
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


The Hotel Maid and the College Basketball
Team

 

By Jody Stevens

 


Copyright 2012 by Jody Stevens

 


Smashwords Edition

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Cover image: File licensed by
www.depositphotos.com/Martin Valigursky

 


 

In my three years working as a maid at a
big-city hotel, I've seen and experienced all kinds of memorable
things. There was the time a hunky male movie star paid a furtive
late-night visit to the room of a hunky male country singer. There
was the time a rich businessman offered me five thousand dollars if
I'd be his mistress for a weekend (I said no). There was the time
another maid found a severed fox head in an unoccupied suite on the
fifth floor (we never did figure that one out; chalk it up as an
X-File, I guess).

But the story I want to tell you about was by
far the most memorable thing of all.

I had just walked in to start my 8 a.m.-4
p.m. shift after two days off, when Jerry, one of the younger
bellhops, came hurrying up to me. For a second I was afraid he was
going to start hitting on me, which he did at least once a week
even though I had made it perfectly clear to him that I was more
than content with my long-time boyfriend Antonio. 

Instead, with almost child-like glee Jerry
said, "Hey, Anna! You'll never believe who you've got on your
floor! The Dragons!"

"Dragons?" I had no idea what he was talking
about.

"The college basketball team? The ones
who've, like, won every game they played this year? They're in town
for the tournament. Haven't you heard?"

"Um, okay." I shrugged. "I'm not really into
sports."

He rolled his eyes. "Girls. They have no
appreciation for the finer things in life."

I was about to deliver some snarky rejoinder,
but he got called away by his supervisor just then.

As I got ready for my rounds, I learned from
several other employees that the Dragons--there were twelve of
them, not counting the coach--were staying in a string of rooms on
the east end of the fourth floor, the floor it was my job to clean.
They had already been here two days and would be here at least all
of today, too. If they won the game they were scheduled to play
today, they'd be here tomorrow, as well, to play yet another
game.

Most of the guys on shift thought it was
swell to have the team staying at the hotel, but all I could think
about was how damn messy they'd probably leave the rooms. I still
had nightmares about the aftermath of a lacrosse team's stay at the
hotel a few months earlier. I swear, there was piss on top of the
television. I figured the basketball team probably wouldn't be that
bad, but I felt sure they wouldn't exactly be my favorite guests
either.

How wrong I was.

 

* * *

 


The fourth floor was quiet as a church when I
rolled my cart off the elevator. The first room on my route was
401, one of the rooms the Dragons were staying in. On the door hung
a "Please Make Up The Room" sign.

Technically I'm supposed to knock even when
the sign's there, but for some reason I didn't that morning. I
can't really explain why. I just got out my pass card, unlocked the
door, and stepped in.

And then I froze dead at the sight that
greeted me.

It was a two-bed room, and the bed farthest
from the door was surrounded by a crowd of naked young men, some of
them black, others white, all of them sporting raging erections. On
the bed in their midst lay a beautiful blonde girl who looked to be
around twenty or twenty-one (about my age, in other words), getting
fucked hard by a extremely well-endowed black guy while another
guy, this one white, straddled her face and fed his dick into her
mouth. Two other guys were leaning in to suck her nipples. She was
returning the favor by stroking their big, stiff dicks.

The blonde girl saw me before anyone else. As
I stood there gaping in shock, she popped the white guy's dick from
her mouth and lifted her head off the pillow to regard me with a
small, blissful smile for a moment. Then she settled back onto the
bed and stuffed the cock into her mouth again.

At that point, one of the guys, having
followed her gaze, saw me standing there, and said, "Oh, shit."

The rest of the guys turned and saw me. At
first they seemed startled and unsure what to do, but then one of
them stepped forward to take charge of the situation. No surprise
there; despite his young age, he had the calm, confident air of
leadership about him. He was a tall, drop-dead gorgeous white guy
with a blond crew-cut, sapphire-blue eyes, and a strong, square
jaw. Below that were broad shoulders, muscular arms, perfectly
sculpted abs, and farther down, attracting the bulk of my unwilling
attention, a very long, very thick penis sprouting from a nest of
golden pubic hair. This latter sight soon vanished behind a T-shirt
he snatched off the back of a chair and held in front of his
crotch. Given the size of his erection, he had to hold it out
pretty far. Thusly made decent (or at least as decent as he could
get on such short notice) he hurried toward me. By then I had
collected my wits enough to start backing out the doorway.

