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“Ack, Ack!”

I looked up from my eBook and rolled my eyes.

“Ack! Ack! Ack! ACK!”

“Chloe, will you shut the fuck up!?” I yelled.

“Ack! Ack! Ack!”

I plucked a pillow off the sofa and threw it at her head. I’m a good shot. It smacked her in the face and sent her blonde hair flying back.

“Hey!”

“Watch a different movie! Aren’t you tired of that one yet?!”

“I like this one. It’s funny.”

“It’s stupid!”

“Yeah, that’s why it’s funny. How can you not laugh at a guy boxing a Martian who’s wearing a big glass helmet?”

She gestured at the TV.

“You’ve seen it like four times already.”

I met Chloe in high school. We were in the same class and wound up at the same table, sitting side by side. It was weird that we wound up hanging together, mostly because my name is Zoe. Zoe and Chloe, get it? Everyone we know commented on it and smirked about it.

It was two years later that she dyed her hair blonde. She already had fairly pale skin, since she was a redhead, so it looked great on her. It was very close to my own style, too, and the same color. People started calling us the twins, or the Blonde Twins. 

We didn’t mind. We were kind of smug about our looks. And why shouldn’t we be? We were hot and knew it. Neither one of us even had a sister, so we sort of became sisters – in a way. I mean, by that time we’d started messing around, just for play, you know. That had started as practicing kissing and gotten into something more than practicing.

She didn’t throw the pillow back as it had bounced off her face and landed on the carpet. Instead, she tilted herself sideways towards me, then crawled along the sofa to where I was curled up with my eBook.

“And what exciting book are you reading now, nerd girl?”

She slid in next to me, half atop me, really, deliberately being annoying. Her head tilted in front of me, and she looked at the eBook. I put it aside, grabbed her hair, and pulled her head up and back sharply.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” she gasped, reaching up and back to grip my wrist.

She was wearing a thin, tight little baby-T without a bra. With her back arched so sharply, the thin cotton clung to her full breasts, and her nipples showed clearly through it. Zoe didn’t wear much when she was home.

“I’m trying to finish this chapter before we have to go to work. Stop being a brat.”

After we graduated, Zoe got a job working at a sports bar while I went to work at a clothing shop. I was technically making more than her, but with the tips she was getting in her tiny kilt and tight top, she was actually making way more than me. So, when they had an opening, I quit and went to work at the same place.

The kilt was shorter than any skirt I’d normally wear anywhere but to a club, where it’s kind of dark. And the top, well, it was a nearly sheer white blouse – cut off just below the breasts, with a tiny little tartan halter over it that squeezed our boobs together and thrust them up and out. And yes, it was a little low-cut too.

No wonder we got so many tips, right?

“I’ll tell Jacob you need to be spanked more,” I said, shoving her back.

She scowled and shook her hair out, then combed her fingers through it as I shoved her sideways.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” she replied.

“Slut!”

“Whore!”

Now, I don’t want you to think we’re exactly narcissists, but look at it from our side. We’ve both been getting flattered about our looks for as long as we can remember. That flattery had taken on a sexual tinge after puberty, and everywhere we went, male eyes watched us, their minds running dirty little pornographic fantasies in their heads.

And we knew it. And we also knew that, dressed like we were at work, the men around us really wanted to tear our little outfits off and screw our brains out! And we had to encourage that, so they’d give us big tips!

Yes, it was... uncomfortable, at first. Especially since most of these guys were way older than us. But we got used to it. Some guys can be kind of hot even when they’re old, even at forty or so. Not that either of us would have considered dating a guy that old, of course!

We made enough money to get our own place. It wasn’t fancy, though, but it’s ours! Nobody watched when we came and went, or with who!

It’s a one-bedroom apartment. If we wanted a bigger place, we’d have to go out to the burbs and take a freaking bus. A one-bedroom is okay, though. One big bed was good enough for us. We’d slept over at each other’s places tons of times. 

Well, it didn’t take long before we were using that bed for more than sleeping. Yes, we’d messed around before, but hey, we were on our own now, and adults! With money! Now, we could experiment and do nastier things!

Men? Sure, we date. But we have high standards. It wasn’t like we were ready to settle down yet, either. We weren’t even out of our freaking teens yet! But we didn’t fight over bringing guys home because if a guy didn’t have a nice car and his own place, they didn’t have much chance of getting into our pants anyway.

We know our value!

Of course, we have fights. Any two people would, living together. We fought over what to watch on TV, over what to eat, over who got what side of the bed, or who did what chores, or who was wearing whose clothes, among other things.

I have better taste in clothes than Zoe, and so she’ll often steal them. And I’d have to search for where they are, usually the floor of the bedroom or in the hamper. Then we’d fight.

But mostly, we liked the same stuff. Hey, why else would we have stayed friends for so long?

Yes, I liked Mars Attacks. But not all the time! And imitating the stupid Martians has gotten to be a thing with her. 

Jacob was her latest, and apparently a super studly guy who was into edgy sex that involved tying girls up and sometimes spanking them. I was more than a little surprised when she started telling me about it, and more than a little worried for her, but she seemed to have a lot of confidence in this guy.

Me, I’ve never dated a guy long enough to have enough trust to let them tie me up. I’ve been wary of guys since I started dating, especially when they keep trying to get discreet pictures of me without my clothes on.

But Jacob was apparently quite the suave guy, and he had a big cock. That was all I knew about him in the beginning. Then I found out he really knew how to use his tongue. Which was... interesting.

