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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would a
longer read then check out Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below
in ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Big In Asia, UK Stud, American Bomber,
Italian Prowess.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 7’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


ENGLISH MAID

 


Work has been harder than usual today.
I push the cart with weary arms and legs. Over the last 5 hours of
my shift I have cleaned over 20 rooms from top to bottom. The new
hotel manager, an American from headquarters, is a strict man. I
don't think my fingers have been this sore in awhile.

Coming to room 214, I flick my maid
service pass over the scanner and walk inside. The room is messy.
Obviously the occupant doesn't have much care for those who have to
clean up after them.

I walk to the bed and note a few
condoms on the floor next to it. They are used. I would call this
the height of disrespect. If I had the chance, I would be giving
this guest a firm talking too.

Picking out some gloves and a ashtray
from my cart, I try to avoid spilling anything unpleasant on
myself. The 'volume' is pretty impressive, regardless of how gross
this is.

The condoms go in the ashtray. I
stroll over to the bathroom. A sound on the way stops
me.

"Someone is still here?" I ask myself.
There are no bags in sight. This room should be vacant.

The door pops open. I stop stock still
and stare. There is a man with one of the hotel's white towels
wrapped around his neck. That's the only thing he is
wearing.

"You cleaning up, babe?" he says,
completely calm about being naked in front of a
stranger.

I try to bring my eyes upwards, but
can't. His manhood is so large that it nearly reaches his knees.
The proportions of it are scary: Bent up hard, swollen red and fat
enough that my hands wouldn't fit around it. That thing is unreal
in that it CAN'T be real.

"Stop staring. It's just a dick," he
points out.

"Uh, sir. I'm..."

"Oh? You are cleaning up those? I like
a woman that knows how to tidy a room properly. Make sure you don't
spill any on yourself. I really came hard last night."

My face reddens. His manhood jerks
once. I realize that this is turning him on.

"This room is supposed to be empty,
sir," I state, trying to remain calm in the face of his brazen
disconcern for good manners.

"I called the front desk and extended
my stay 20 minutes ago. What's the problem, sexy? You look like you
need a bit of this..." He flanges his dick at me.

"I..."

"Shhhh...," he interrupts. "You want
the dick."

"I..."

I'm out the door before I know it. I
have to return to get the cart. The man laughs as I try to push it
outside, hitting the walls more times than actually making
progress.

"Bye, bye, baby!" he calls from the
door, his manhood jerking in his palm.

I run. This can't be
happening.


APOLOGY

 


"He'll be here in a moment," the hotel
manager says. "You understand how this will work?"

I tense my fists and grit my
teeth.

The door opens. He's wearing beach
shorts and a singlet.

"Hey, it's that sexy bitch from
before. What's up, honey?"

I stare. This man... I want to kill
him for what I am about to do.

"I am sorry, sir, for entering the
room and causing you distress."

He laughs. At first it is a small
sound, but he is soon slapping one knee and holding his stomach as
I stand there bright red and embarrassed.

"Distress? I came again over you. That
was a great way to start the morning."

The manager looks from me to the
guest. I told him that the man was like this. He didn't believe
what I said him; however, here it is on display.

"So you accept her apology?" he states
blankly.

"No way. That wasn't barely
enough."

He points my way.

"On your knees, bitch. Time to please
daddy."

The hotel manager's mouth drops open
in shock. I just blink a few times. This is the first time that
anyone - drunk, sober or whatever - has ever treated me like this.
There's a certain surprise factor to it that hits one dead between
the eyes like a well placed arrow from a master archer's
bow.

"Sir, I think you had better go," the
manager states. "This kind of thing is not accepted in this
hotel."

"Sure it isn't, but that doesn't mean
I can't do it. I have paid for the evening. If you dare to try
chuck me out then I will have your head. I'm sure your bosses are
going to love this story."

The hotel manager seems unfazed, but I
can see he doesn't have the guts to throw this man out. For
starters, he has the slim but wide frame of a swimmer and, second,
the manager is new to the job. He'll have trouble explaining this
if the guest complains.

