



[image: ]








JOB SATISFACTION


An erotic short story


Dee Jaye









Published by Accent Press Ltd – 2011
9781908192134


Copyright © Dee Jaye 2011


The right of Dee Jaye to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY


The story contained within this book is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.









Job Satisfaction
by Dee Jaye


Marie had just taken off her shoes when she heard a dull thud above her room at the back of the chalet. She froze, listening hard. There it was again, a sort of knocking sound against the wall. Only it should have been quiet. All eight of the holidaymakers she was catering for had gone out into the local Alpine village after dinner.


Swallowing hard, she padded barefoot into the guest lounge and glanced up the stairs. The clonking was a fraction louder now. Whoever it was must have come back early, like she had.


She’d gone into the village and joined in with a silly drinking game that some of the other hosts and hostesses who worked for the same travel company had devised. She’d soon begun to feel queasy and decided to walk the half hour back to the chalet in the fresh mountain air.


Marie wondered if whoever was up there had returned for the same reason. Assuming it was one of her guests. What if it wasn’t?  


Taking a deep breath, she padded silently to the top of the polished wooden stairs, stopped and listened.  


Room number four. The door was slightly ajar. If she crept slowly forwards she could see through the gap, and ...


Marie’s mouth fell open. It was Paula, the darkest-haired of the four female guests, lying naked on the large double bed, her legs spreadeagled, one hand massaging a huge, firm breast, the other clutching a long pink vibrator which she was thrusting in and out of her pussy ever faster. Behind her, the headboard matched the rhythm against the wall.


Marie watched, knowing she ought to turn away and creep back downstairs. But she couldn’t, she was transfixed. In all her 25 years she’d never seen anything like it.


As she looked on, the buxom woman began to gasp and groan in time with her thrusting. Marie bit her bottom lip in case she did the same. She could feel her temperature rising, especially between the thighs.


It was too much. Without looking away from the naked woman writhing on the bed, she reached down, lifted her skirt, and pushed her hands into the top of her knickers. Her lower lips were already damp, so they parted easily for her forefinger to probe between them. Presently, a second finger joined the first, and grimacing with pleasure she searched inside, knowing that in there somewhere was a little spot that ... there! Marie sucked in her breath, held the tip of her finger on it, then began to massage the oh-so-sensitive button in time with Paula’s moans.


Marie couldn’t remember the last time she’d masturbated. It must have been as a young teenager, when her hormones were running riot and her parents had warned her off boys, refusing to allow any of them into the house.


The rhythm was hotting up now, and Marie knew she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.


‘For hell’s sake, Marie, this is your first time abroad,’ she chastised herself, as her fingers pumped in and out. ‘If someone was to catch you up here you’d be out of the resort faster than you could say, “I’m coming”.’
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