Most guys do not, you know. And couldn’t be bothered to learn. They think oral sex is something the girl does. They might give it a try if they have to, because they’d seen it in porn videos. But they didn’t put much enthusiasm into it and preferred to have you do all the work.

Lazy bastards!

But then, guys don’t have to work hard for their pleasure. Nature is very unfair to girls in that way. It takes guys zero time to get worked up and ready for sex. And despite that, they always have orgasms, usually pretty easily. That’s incredibly unfair! 

And it means they’re not used to working much for their pleasure. Not when they can make themselves come easily in just a few minutes. And so, a lot of them figure they should just use girls as like big sex toys or something and not have to put any work on us.

So, the only guys who were halfway good at sex were the ones some girl had already trained. Even then, you have to retrain them to what you like in particular. Because while all guys pretty much like all the same stuff, us girls are a little more particular.

Chloe tried to come in against me again, and I fended her off with my feet, pushing her back so she fell half onto the carpet.

“Bitch,” she said.

“Meh.”

“Ah ha!” she exclaimed, pointing at me. “That’s from The Simpsons! You do it all the time, too!”

“It’s not nearly as annoying as yelling, 'Ack!' in a loud voice!”

“Ack, Ack,” she said in a normal tone of voice, not trying to imitate the Martians this time.

She stood up and peeled her top up and off.

“Time to get dressed down for work.”

I shrugged as she went around the sofa and headed for the bathroom.

“Hey, how would you like to have sex with Jacob?” she called back.

That was my intro to Zoe’s bizarre idea for a threesome. It took me by surprise because, well, I’d just never even thought of that before. Once she said it, and it looked like she was serious, I wondered why we’d never thought of doing that before.

Then I figured it out.

“What if he likes me more than you, like any sensible guy would?” I asked.

She showed me her middle finger.

“You’d get sad and jealous when he dumped you for me.”

She showed me her middle finger again.

“Seriously, Zoe, I think it would be fun.”

“For him, sure. But we’d have to share a cock.”

“It’s a nice cock.”

“So, you say, but it’s still only one.”

“He’s taught me a lot about licking pussy.”

I paused, and my eyes widened. Because while she and I had play sex sometimes for fun, it had not included oral sex. Neither of us was super thrilled at the idea of licking a girl’s pussy. Though we had no problem fingering each other, using sex toys on each other, or, of course, scissoring, which is our favorite thing.

“And?”

“It might well be that while you’re sucking his cock, I might show you what I’ve learned,” she said breezily.

“That sounds a little awkward.”

“Or we might tie you up and make you lick my pussy while he fucks you.”

“I don’t think so. You might trust him, but I don’t.

“Zoe, if he wanted to do something terrible to me, it wouldn’t matter if I was tied up or not. I told you, the guy is a monster. He’s big and has huge arms and shoulders and lots of muscles.”

“What exactly would we be doing? I mean, with two of us and one of him?”

“Whatever’s fun,” she said with a shrug. “You know guys. They’ve all seen porn videos, and they want to act them out.”

“I’d rather do a threesome with two guys.”

“Slut!”

“You’re the one trying to get me to do a threesome, whore!”

“I’m being generous and trying to share my studly boyfriend with my BFF!”

I agreed to think about it, though I was wary and a bit uncertain about things. Two guys and a girl would be wild! Two girls and a guy? Well, she said he had a great tongue. I was dubious, though.
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“This is goofy,” I said.

“Shh.”

We were going to this Jacob guy’s place right after work, so just after two AM. And we were still dressed in our uniforms. We had both put jackets on, which hid all but the bottom few inches of our kilts. But of course, that left a lot of bare leg showing, and the Uber driver was staring at us hungrily in the rear-view mirror.

We got out at an apartment building and went up the steps and through the outer door. 

“Hold this.”

I took the bag that held French fries and a burger from her while she dialed his number on the intercom.

“Good morning, Sir, your food delivery has arrived,” she said.

The door buzzed, and she pulled the door open as we both went inside.

“Remember, he likes to play games,” she said.

“You’ve told me ten times already.”

“He does this thing he calls verbal dominance, where he’ll pitch his voice like he’s really nasty and say outrageous things.”

“What kind of outrageous things?”

“Whatever. Nothing I haven’t called you before.”

Given she’d called me a slut, a whore, a bitch, and assorted other things just today, that didn’t leave a lot of room!

Of course, she hadn’t been serious about them, and it sounded like this Jacob might not be either.

“He also does the neck thing,” she said.

I scowled at her.

“Don’t worry. He’s careful.”

I shook my head. The ‘neck thing’ was what a lot of guys did sometimes to assert themselves during sex or making out. They put their hand around your neck, like, to show you who the boss is. And sometimes they squeeze too much and for too long, and that can get unpleasant and scary. 

I noted in passing that this place looked a lot more high-class than our place as Chloe removed her jacket. She snapped her fingers at me, and I handed her the bag, then she pointed at my jacket. I rolled my eyes.

“It’s like role playing, you know?”

“No, I’ve never done role-playing in sex! That’s for old people!”

“It’s for people with imaginations. You claim to have a great one. You even want to write a book.”

I shook my head and took off my jacket, doing my best to act like this was all just boring and I was doing it for her sake.

The truth was, I was feeling really charged up at the idea of a threesome with a big, hot guy. It sounded really edgy and like something I’d never done and wasn’t ever likely to be able to do again. Getting tied up sounded a bit alarming, but I’d heard other people did it. And again, it was out of the ordinary. And frankly, ordinary sex is boring. I have more fun with Chloe than with guys. And we always come because we work at it.

