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Skylar spun
around, the short skirt of her dress flaring out to reveal her
smooth thighs. The drink she held in one hand, a vodka cranberry,
splashed onto her wrist. But she didn’t care.

The multitude
of bodies in the room pulsed with the heavy bass beat of the music.
A strobe light somewhere overhead scent shards of brightness
through the artificial mist. Skylar couldn’t even hear herself
think, not that she wanted to.

All she could
concentrate on was the feel of the man’s body behind her as she
ground her ass against his hips. She smiled as she felt her new
dance partner harden against the firm flesh of her bottom.

His hands
wrapped around her waist, clasping together over her navel. Their
bodies shifted, writhing together to the beat. She could feel that
bass deep within her bones. It was a deep thrum that seemed to
shake everything within her loose.

The man’s hand
rose up her stomach, over the shiny fabric of her club dress.
Skylar sucked her lip between her teeth as those fingers brushed
over one breast. Her nipple stiffened at the touch. It felt good,
electric even.

Returning the
favour, Skylar arched her back. The cleft of her ass rubbed up and
down his shaft. Skylar let out an inaudible moan as she felt the
wetness come. Under her dress, there were no panties. Soon, she
knew, her wetness would drip out of her.

Her friends
were somewhere around as well, but she’d almost forgotten them.
They’d travelled with her to this far off land, with its rich oil
billionaires, princes, and tall towers. But once they’d entered
this large, dark hall vibrating with music, they’d slipped from her
mind.

The man tried
to turn her face toward his. She didn’t want to look at him yet. It
was better just to feel his desire for her, his stiffness.
Laughing, Skylar pulled her face from his grip. She downed the rest
of her drink in one swallow. The alcohol burned a trail down her
throat. It left a warm ball in her stomach almost as hot as the one
between her legs.

Her free hand
reached around behind her partner, over his silk shirt. It moved
down the small of his back. Her lips parted as she squeezed his
ass. His cheek clenched under her fingers every time he thrust
against her.

Skylar
seriously considered leading him by the hand over to one of the
unoccupied booths along the wall. Her lips curled as she imagined
bending over the table. He’d pull her dress up, revealing her
little sopping pussy.

Maybe some
people would even see her do it. There were many other people in
the room. The thought of getting caught just made her more
excited.

Trying to take
a sip from her glass, she remembered it was empty. It was just a
piece of glass, occupying a hand that could be busy squeezing the
lithe body of the man she intended to fuck.

Letting her
tongue play over her lips, revelling in his hardness as he ground
it ever more desperately against her body, Skylar threw the glass
into the darkness.

Just audible
over the incredible volume of the music was the sound of
shattering. Even as it registered in her mind, it was
forgotten.

Grabbing his
hand, she started walking toward an empty table.

Then a strong
hand grabbed her by the upper arm. She squawked in agitation as she
found herself yanked away from her prey.

She beat at the
hand, but it wouldn’t let go. If anything, the fingers tightened. A
stab of pain shot up her shoulder and she cried out again.

A door opened,
spilling light into the darkness. Skylar shielded her eyes as her
pupils contracted painfully. The hand pulled her forcefully into
that light.

She was in a
hallway. Rounding on the hand’s owner, she shouted at him.

“Asshole! What
the hell is your problem?”

The suited
security guard glared down at her. He towered over her. He had one
of those earpieces with the coiled cable leaded down to some
concealed radio. Putting his hand to his ear, he cocked his head as
though he was listening to something.

“Right,” he
said in English.

“You’re
American?” Skylar said. Her voice seemed much too loud for the
hallway. She could still feel the beat of the bass from beyond the
door. It throbbed in her, calling her back.

The security
guard pulled her down the hallway toward the elevator, away from
the club.

“No! Let me go
back!”

His fingers
squeezed her bicep until she cried out.

“I’m sorry, but
you were creating a disturbance. I’ve been instructed to see you
back up to your room.”

He pressed the
button for the elevator and they waited. Skylar tugged on his grip,
but it was no use.

Frustration
mounted in her. She winced as she felt her juices begin wetting her
inner thighs.

Then the
elevator door opened and he pulled her in. The music died
completely as it closed on them. He hit the button for the top
floor, where her room was. Skylar knew from experience it was a
long elevator ride. Almost five minutes. It was a very tall
building.

The tinted
globe of a security camera glared at them from one upper
corner.

