glossy pink. The black uniform stretched across her chest, buttons straining against impressive breasts that threatened to burst free with every breath she took. The skirt barely reached mid-thigh, exposing long, tanned legs ending in practical black shoes that somehow only made the rest of her outfit seem more obscene.

"Housekeeping," she said, her voice smoother and lower than he expected. She offered a polite smile that didn't quite reach her eyes—eyes that scanned him from head to toe in a single sweep that felt like a physical touch. "I hear we have a wine emergency?"

"Uh, yes." Mark stepped back, gesturing awkwardly at the bed. "I'm really sorry about this. It just slipped."

She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click that sounded oddly final. "Don't worry about it, honey. Happens all the time." Her hips swayed as she walked to the bed, the movement deliberately exaggerated in a way that made Mark's throat constrict.

The maid set down her small caddy of cleaning supplies beside the bed and assessed the damage. "Red wine's a bitch," she said, pulling out a spray bottle and some cloths. She turned to him with a smirk. "I'm going to need to get in there properly."

Before Mark could respond, she'd turned away and was kneeling on the edge of the bed, leaning forward to reach the center of the stain. Her skirt rode up, exposing the curves of her ass barely covered by a black thong. She arched her back as she worked, pushing her ass higher in the air while she sprayed the stain and began blotting it with practiced movements.

"Gonna need to get in deep," she said, shifting her weight so she was on all fours. Her uniform gaped at the neckline, offering a clear view down her top. Heavy breasts swung freely beneath her, clearly unrestrained by any bra, nipples just visible as dark shadows against the tan skin.

Mark couldn't look away. He felt blood rushing to his groin, his cock swelling against his will. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

The maid glanced over her shoulder, catching him mid-adjustment. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch, where his erection was now painfully obvious through his slacks. Instead of embarrassment or offense, her face broke into a knowing grin.

"Oh honey," she purred, "making a mess already?" She turned back to her task, deliberately arching her back even more, her ass rising higher in invitation.

"I'm sorry," Mark stammered, his face burning with heat. "I didn't mean to—"

"Don't apologize for that," she cut him off, rocking back on her heels and turning to face him. She stayed on her knees, her position deliberately submissive while her eyes remained predatory. "Some things are meant to get messy."

She shifted closer to the edge of the bed, directly in front of where he stood. As she reached for another cloth, her chest pressed against his thigh. There was no mistaking the intentional contact, the firm pressure of her breast against him, the way she let it linger before pulling back with feigned innocence.

"You're a long way from home, aren't you?" she asked, looking up at him through mascara-heavy lashes. "Business trip?"

"Yeah," he managed, his voice thick. "Four days."

"Four whole days all alone in this big hotel room." She sighed, her hand suddenly resting on his knee. "That's a long time to be lonely."

Her fingers trailed upward, tracing along his inner thigh. Mark held his breath, frozen in place by disbelief and arousal. This wasn't happening. Things like this didn't happen in real life—not to guys like him.

Her hand reached his bulge and cupped it firmly, squeezing the hard length through his pants. "Mm, hard already. You weren't kidding about a spill." Her laugh was low and dirty, the sound of it making his cock throb against her palm.

Mark's breath escaped in a shuddering gasp. "What are you—"

"Cleaning up," she said simply, her fingers finding his zipper and unzipping him without hesitation. "It's my job to take care of messes." She worked his cock free, wrapping her fingers around the shaft with a satisfied hum. "And this is quite the mess waiting to happen."

Her hand was warm and firm, stroking him slowly from base to tip. His cock pulsed in her grip, already slick at the head. She spread the pre-cum with her thumb, using it to lubricate her strokes.

"Such a big boy hiding in here," she murmured, leaning forward until her lips brushed his ear. "And all for me?"

She guided his head down with her free hand, pressing his face into her cleavage. The soft weight of her breasts surrounded him, warm skin with a faint scent of vanilla and something muskier underneath. The fabric of her uniform rubbed against his cheeks as she continued stroking his cock, her rhythm steady and deliberate.

"You like these tits, don't you?" she whispered, squeezing them around his face. "I saw you looking the moment I walked in. Couldn't take your eyes off them."

Mark nodded helplessly, his face still buried in her cleavage. He reached up to touch her, but she caught his wrist.

"No touching yet," she chided, increasing the pace of her strokes. "Just enjoy the view. Bet you've been waiting for a maid to take care of you like this."

She pulled back just enough to unbutton the top of her uniform, exposing more of her breasts. They spilled out, heavy and full with large areolas and stiff nipples. She guided his face back down, this time against bare skin.

"Go ahead," she encouraged. "Taste them."

Mark didn't need to be told twice. He captured a nipple between his lips, sucking eagerly while she continued jerking him off. She moaned, a sound that seemed genuine despite the transactional nature of their encounter. Her hand moved faster on his cock, twisting at the head before sliding back down to the base.

"Fuck, your cock feels good," she groaned, arching her back to push more of her breast into his mouth. "So fucking hard. You gonna cum for me? Gonna make another mess for me to clean up?"

Mark's hips bucked into her hand, his balls tightening as he approached the edge. She sensed his impending release and abruptly slowed her strokes, squeezing the base of his cock to stave off his orgasm.

"Not yet," she said, pulling away enough to look him in the eyes. Her lips curled into a wicked grin as she wiped her palm across her mouth. "I think this is too much of a mess for one woman to handle."

Still maintaining eye contact, she reached for the walkie-talkie clipped to her belt. She pressed the talk button, her voice dropping into something even more suggestive.

"Girls? I need backup in 312. Big mess." She emphasized the word 'big' while giving his cock another slow stroke. "And I mean big."

A crackle, then a female voice: "On our way. What kind of mess?"

The blonde maid licked her lips, staring at Mark's cock jutting from his open pants. "The kind that's going to need all of us to swallow." She released the button before any response came through.

"Hope you don't mind," she said to Mark, lowering her head until her lips hovered just above his cock. Her breath was hot against the sensitive skin. "But some jobs require a team effort."

Her tongue flicked out, tasting the drop of pre-cum at his tip. "Mmm," she hummed, looking up at him. "Trust me, honey. You're going to thank me for calling reinforcements."

She took him into her mouth then, just the head at first, sucking gently while her tongue swirled around the ridge. Her hand pumped the shaft in steady rhythm, working in tandem with her mouth.

Mark's knees threatened to buckle. He steadied himself with a hand on her shoulder, watching in awe as this stranger, this hotel maid, devoured his cock with obvious enthusiasm. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked harder, taking him deeper with each bob of her head.

"Fuck," he groaned, his fingers digging into her shoulder.

She pulled off with a wet pop, a thin line of spit dangling from her lips to his tip before breaking as she stroked him again. "That's the idea, honey." She winked, stroking him with her hand while she caught her breath. "And the girls are gonna help me make sure you get the full service treatment."

As if on cue, another knock sounded at the door.
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The door swung open with a bang that made Mark jump, his cock still wet from the blonde's mouth. Two more women in matching maid uniforms stood in the doorway, their eyes immediately locking onto his exposed erection. The brunette entered first, her hips swaying with deliberate seduction. She was shorter than the blonde but curvier, with full lips painted dark red and heavy breasts that strained against her uniform. Behind her came a redhead, tall and willowy with pale skin dotted with freckles that disappeared beneath her neckline. She shut the door behind them and flipped the security latch with a decisive click.

"Ladies," the blonde greeted, not bothering to remove her hand from Mark's shaft. "Thanks for coming so quickly." She stroked him slowly as she spoke
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