She put my coat with hers and held the bag in the same hand, then took a brush from her purse and brushed her hair before leaning over and brushing mine.

“I think he wants to see our tits, not our hair.”

The elevator door opened, and I realized how high we were. The fifty-seventh floor! Our apartment was on the Fourth.

The corridor outside was wide and lit by these neat-looking crystal wall sconces. The carpet was blue, black, and grey, and the doors were double doors. It looked very ritzy.

We stopped before one, and she knocked.

“Act demure.”

Demure!? I looked at her in disbelief. Neither of us was the demure type. And especially not in these uniforms.

“We’re not exactly dressed like librarians.”

The door opened wide, and a guy stood there.

Holy. Fucking. Hell.

Jacob had dark, medium-length hair, a square-jawed face, dark blue eyes, and an incredible body. Which I could see because all he was wearing was a pair of sweatpants. This guy had washboard abs, super well-defined pectoral muscles, broad shoulders, and powerful arms. The sweatpants sat low on his hips so I could see his flat stomach, and my fingers twitched, wanting to touch it.

“We’re here with your meal, Sir!” Chloe said in a kind of perky voice.

“Come inside,” he said in a low voice.

He looked at us both as he held the door, and we both walked inside. The door closed behind us as he took the bag from Chloe and put it on a narrow table beneath a mirror, then took the jackets from her and put them on a chair.

Then he turned and put his hands around our necks, pushing us back against the wall!

I gasped, grabbing at his thick wrist. Chloe just stood there.

He looked at her, then at me.

“Drop your hands,” he said in what was almost a whisper.

Gasping weakly, I dropped my arms to my sides, like Chloe was. His hand wasn’t really interfering with my breathing, and there was no way I was going to dislodge it!

“Sexy little blonde bitches,” he growled, his eyes looking us up and down.

“Strip,” he barked.

Holy hell! Just like that!?

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She undid the little halter, then unbuttoned her half-blouse and shrugged it off with him still holding her neck. He turned his eyes to me, scowling, and after a moment of wild uncertainty, I reached fingers that were kind of trembling down and undid the vest, then unbuttoned my blouse.

I saw the skirt drop to Chloe’s ankles as she reached back and undid her bra.

An incredible flood of excitement mixed with anxiety was churning my mind up. I had expected some talk first, some kidding around, some getting to know each other, and then maybe a slow build-up. That wasn’t that at all!

I felt myself blushing as I dropped my skirt to stand there in my lingerie. Chloe was already pushing her thong down, her breasts bare, so, blushing hotly, I reached back to undo my bra and then pulled it off. I felt incredibly self-conscious, but also darkly excited as I slipped my thumbs into the high waistband of my thong and pushed it down over my hips.

He wasn’t looking. He had pulled Chloe up onto her toes and in close to him and was kissing her passionately – still holding her by the neck! Her arms were still at her sides!

I stepped out of my thong and skirt, heart pounding wildly, pulse racing, and watched them kiss for like ten seconds! Then he pushed her back and let her sink to her heels and pulled me forward the same way! I gasped as his lips met mine. They were surprisingly soft – for about a second – then they kissed more passionately, ramping it up second by second.

His lips moved slowly, his tongue dipping into mine. 

I stood there on the balls of my feet naked while a guy I’d never met kissed me with growing hunger. And it felt like that hunger was being transferred to me, as his lips kissed with more than passion. They kissed me with something like... hunger, like he was going to eat me all up!

When he pushed me back, I was... breathless! He gave me a little push and released me, releasing Chloe at the same time.

“Turn, hands on the wall, feet spread, lean forward.”

What the hell!?

Chloe didn’t seem surprised. She stood about a foot and a half from the wall, leaning forward until her breasts pillowed out against it, her hands on the wall above her head. Baffled, I did the same. 

Crack!

He slapped her butt!

“Spread your legs, slave!” he barked.

Slave!?

She did, and I did the same, anxious, wary, but still deeply excited. That had been an incredible kiss! And now I was naked in front of him and bent forward like some... prisoner about to be searched by the police!

I gasped again as his big hand cupped my pussy. From the sound Chloe made, he’d done the same to her.

“Hot, sexy little blonde slave girls eager to have a big cock inside, aren’t you?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” she moaned.

“Yes, Sir!” I gulped.

He gave me a little squeeze, but the middle finger pressed in harder, hard enough to sink between the lips of my sex. It found my clitoris and rubbed gently against it, sending a stream of crackling sexual electricity up through my abdomen.

He was incredibly big and muscular, but his fingers weren’t being rough, just... firm and knowing. After two seconds, it was all I could do to keep my hips from grinding back against him!

He turned away briefly, leaving me gulping in air, already amazed, as he opened a drawer in the table under the mirror behind us. I looked out of the corner of my eye as he pulled Chloe’s arms down and in behind her back.

He tied them together with a black rope that he quickly and skillfully looped around her crossed wrists. I started to feel anxious again, but he turned to me and casually gripped my wrists in his big hand and drew them down and back behind me. I stared at Chloe, who smirked at me as he crossed my wrists, then wrapped surprisingly soft-feeling rope around them.

His hands went into the soft, thick mop of blonde hair hanging from my head – and Chloe’s too – and jerked us back, then pulled us down and around in front of him.

“I have exactly what you both need so badly,” he said as he kind of mashed her face in against his groin.

He let her head rise a bit, and she gripped the waistband in her teeth, then tugged down bit by bit. When it slid down, his cock popped up, and I gasped again. Fuck me! I mean, this guy had a beautiful cock! It was shaved, thick and long, and it wasn’t even fully hard yet!