“You’re
American. Don’t you understand what you just did? There was a
guy...”

The guard
smirked, raising an eyebrow and looking at her from the corner of
his eye.

“Yeah, yeah.
Next time, think before you throw glass. Maybe he’d be bending you
over that table right now if you hadn’t done that.”

He seemed to
relish blocking her lust like that. Indignation rose as a boiling
ball in her stomach.

“You were
watching us? You god damn pig!”

“Yeah, I was
watching. It’s my job, lady.”

Shrieking,
Skylar shoved him. Caught by surprise, he stumbled against the
opposite wall. The elevator rocked at the sudden impact. His mirth
broke with a snarl and he advanced on her.

Realizing what
she’d done, Skylar backed into a corner. He grabbed her shoulders,
slamming her back. He put his face an inch from hers.

“We’re not in
the States right now. I could beat you to an inch of your life and
no one would bat a fucking eye. Do not fuck with me.” His teeth had
pulled back in a snarl as he spat the words at her.

A shiver ran up
her back, and she felt her body breaking out in goosebumps. Her
pussy felt wetter than ever.

“Fuck you!”
Skylar said.

She pushed her
face forward and kissed him, their lips smacking together.

The guard
pulled back, a shocked look in his wide eyes. He still had her by
the shoulders, and she felt his fingers tighten. He shoved her
harder into the corner, looking over his shoulder at the
camera.

“Damn it...” he
said.

He kissed her
back. Skylar’s hands shoved under his jacket, feeling the hard
muscles under his shirt. He grabbed her by the knee, pulling her
leg up against him.

Pushing his
fingers under her skirt, he felt her naked flesh. Skylar moaned as
those fingers pushed the lips of her pussy apart, finding the
wetness between them. The guard pulled her head back, kissing her
neck.

She could see
over his shoulder, then. The eye of the security camera glared at
them. She wondered who was watching on the other side. She wondered
if they were hard now, too. Was the guard on the other side pulling
his cock out and stroking it while he watched his co-worker’s lips
on her long, pearly neck?

A jolt of
adrenaline surged hotly through her veins. She moaned as the guard
pushed a finger into her, stretching her opening out as his finger
moved in ever-broadening circles.

Maybe there
were more guards on the way. She looked at the floor indicator. It
continued counting upwards toward the top floor.

They could be
stopping at any one of the coming floors to pick up more
passengers, or to be taken away by more guards.

She groaned as
her pussy clenched, releasing more wetness onto his fingers.

Skylar couldn’t
help looking at the security camera. She winked up at it.

The guard
pulled his finger out of her. He yanked back on her hair, arching
her neck even more as he stopped kissing her. He brought the finger
he’d use on her up between their faces. She watched as some of her
juices trickled down to his knuckles. Her pussy had completely
coated him.

“Lick it off,”
he said with a snarl.

He shoved the
finger into her mouth. Skylar’s tongue swirled around it, tasting
herself. Her hips bucked against his body. He started running his
finger in and out of the tight ring her lips made around it.

She looked at
the camera as she felt his cock jerk against her body.

“Yeah, that’s
it. Suck all of that pussy juice off. You like the taste of it,
don’t you? You like having something long and hard locked in those
tight lips of yours...”

Moving her hand
down, she massaged his cock through his pants. The elevator ticked
off another floor, bringing them ever closer to their destination.
There wasn’t much time. The urgency filled her body, energizing
every fibre.

He pulled his
finger out of her mouth, then put it into his own. He made a
satisfied noise as he tasted her on him.

Then he grunted
as she shoved him into the opposite corner, directly under the
security camera.

Skylar attacked
him, leaping into his arms. His large, strong fingers lifted up her
skirt and squeezed her bare ass as they kissed. Letting out a husky
laugh, Skylar sucked his bottom lip between her teeth.

His eyes
widened as she bit down on it, harder and harder. Then she let it
slowly pull out from her mouth. One of her hands still massaged his
cock, and she felt him pulse in her grip as he watched.

“You fucking
asshole,” she said to him, “Your cock is so hard. Did I do that? Am
I going to get in trouble for it?”

She put her
hands on his chest, then slid down onto her knees in front of him.
He grabbed onto the handrails beside him as she undid his belt and
yanked his pants down his thighs.

The guard’s
hard cock popped out from his briefs. Skylar grabbed it, pulling
the skin as far back his shaft as she could. She looked up at the
camera, again wondering who was watching, and what they were
doing.