"I see. Thank you for your time. If
you will excuse us..."

The guest stands there looking amused.
I wonder whether he is going to leave or not. The man finally turns
and walks out without a single further word of abuse.

"Finish your shift. I will cancel any
further disciplinary measures. It is clear that you are not at
fault," the manager assures.

I nod my head and go. There's only 1
hour left of my shift. If I can avoid that freak then I will be
fine.


WAITING

 


I step out the back door and find the
one that I have done such a great job of avoiding waiting for
me.

"Babbbbyyy... You look nice in your
street clothes," he lazily compliments.

"I'm not talking to you,
sir."

"Drop the sir. My name is
Henry."

"Henry? You don't look like a
Henry."

"Mum's grandpa had the name. I
inherited it."

He pushes off the alley wall and walks
over.

"You want dinner?"

I shake my head.

"I'm not going anywhere with
you."

"Really? I thought we had an
understanding."

My eyes crinkle in that way that they
do just before I hit someone.

"I'm not going anywhere with you," I
repeat.

"Yes, you are."

He grabs my arm. His grip is strong.
The man pulls me to the end of the alley by force.

"I don't want to go anywhere with
you."

He ignores me, opens the backdoor to a
building and steps inside. It's the expensive Chinese place behind
the hotel. We are in the kitchen and the staff are staring at
us.

"Yo. Ignore us."

Henry drags me through the kitchen and
out into the dining area.

"I'll take this table," he tells a
waiter after sitting down.

I stand watching him.

"Isn't it a little embarrassing to be
standing there looking at me like that?" he notes. "You can get
under the table if you are feeling randy."

I nearly spit on him.

"Sit," he insists. "You are tired and
I am hungry. We can serve both our needs."

The waiter returns.

"Is everything alright,
ma'am?"

For a moment I consider telling him
about everything that this man has done to me in the last few
hours, but I don't think anyone would believe that someone would
act that way.

"I'm fine."

Sitting down, I watch my dinner date
with a distaste that is not faked. He might be the most handsome
man that has ever taken me on a date, but that doesn't mean I am
willing to put up with his attitude.

"You look flushed. Are you pissed
about this morning?"

I growl at him. It sounds like a very
angry cat about to have a hissing fit.

"I thought so," he says. "If you need
to see it again, I can give you another showing right
now."

He makes to stand. I put my hand out
to stop him.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm going to show you my dick again.
Often it takes two viewings for a woman to really understand the
value of what is in front of them."

Henry stands up straight and reaches
for his zipper.

"Please don't do this. I don't need to
see it again. I remember very well what it looks like."

He grins.

"You were thinking about it all day
long?"

My face goes red, telling my truth to
him in a way that words can't.

The man sits down.

"I'm glad that you liked my dick. I
find you very attractive and I want you to think about what I could
do to you with that thing of mine."

We watch each other.

"I'm not going to have sex with you,"
I tell him.

He smiles knowingly. The waiter
appears before I can make a rebuttal (or perhaps
denial).

"We'll have some white wine and two of
whatever you think we might like."

The service man gives the man a grin
and leaves.

"You know that's dangerous," I say.
"He could give us anything. It might taste bad and the prices here
are pretty extreme."

Henry shakes his head.

"I came here yesterday with another
woman. Everything is good."

My eyes crinkle. This means that the
staff are seeing me with him and probably thinking about how much
of a dirty slut I am being with such a womanizer.

"Was she the one you had sex with last
night?"

"Yes, but that one only had two
goes."

I think back. There were four used
condoms on the floor.

"And the other two?"

"Kimberly from the night staff is very
attractive too."

I tense. She also happens to be my
best friend.

"I need to go to the
toilet."

Standing up and rushing across the
room, I head into a cubical. It takes a moment to call
Kim.

"You slept with him," I
accuse.

My friend has been sleeping. It takes
her a while to figure out who I am talking about.

"Did you meet him?" she
asks.

"Yes. I cleaned up after
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