He pulled her face in against him again, kind of mashing her face into his groin, then pulled her back by the hair and did the same to me!

“Tell me you’re my slave,” he growled, pulling our heads back suddenly and forcing them down so that we both gasped in pain.

“I’m your slave, Sir!” Chloe gasped.

“I-I’m your... slave, Sir!” I repeated, thinking it sounded kind of goofy.

He pulled me back, and his cock was already harder as he pushed it against Chloe’s mouth. She licked at the head, then sucked it into her mouth. He pulled me in by the hair.

“Suck my balls, slave.”

Holy freaking hell!

I didn’t see what else I could do! It felt super strange to have my wrists tied behind me the way they were, and added to my sense of being completely helpless before this big monster of a man!

I leaned in and sucked on his balls as Chloe started to lick and suck on the head, bobbing her lips up and down. 

He pulled us both back by the hair, then pulled us to our feet the same way, ignoring our gasps and yelps of pain. His cock was so hard now that it stuck up instead of just out. He turned us and marched us further into the apartment, and not gently either!

Whoa, nice apartment too. This was no one-bedroom! And I could see the lights of the city through the big picture window. It had a fireplace, a big sectional sofa, and an overstuffed chair. There were bricks along one wall, and a big dining room table to one side. Behind that was the kitchen island and then what looked like a huge kitchen.

Jacob pushed the coffee table away and shoved me roughly onto the sofa. Then he forced Chloe down to her knees on the floor. “Sit against the sofa.”

She did so immediately, and then he knelt in front of her. In front of me too. He jerked on her legs so she slid down more, the top of her head now about level with the seat of the sofa. I half sat, half slumped in.

Jacob moved forward and fed his cock into her open mouth, then gripped my thighs and jerked them forcefully apart. He licked his way up and down my thighs as I stared at him, wide-eyed. His tongue moved up along the right side of my pussy, then down the left, then up the right again before going straight up the middle with enough force to make me gasp.

I groaned as he pulled my thighs even wider, and I could hear a kind of wet, slurping sound from Chloe. It looked like he was moving his hips in and out, pumping his cock in her mouth as he licked me. His big hands were so firm and strong – and yet soft! His big thumbs gently spread the lips of my sex, and then his lips moved in, and his tongue drove deep inside me!

“Oh!” I gasped, amazed at how deep it went as it pumped and twisted in the mouth of my sex.

It slid up across my clitoris, then from side to side, then up and down again. A single big, fat finger pushed into me, and I was already wet as it slid deep. He pumped it in and out as he licked my clitoris, then added a second, both of them kind of rubbing along the front wall of my sex. 

The sensations flooding into me, combined with the crackling sexual electricity gripping me, had me panting and melting in the heat in no time at all!

He stopped and straightened, then got to his feet, gripping Chloe by the hair so she was forced to rise to her knees before him. He pushed his cock deeper, and then all the way in. I stared as her throat bulged and the whole length of his thick cock pushed down it until her lips were wrapped around the base.

He held her there, Chloe trembling as he ground himself against her, then slowly pulled his glistening cock back as I gaped at the sight. He pulled her up by the hair and shoved her onto the sofa right next to me, then gripped my hair.

I cried out as my scalp stung, as he pulled me forward and off the sofa to my knees on the floor, then turned me around and bent me forward between Chloe’s spread thighs.

Uh oh, I thought, as he forced my face forward between her thighs.

Crack!

Ah!”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I gasped at the word as much as the pain, even as I obeyed. Then I felt the head of his cock pushing against me, rubbing up and down against me. 

He leaned forward, his hand abandoning my hair to slide in under and fold around my throat from the front. I gasped as he leaned over me, his lips on the nape of my neck.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

“P-Please fuck me!” I gasped.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair.

“You forgot to call me sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I gasped.

This is so fucking sick! I thought wildly.

His big cock pushed hard, and I felt myself being slowly forced wider and wider. Then it slid into me, inch by inch, stretching me inside, filling me up!

He pushed me forward so my face was against Chloe’s pussy.

“Get to work, slut!”

He rubbed my face against her pussy, which was already very wet. I wasn’t exactly enthused, but I tried to do kind of what he’d done with me, except, of course, that I had no use of my hands.

And not a lot of use of my mind either! It was focused on the feel of his big cock sliding ever deeper inside me!

I can’t believe I’m doing this!

I licked at Chloe’s pussy as his cock started to move in and out of me. He abandoned my neck, his hand gripping my hair as his other hand slid down to roughly squeeze and knead my breasts.

“You two sluts will be worth a lot of money once you’re trained,” he said. “The auction house will love you.”

Auction house!?

His cock was pumping faster and still deeper. And then his hips began to strike my buttocks with force, and I shuddered as I licked at Chloe’s clitoris.

“Those Arabs really love blonde girls. They’ll pay a lot for a matching set.”

Okay, he was fucking with my head. I got that now. It still sounded wild!

My body was shuddering with the impact of his hips, my insides being churned to a frothy mass of lava by his big cock, and I was slowly melting in the heat. The excitement and passion grew so that my mind was gripped by a sense of feverish need, my hips jerking back to meet his hard thrusts as he pounded against me!

I no longer had any hesitation in licking Chloe’s pussy. I was doing it because that was what I was told to do. My mind wasn’t capable of going beyond that. I moved in further, my nipples pressed against the fabric of the sofa, and that rubbed them back and forth as he rode me.