The guard had
gritted his teeth, and his eyes were scrunched shut. She squeezed
him and he grunted. She’d pulled the skin back as far as it would
go, and she knew it had to hurt a little. The head of his cock was
taut enough to shine.

“Is this what
you want?” Skylar said.

She sucked the
head into her mouth. He grunted as her tongue swirled around the
ridges. Her lips tightened on him as she sucked as hard as she
could. He cheeks caved in, forming around his hard shaft.



Then she pulled
back, wiping at her mouth.

“Huh? Is that
what you want? My mouth around this hard cock?”

Letting go of
one of the rails, he grabbed the back of her head and pulled. Her
lips slid back down him, taking nearly every inch of his throbbing
shaft. He groaned as precum leaked out onto her tongue.

Skylar made
gagging noises. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, smearing
her mascara in long, black streaks down her cheeks.

He swelled in
her lips as she pushed against his body. Her fists beat against him
as her lungs burned. She kept sucking, loving the way he kept
getting harder and bigger in her mouth.

Finally, he let
go. She fell back, catching herself with her hands. She coughed,
looking up at him with a hatred burning in her eyes.

“Fucking
rent-a-cop. Screw you for kicking me out of the club. Think you’re
such a big man, pulling a girl half your size out like that?”

His cock
dripped with her spit. She watched as a ropey strand trickled down
his length, then down to the floor.

The floors kept
counting up. She knew it wasn’t going to be much longer. Her body
burned with desire and hatred, mingling hotly.

The guard
grabbed her by the armpits and hauled her to her feet. Growling, he
turned her around and threw her into the corner.

“Spread your
fucking legs,” he said, kicking her feet apart.

He shoved one
hand between her legs. Skylar moaned as he pushed two fingers into
her pussy. She shuddered as she stretched around him. He curled his
fingers against her a few times and she moaned. His thumb pressed
against her asshole for a moment, and she cried as her tight
rosebud parted a little over the tip of his thumb.

Then he pulled
his fingers out of her. His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing
the firm mounds, exciting her nipples.

She pushed her
ass back, snarling as she felt her cock push against her lips. She
slid her wet slit over the top of his cock, soaking his shaft with
her juices.

He squeezed her
breasts, sending a shooting pain through her body.

“Fuck!” Skylar
said. She shoved against the wall, trying to get out of the
corner.

“No you don’t,”
the guard said.

He spun her
around by the shoulder. She grabbed the rails on either side of her
as he bent down. His arms hooked under her knees. Grunting, he
lifted.

“God!” Skylar
said. Her knuckles turned white as they gripped the metal railing
harder.

The guard
snarled at her as he moved his hips. His shaft slid along her slit
again, rubbing against her little love button and sending lusty
sparks up her spine.

Skylar let go
of the rails and put her fingers in his hair. She jerked his face
to hers, sucking in his bottom lip again. She stared him right in
the eye as she bit down on it. He squirmed in pain as he tried to
find her opening.

She bit down
harder when he did. It took him only a moment of straining against
her tightness before her body surrendered to him.

He cried out in
pain as her teeth sank deeper into his lip. She had to let him slip
free as he buried his cock in her. Her head arched back, hitting
the wall of the elevator as the walls of her pussy spread apart
around his shaft.

He felt so
intensely hot in there. He slid back a little, then thrust back
inside. Their bodies slapped wetly together again and again.

“Fuck you!”
Skylar said, pulling at his hair for a moment before scratching at
his face.

The guard
responded by slamming her body harder into the corner of the
elevator.

In the upper
corner, the eye of the camera watched them. She screamed for it as
he drove his cock hard enough into her pussy to slam her against
the wall.

He felt so big
in her. She still had to stretch around him each time he filled her
up. Her pussy pulled at his cock as he withdrew out of her for each
thrust. She’d coated his shaft in her juices, and they dripped back
along him down his balls.

As Skylar
arched her head back again, the guard lunged for her neck. His lips
attacked her flesh as he sheathed his cock in her tight, wet pussy
again and again. He sucked on her, leaving a string of hickies that
made her moan.

A bead of sweat
moved down his forehead as he continued fucking her hard and fast.
Their bodies slapped together, pressing her back against the
elevator again and again.

She saw her
toes begin curling. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders. Her
nails pressed into her palms as she winced in sexual agony. Her
pussy tightened up around him like a snake constricting its
prey.