"You'll have to, uh, come back later," he
said, flashing me a wide, white smile bracketed by a pair of sexy
little dimples.

"Um..." I wanted to tell him about the sign,
but I was still at a loss for words. All I could do was point at
the sign on the door.

He looked at it, then rolled his eyes.

"I knew I shouldn't have left that to
Brendan," he said with a sigh as he flipped the sign around to read
"Do Not Disturb." He shook his head. "Off the court, Brendan can be
a real klutz."

"Yeah, um, look, it's just--I just--I'm
sorry," I said. I was flustered, babbling, knowing I sounded like
an idiot but helpless to shut myself up. "I--I should've knocked
even with the sign there. I mean--"

He waved a hand dismissively. "No, no. It's
our fault. Or rather, I guess it's Brendan's fault." He gave me a
smile and a conspiratorial wink. "Don't worry. We'll make him pay
later."

"Heh, okay," I said with a nervous laugh,
striving hard to keep my eyes on his face. He had closed the door
just enough to hide the lurid gangbang from view, but he himself
had made no move to hide his near-nudity behind the door, as most
guys would have done. He just stood there, the T-shirt barely
hiding his randy boner (and no, it didn't look like it had gone
down at all, which only added to my flustered feeling), the rest of
his beautiful, toned body completely exposed to anybody who
happened to be in the hallway. Of course, at the moment, that meant
only me.

His blue eyes fixed on my brown ones. He
seemed about to say something but just then the blonde girl cried
out, "Oh, God, yes! Fuck me! Do it! Do it! Just fuck me!" Her words
dissolved into an inarticulate howl of pleasure.

Mr. Blue Eyes didn't act guilty or
embarrassed at all. He just flashed me that handsome smile again
and said, "Guess I'd better back in there, huh?" Then he shot me
another wink and shut the door.

I stared at the closed door a moment, then
shook my head and headed off for the next room on my route, telling
myself how disgusting and degrading the whole thing was.

 


* * *

 

An hour later, I had pulled up my cart
outside the supply closet down the hall and was in the process of
restocking my toilet paper when a shadow fell over me.

I turned. It was Mr. Blue Eyes again. He was
fully dressed now, in a brown sport shirt and black slacks. Down
the hall I saw some of the other guys from the gangbang gathering
in the hallway outside the team's rooms.

"We're heading out to explore your fine
city," Mr. Blue Eyes told me, following my gaze. "Turns out we've
suddenly found ourselves with a whole day to kill. Our game got
postponed till tomorrow. Some kind of massive technical problem at
the arena. Anyway, I just saw you down here and thought I'd come
over and apologize again."

"Oh, um, that's okay. Really."

"Don't worry, we made sure Brendan'll be on
towel duty forever for his screw-up." He flashed me that big smile
of his.

Despite my better judgment, I couldn't help
returning it.

"I'm Todd, by the way," he said. His eyes
flicked to my nametag.

"Uh, yeah, I'm Anna."

He nodded. "It's nice to meet you, Anna. I
have to admit, though, I'm kind of surprised to see a girl like you
working at a job like this. I mean, most of the hotel maids I've
seen are kinda...older. And, you know..." He gestured at my body.
"Not even a fraction so good looking."

Suddenly I was back on familiar and
well-trodden ground. A girl with my looks at a job like this gets
hit on all the time. I automatically entered my "back-off, buster"
mode.

"Ah-ah-ah," I told him, holding up one hand,
palm out in a Stop gesture. "Don't even start. I ain't gonna be
your next little gangbang girl, okay?"

He didn't say anything for a moment. He just
looked at me, his smile widening slightly.