The sensations were overwhelming me. And then he suddenly pulled back, pulling me up and back by the hair. He ignored my cry of dazed pain, then put his other big hand around my throat instead, squeezing tightly enough that I had a hard time breathing.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he ordered, his lips next to my ear. “Say it, slut!”

“I-I-I’m y-you’re bitch, Sir!” I croaked.

His other hand was squeezing my breast. Now it dropped down and fingered my clitoris as he thrust up into me hard and fast.

I came, screaming like a mindless animal! The scream was choked off, though, by the big hand around my throat. My breath was also choked off, but I simply did not care. Not even slightly. The pleasure tore through me like a hurricane, a long, howling, overpowering rush of sensation that made my hips buck violently back and the rest of me tremble and shake.

The orgasm went on and on, long past where I would have thought it should have ended. I was also getting light-headed from lack of air. 

He loosened his hand but still squeezed my throat, and I gulped in air and let out choked cries of dazed pleasure as his hips continued to slap against me and the orgasm slowly, slowly faded away.

It left me a shell, my eyes glassy.

He pulled out, lifted me up, and threw me on the sofa, then pulled Chloe down and put her between my legs. Then it was her tongue on my pussy as he drove his cock into her. I began to hear the slapping of his hips against her buttocks as her body began to jerk in and out in time to his thrusts.

Her tongue licked eagerly at my clitoris, twisting and stroking and rolling against me as he used her body.

I just lay sprawled there, mostly on my back, my head pushed forward by the backrest, so I stared down between my breasts at the top of her head and her licking tongue. My thighs were spread achingly wide as I slumped there, and my body continued to tremble slightly as my muscles twitched.

Her tongue began to heat me up again – not that the orgasm had completely doused the heat in me – and then he pulled her back by the hair just as he had me. He slid a hand around her throat and squeezed as his other hand drove down between her legs.

“Who owns your body, slut?” he growled.

“You own my body, Sir!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck your blonde whore brains out.”

“Please fuck m-my bl-blonde whore brains oooout, Siiiiir!” she moaned.

And then she came as he drove his big cock into her and his fingers rubbed her clitoris. Her body began to shake, and her eyes became glazed as convulsions wracked her slender frame. Her eyes rolled back in her head as he choked her, and she looked like she was high on something.

He threw her aside and then moved forward, guiding his cock into me again. I moaned as he drove deep, his big hands sliding up my body to squeeze my breasts, then gripping my legs and lifting them up and back – and back more! 

He pushed my knees back over my shoulders, then his hands slid down to my ankles, shoving them back against the backrest as his hips moved in and out like a train, picking up speed, going faster and faster and faster until he was hammering into me, his big cock spearing deep into my belly as I gasped and moaned and writhed there on the sofa before him.

I stared up between my legs at this... incredibly well-built guy as my body shook to the pounding of his hips and his cock plunged in and out of me. My mind was overcome with fever again, and my eyes felt glassy. I was seeing him, but incapable of thought. My mind was floating on the churning waves of excitement, pleasure and sensation flowing through me.

He brought my feet together above me so he could pin them with one big hand, then dropped the other down to briefly choke me.

“Hot little fuck toy,” he growled. “Once I’ve conditioned you, you’ll be a sex slave for real.”

His hand slid off my neck, squeezed my breast, then dropped down to rub my clitoris.

And I came. Again! My body twisted and writhed as inarticulate cries of pleasure and passion escaped my open mouth, dazed, animal cries with no thought behind them but how glorious the orgasm was!

He continued to pound against me until he came as well, leaving me panting and moaning, but him seemingly hardly even winded. He dragged me off the sofa onto the floor, then turned me around and bent me over the sofa. I felt his fingers sliding into me, pushing deep. And he had big fingers!

I groaned as they pumped in and out, spreading out a little more inside me. Then he pulled them free and pushed his big thumb into me. That was practically as long and thick as some of the guys I’ve seen!

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my buttocks.

“Sexy little slut,” he said.

Crack!

I gasped again.

“Who owns your body, slut?” he growled.

“Y-You do, Sir!” I moaned, knowing what he wanted me to say.

Crack!

“Say it!”

“You own my body, Sir!” I gasped.

“That means I can do anything I want to it.”

“Ohhhhh!” I moaned as his fingers stroked my clitoris while his thumb pumped in and out.

I felt something else, then. Something hard was pressing against my wrinkled little back passage.

I wasn’t a big fan of anal sex, but I didn’t really even think to object. Being tied up and helpless, with a big guy like him, and the heat filling me, dazed from those amazing orgasms, it was like... I didn’t have the right to object. Like he had free rein to use me however he wanted! That was even beside the fact I’d just told him he owned my body!

I just kind of gave a mental shrug and decided I’d tolerate it.

But almost immediately, I realized it wasn’t his finger or his cock. It was something hard and smooth. And it spread me wider and wider as he pushed it in.

“What is that!?” I gasped, trying to twist my head around.

Crack!

I gasped, then gasped again as he seized my hair and roughly jerked my head up and back.

“Your body belongs to me, slave!” he barked. “You need to know nothing I don’t tell you!”

Geeze! This guy was either really into his dark little game or was seriously crazy! And I wasn’t sure which!

The thing pulled back a little, then pushed forward. It seemed to be slippery, or to have had something slippery rubbed against it, and it kept getting wider and uncomfortably wider! And then it abruptly popped through as if there was nothing more, and it was all inside me. I felt my insides sort of pulling it deeper, only to have it stop by something that was still pressed against my outside.

“Dirty girl,” he growled.

Crack!

“Your tight ass was built for men to make use of.”

Crack!