“I’m going to
come all over your hard cock,” Skylar said in his ear.

He grunted in
response. She felt him swell, hardening against the soft and slick
walls of her sex.

“Harder!
Harder!” Skylar yelled at him as the elevator began slowing. The
next floor was their stop.

Her pussy
clenched up around him and she screamed. He grunted as his cock
hardened even more. Her toes curled, tightening the muscles in her
feet as an incredible heat filled her pussy.

She screamed as
her whole body went rigid. Awareness of the world dropped away.
Somewhere, an electric “ding!” sounded, but she didn’t know what it
meant.

All she could
feel was her pussy holding his cock tightly in her body as it
flexed in her. Hot spurts of cum filled her up

“God!” Skylar
screamed. She gripped him desperately.

The world
crashed through her. The elevator doors opened, revealing a long
hallway lined with doors with room numbers on them.

The elevator
door began to close. Swearing under his breath, the guard put his
hand in the opening to stop it.

Skylar,
shuddering still, her body weak and drained, climbed down off him.
Her toes had clenched so much that her feet hurt. She pushed her
dress back down her thighs.

One of the
doors down the hall opened, and an old man stepped out. The guard
swore again, pulling up his pants and stuffing his cock back into
them as the man turned to face them.

The man
stopped, looking at them. His eyes widened at Skylar’s dishevelled
appearance, lingering on the running mascara and the red marks on
her legs from where the guard had squeezed her.

Then he looked
to the guard. “Is everything all right? Did you do something to
this woman?”

Skylar smiled
devilishly as she felt the guard’s cum run out of her pussy in a
warm trickle. All the man had to do was look down at her legs to
see it. Her body seemed to vibrate with excitement again even as
the guard grabbed her by the arm and dragged her out of the
elevator.

“She didn’t get
anything she didn’t deserve,” the guard said.

Skylar looked
over her shoulder. The camera was still watching her. She winked at
it.

“I’m calling
the manager,” the man said, starting to open his door again.

“Go fuck
yourself,” the guard replied as he fished a key out of one
pocket.

They stopped in
front of the door to Skylar’s room. He opened it, then flung her
inside.

“Have a nice
night, lady. And don’t show your face in the club again,” he
said.

She stood up,
looking at him with a smile. “Fuck you,” she said.

He smiled back,
returning the sentiment with a nod as the door shut in his
face.




If you enjoyed
this title, you might also like these sexy stories:

 


Hidden
Desires

 


Samantha can’t admit to herself the real reason she took a
bartending job at the local biker dive.

She likes showing some skin. The tips she gets makes it even
better. But she still feels bored, as though something is missing
from her experience. She doesn't even think any of the regular guys
in the bar are real bikers.

One night, while closing up, she realizes someone has stayed
inside. He's tall and handsome, projecting something wild and raw.
He introduces himself as Hunter.

Samantha realizes she's all alone with Hunter as he hops over
the bar, ready to take what he wants from her. 

As she feels the heat of his lust on her body, Samantha begins
to feel stirrings of her own.

Warning: this 3700 word erotic short story contains explicit
rough forced sex on a bar. For mature readers only.

 


Forced
Heat (Forced and Bred for the Werewolf #1)

 


Spending time in the country away from college, Audrey finds
herself kidnapped by a lusty werewolf. He awakens feelings inside
virgin Audrey she didn't even know she could have. She wants to
escape her captor, but she finds that her body begins wanting
something that only the virile and desirous werewolf can give
her.

 


Breaking in His
Son’s Girlfriend

 


College student April still hasn't sealed the deal with her
boyfriend, John. It's not for want of desire. April can barely
contain herself.

No, it's because of John's father. Reggie is that patriarchal
alpha male type who likes to keep control over his son. John won't
do anything without his approval, not even April.

When they go and visit Reggie, the heat is on for April. She
needs to prove to Reggie that she's good enough for his
son. 

When Reggie tells her he doesn't think she's good enough,
there's only one thing April can think of that will change his
mind. She needs to please her boyfriend's daddy.

Warning: this 3500 word erotic short story contains bareback
breeding older man younger woman sex and mutual oral, with a
blowjob and lots of licking.

 


 


Check out Jillian’s
Author
Page for many more great titles!



cover.jpg
JillianfCumming:
N O
AR

k \ NN
- S

=

=Zan






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