"Have you ever tried it?" he asked.

"What?" I screwed up my face in revulsion.
"No!"

He shrugged his broad, hunky shoulders.
"Well, maybe you should give it a try before you start casting
judgments. I'll tell you, we, uh, we entertain girls like that all
the time, and they always love it. We've gotten really good at it.
We're like a well-oiled machine."

I tutted and rolled my eyes. "That's
sick."

"Yeah, a couple of the girls thought so, too.
At least before they actually tried it. Now, though..." He shrugged
again.

"Hey, Todd!" shouted a voice down the hall.
It was the black guy I'd seen screwing the blonde girl earlier. As
I looked at him, I couldn't help remembering the sight of his huge
dark penis disappearing inside her wet, stretched vagina. "We gotta
go, man! This ain't no time to be hittin' on the sexy babes!"

Sexy babes? I couldn't help feeling a small
rush of pleasure at the comment.

"I'm comin'!" Todd called back over his
shoulder. He looked at me again. I was still looking at the black
guy, still remembering the sight of his naked body. When I moved my
eyes back to Todd and saw him regarding me with an infuriatingly
cocky, knowing grin, I felt myself flush. I could see that he knew
exactly what I'd been thinking.

"You know, we should be getting back here
tonight around seven o'clock," he told me, his bright blue eyes
locked on mine. I told myself to look away, not to play his game,
but for some reason I found myself unable to do so. "And we don't
really have any plans for this evening, except maybe watching some
TV or something. So, you know, if you wanna stop by, hang out, meet
the guys, we'd love to see you."

"Yeah, I'll bet!" I finally managed to wrench
my gaze from his. I started arranging the wrapped rolls of toilet
paper on my cart. "But I've got more important stuff to do, like
clean my apartment."

He just laughed. I cursed his damned
unflappable self-assured attitude. "Well, if you change your mind,
we'll be here. Just come knockin'."

He turned and hurried down the hall to join
his teammates, and they all headed away toward the elevators in a
chattering, laughing mass.

Shaking my head, I got back to work, eager to
put the whole distasteful incident out of my mind.

 


* * *

 

But for some reason I couldn't put it out of
my mind. While I cleaned the next few rooms, I kept seeing Todd's
sexy, cocksure smile, kept remembering the sight of all those naked
male bodies and bobbing penises, kept recalling the blissful look
on the blonde girl's face as she smiled at me as if impart some
wonderful, secret knowledge. I repeatedly had to stop in the middle
of whatever I was doing and shut my eyes and shake my head to drive
these images from my mind. To keep them out, I tried to fix my
attention on the here and now and focus exclusively on my work--on
the sheet I was straightening, on the trash I was emptying, on the
towels I was replacing.

And I was actually succeeding...until it came
time to clean room 401.

 

* * *

 


I was surprised at how fast my heart was
beating as I unlocked the door and pushed it open. The lights were
out inside, but enough sunlight filtered in around the closed
drapes to make everything visible--the TV on its stand, the generic
floral prints on the walls, the desk in the corner.

The bed.

 

Turning on the lights, I wheeled my cart into
the room, shut the door, then walked over and stood at the foot of
the bed, staring at the rumpled mess of sheets and pillows. The
sheets were still dark and damp from all the bodily fluids they'd
soaked up. A few pubic hairs of different colors were scattered
about upon them.

Once again my memories of the incident rushed
to the fore, especially that girl's smile. How happy she'd looked.
I couldn't help imagining what it must be like to have so many
lean, athletic bodies servicing you at the same time. So many
mouths. So many hands. So many cocks. I felt my pussy moisten and
my nipples harden against my uniform shirt at the thought.

I clenched my eyes shut and vigorously shook
my head from side to side.

No, I told myself. It was wrong. It was
disgusting. I loved Antonio. I would never cheat on him. I refused
to even let myself think about it anymore.

Still, it was impossible to ignore the
overwhelming scent of semen and vaginal juices as I stripped the
sheets
















































































cover.jpg
Gangbang Ecstasy Series

Jody Stevens