“Are you keeping it from them? That would be cruel and selfish.”

Crack!

“Oh!” I moaned.

“Every man who sees your ass wants to bury his cock into it. And you will allow that from now on. You will even thank him for doing it!”

He pulled me up and back and then sort of threw me onto the floor on my back.

He pointed to Chloe, who shuffled forward and bent over between my thighs, then started to lick me again.

He moved behind her and then untied her wrists. They came around in front of her, and she used her fingers to spread the lips of my sex and then slide inside.

Jacob moved away briefly, then brought something back and dropped it onto the floor. It was a big dildo attached to some straps.

Chloe and Jacob rolled me over, and he jerked my hips up into the air.

“You want to be filled with cock, don’t you slut?” he demanded.

Crack!

“Ah! Yes, Sir!” I gasped.

“Beg.”

“I –!”

Crack

“Ah! Please fill me with cock, Sir!” I gasped.

This was so sick!

I felt myself penetrated, but it wasn’t by him. It was the dildo. I guessed that Chloe had strapped it to her body as it pushed deeper and deeper. It was nice and thick, too! She started to pump in and out, driving it in deeper so that her hips started to slap against my upraised buttocks.

Crack!

“Ah!”

That was a much smaller hand. Chloe had slapped my butt.

“Filthy slut!” she taunted.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your whore brains out!” she demanded.

Crack!

“Ah! Please fuck my whore brains out!” I gasped, feeling a squirmy sense of wild heat.

Crack!

“Call me mistress, slut!”

That sent a dark thrill of excitement through me for some reason.

Crack!

“Say it, whore!”

“Ow! Mistress!”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

She fucked me, the big dildo pumping in and out, then flipped me over onto my side. She lifted my upper leg high and leaned into me, letting my leg fall across her shoulder.

“Filthy slave bitch!” she taunted as she thrust her hips into me hard and fast.

She reached down, roughly squeezed one of my breasts, and then slapped it! I cried out again, but her hand moved back down and her fingers found my clitoris, rubbing against it as she pumped the dildo in and out.

I was facing forward until someone gripped my hair and yanked it back so I was facing directly away from her. Jacob was there, though, and pushed his big cock back into my open mouth. I moaned around it as I sucked and licked at it. Then he pushed it straight down my throat!

I had just started to fear he might do that, and started to mentally prepare myself. I wasn’t ready! I panicked a little, but was too tightly bound and held as his cock continued to slide deep into my throat. He didn’t stop until his balls were on my cheek.

I was overwhelmed and more than a little bewildered. What was I supposed to do here? Oh, and why wasn’t I gagging!? My throat ached, but I wasn’t gagging! 

Okay, I started to gag a bit as he slid his cock back, but then he pushed it deep again, burying it in my throat. I was too startled to do anything, even if I knew what. Like, I couldn’t like the sensitive part at the head because that was down my throat. Not to mention his cock was sideways in my mouth!

Meanwhile, Chloe was still fucking me with her dildo and still rubbing my clitoris!

“You know you love cock, slave!” she taunted.

“Filthy sex slave!” Jacob growled, jerking on my hair.

I was seriously out of my depth here! I felt like I was on a whitewater raft with no paddle!

He pulled his cock out and rubbed it over my face, and then, as if they’d practiced it, he let go of my hair. They roughly pushed me over onto my back, and Chloe slid her body atop mine, driving the dildo all the way into my pussy at the same time. She kissed me voraciously while I was just busy trying to breathe. 

Then she rolled over so I was on top of her. I felt Jacob gripping my hips, pulling them up more. He spread my legs and pulled the butt thing he’d pushed into me out, then sank his own saliva-covered cock deep into my ass!

He gripped my hair and pulled my head up and back, almost pulling me onto all fours while his cock pumped up and down in my ass. Chloe was thrusting up into me with her dildo, too, and reached a hand up to squeeze one of my breasts, then another hand down between my legs to finger my clitoris.

How was I supposed to cope with this!?

“Slave!” she taunted.

“Sex slave!” he growled, slapping my butt.

Oh, my God!

The two cocks, one real, one fake, churned up and down inside me as the two of them used me like I was their toy, like I was a rag doll, and my mind sank into a dark, wild, feverish sexual haze. It didn’t get any better as the heat mounted. Then the orgasm exploded, and I cried out in dazed pleasure again and again as they called me a whore and a slut and a sex slave and rammed their cocks into my writhing, trembling, shaking body.
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I was half out of it after that. I could feel Jacob’s hips slapping against my buttocks for a long couple of minutes, though, until he came.

He moved away, and before I could say anything, he was back, pulling on my hair sharply. That made me cry out, and opened my mouth wide, and he reached around and shoved some kind of black ball into my open mouth! It had a thin cord going through it, and he drew that across my cheeks and fastened it behind my head.

A blindfold followed, then I was pulled to my feet by the hair and led somewhere. He stopped and untied my wrists, then I felt some kind of wrist bands, thick ones, placed around both wrists at the same time. Which meant him and Chloe were doing it together.

Making me a sex slave!

What a perverted, kinky, and wickedly thrilling idea! I mean, just as an idea, you understand, just as a fantasy. It was dark and nasty and delicious! 

They forced me to my knees and then put me face down. I felt something else pushing into my pussy that was hard and thick and long, and it slid deep, right up to what I thought was the base. But the base seemed to curve up and over the front of my pussy.

Then, another something was pushed up my butt.

I felt something like a thin strap going up diagonally across my abdomen, over my hips, and then joining together behind me. I was lifted upright, then pushed back against something – hard? It felt like some kind of post, a foot wide or so, maybe less.

My arms were lifted up and back behind the post, and then my wristbands were locked together somehow. The thing in my butt was pulled out, then kind of shifted around a bit, then it went still. I felt my hair divided, like it was being done in two ponytails, then it was pulled back far enough to hold my head firmly against the post.

The dildo in my butt didn’t move at all, like it was locked in place to the post.

I moaned in confusion, but obviously couldn’t say anything, like ask what the hell was going on.

Earbuds were put into my ears, and they started to play words mixed with feminine moans and groans of pleasure.

“I am a sex slave,” Chloe’s voice said. “I love being a sex slave. I was born to please men with my body. I am only happy when I have a big cock inside me.”

What the hell!?

A strap of some kind went around my throat, tightened, like a belt, and then went behind me, where it locked in place. My ankles were pulled back on either side of the post thing, then tied together behind it.

I gasped aloud as the dildo shoved up my pussy started to vibrate! It didn’t just vibrate inside me, either. It vibrated especially hard at the base, at the part that curved up across my clitoris and pressed so firmly against it.

“I love cock,” Chloe’s voice said. “I must always obey my master and mistress. If I disobey, they must punish me.”

This was so sick!

The moans and cries of pleasure in the background of her voice sounded like Chloe, too. 

This was so kinky! And thrilling! And edgy! The vibrator soon had my body needing something more, something that made it move. Of course, it couldn’t move much. And just about the only way I wanted to move was to grind myself against the vibrator. Unfortunately, that moved as I did. The only thing that stayed in place was the big cock up in my butt!

And suddenly, that had become an exciting thing! Like, I had kind of shrunk away from anal sex before. But when he’d done me there, it hadn’t hurt at all. It had been an incredible sensation feeling him moving up and down inside me there, especially together with the dildo Chloe had been thrusting up into me!

So as the heat within me grew, I pushed myself down further on the dildo, kind of working myself up and down on it. The only problem with that was that the belt or strap he’d put around my neck was a kind of choke-chain. The more I pulled on it, the tighter it got. So, sliding down pulled it tight around my neck so that my eyes bulged beneath the blindfold and I couldn’t breathe!

But I soon couldn’t help myself. I rode up and down on it, gasping and moaning, trying to get lower, trying to impale myself on it! There was a limit, though, beyond which I couldn’t go because the belt would tighten too much, and my hair was attached to something at that level too, so I couldn’t go beyond it.

“I am a sex toy,” Chloe’s voice said in my ear. “I must submit to my master. I was made for pleasure. I love being fucked hard. I love being used. I love pleasing others with my body.”

I moaned and gasped heatedly around the ball in my mouth, riding slowly up and down the dildo, choking myself each time I slid deep.

Suddenly, a new voice appeared in my ear. It was his!

“Stop!” he barked.

I froze, panting.

“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”

How could I say anything with a gag in my mouth?”

“If you fail to obey, you will be punished.”

I groaned weakly, and then gasped as I felt something hard and cold against my right nipple! I squealed and tried to twist away, but of course, I couldn’t! It was an ice cube! The ice cube rubbed slowly up and down and around my nipple, then shifted to my other breast and did the same there.

“You must always obey your master,” he said sternly.

The gag was removed from my mouth.

“Why did you not speak?” he demanded, still speaking through the earbuds.

“You gagged me! How am I supposed to talk?”

“Foolish slave. Do you think I cannot see with my own eyes? You don't need to speak clearly, only obey. Even with a ball gag in your mouth, you can attempt to speak the words I give you.”

I yelped in pain as my nipples were pinched sharply, then pulled up and out.

“Since you did not try, you must be punished.”

“Ow!Ow!Ow!Ow!Ow!Ow! Please! Stop! Ow!”

He gave my nipples a sharp twist, and I cried out in pain.

“Always obey!” his voice in my ears said sternly.

“That hurt!”

“No one cares. Slaves are routinely tortured.”

And then a dildo was pushed into my open mouth. It slid across my tongue, pushed into my throat, and slid down, and down, and down impossibly far! 

I felt a mouth on my right nipple, then my left. Both mouths sucked and licked and lightly chewed on the surrounding flesh as the impossible dildo slid up and down in my throat.

I knew what it was now. It was a double-headed dildo. Chloe and I had one. I wondered if this was that one.

I shuddered against the post, my head spinning, getting light-headed from lack of oxygen. The dildo popped out, and I gasped for breath, drawing in great, shuddering breaths.

The mouths retreated from my throbbing nipples.

“Now repeat after me,” he growled. “I am a slut.”

“I-I-I’m a slut,” I gasped.

“I am a slut. Repeat it exactly as I say it.”

“I am a slut,” I moaned.

Something hit my breast! It was small and thin and lightweight, but it cut a line of pain across the center of my breast.

“Say it with more emotion,” he ordered.

“I am a slut!” I cried.

“I am a sex slave.”

“I am a sex slave!” I gasped.

“I was born to be a sex slave.”

“I was born to be a sex slave!”

This is so sick!

But it was getting me turned on again. 

“My body was made to give pleasure to men.”

“My body was made to give pleasure to men,” I repeated.

“My master owns my body.”

I repeated a series of such kinky things as the heat took hold of my mind again, and my body began to slide up and down on the dildo almost of its own volition.

“I love cooock!” I moaned dazedly.

“Beg me to fuck your blonde whore body,” he demanded.

So sick!

“Please fuck my blonde whore body, Master!” I moaned.

I felt my ankles undone, then my hair. A moment later, my wrists were unclipped, and I was able to slump down. I shuddered as that slid me achingly deep on the dildo. The head felt like it was up inside my stomach!

They pulled me free of it, lowered me to the floor, pulled my wrists behind my back, and fastened the wristbands together. Then Chloe sodomized me with a strap-on while the vibrator buzzed furiously inside me and against my clitoris.

“Beg mistress to fuck your ass, slave.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Filthy slave!” Chloe said from behind me.

I felt a pull on the belt or strap around my neck, and then I gurgled as it tightened. It pulled harder, and lifted my chest and shoulders off the floor, pulling my head back as her hips slapped against my buttocks and the big dildo jammed achingly high inside me.

Another orgasm tore through me, and I started to cry out, my voice shaken, shaky, warbling, rising and falling as the orgasm tore through my mind and body.

“Sexual animal!” he growled in the earbuds.

Crack!

“You’re a sexual animal,” Chloe taunted.

Then she jerked up and back on my hair, which at least took some of the weight off my neck!

“Sex slave!” she taunted, her hips pounding against my buttocks as the orgasm tore through my mind.

My hair was released, and I gurgled as the belt choked me. Then that was released, and I was tumbled onto my back. The dildo came out of my bottom, and the vibrator was pulled out of my pussy. Then a cock thrust into me, and my legs were lifted up and back sharply as a male body buried his cock in me and started to thrust.

“Dirty girl!” Chloe taunted. “Slut! Sex slave!”

She started to rub my clitoris as he fucked me, then had to withdraw her hand briefly so he could force the backs of my feet down against the floor above my head. Her fingers returned, rubbing hard and fast as he pounded against me.

“This isn’t Jacob anymore, by the way,” she said, her voice raised to be heard over the earbuds. “He’s on the sofa watching. This is his friend Leon. Leon is a big black guy and loves to fuck slutty blondes.”

My ankles were forced in together above my head.

“I love fucking blonde girls,” a new, male, and black-sounding voice said through the earbuds. “Blondes are all whores anyway.”

I gasped for an instant, then realized it would be easy for them to simply have recorded someone else’s voice at any time. But what if it wasn’t!?

But what if it was!?

I wasn’t sure which was scarier or which was hotter! 

“It doesn’t matter who fucks you, whore. You’re a sex slave. Any cock will do for you. You love them all,” she said.

I was still almost certain it was Jacob. But the mere possibility that it might be another man was scalding! Not that I wanted it to be... exactly. It was mostly because I was almost sure it wasn’t that I found the idea so wild and wicked and hot.

Kind of like being a sex slave.

I came again as whoever it was pounded me, his big cock driving down hard and fast and his hips slapping against my buttocks while Chloe rubbed my clitoris.

Then, Chloe licked and sucked and fingered me, using the vibrator, as well, to make me come yet again.
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Afterwards, Jacob took the earbuds out, put the ball gag back in before wrapping a studded leather collar around my neck. When he removed the blindfold, I was standing in front of a big mirror as he held me firmly in place by the hair. Chloe was right beside me, wearing the same collar and bands, as well as a ball-gag, and he had her by the hair, too.

It made for an incredibly hot picture!

“To be a proper sex slave, you must be properly trained,” he said.

We were in a large room with a thick red rug and dark wooden cabinets. He pushed us to the middle of the floor, then had us stand about three feet apart, facing each other.

“Inspection,” he said mildly.

Chloe immediately stood straight, her feet apart, and brought her hands back behind her back.

Jacob turned and scowled at me, and I understood and tried to mirror her position.

“No, slut. Grip your opposite elbow with each hand.”

I adjusted my hands, and he forced my feet wider, then he picked up a thin rod of some kind. It was black, thinner than a pencil, and apparently, quite flexible as he bent it back and forth in his hands. At the tip was a flat pink piece of leather shaped like a hand. 

He placed it on my right nipple, rubbing it, then brought it down sharply, making me gasp.

“Now, inspection.”

Chloe brought her hands up and back behind her neck, arching her back. I quickly did the same as Jacob walked slowly around us.

“Ankles,” he said.

Chloe bent way over, throwing her arms down, and grabbed her ankles. I did the same, feeling a strange rush as he moved around us, as he moved behind me. I felt the thin rod as he pressed it against my pussy.

“Tell me you love being a sex slave,” he said.

“Uhglvbnuhsxslvvv,” Chloe mumbled around the ball gag.

I gasped as he brought the thin rod down across my buttocks.

“Try again.”

So, I did my best to say I loved being a sex slave, even with the ball gag in my mouth. It sounded pretty unintelligible to me, but it was apparently good enough for him.

“Whoever is slowest will be punished.”

That didn’t seem fair to me, as she knew the positions!

“Dog,” he said.

I dropped down to my hands and knees just slightly after Chloe, but still got the thin, stinging blow to my buttocks. He moved alongside me, bringing the little pink hand up under me and lightly rubbing one of my nipples. Then he removed the ball-gags.

“Beg,” he said.

Beg? Beg for what!?

Chloe rose up and back on her knees, so I did, as well. She brought her arms up against her chest, dropped her fingers low, and let her tongue hang over her lower lip.

Oh, fuck me! This is so degrading!

I winced at another blow from his rod, but felt a rush as I knelt there pretending to be a dog begging.

“That’s it, slave bitches,” he said. “Now kneel and wait.”

She quickly sat back on her heels, so I did the same. She spread her knees wide and brought her arms behind her back, gripping her elbows, and I imitated her.

The little hand slapped lightly at my nipples, and I gasped.

“Submission,” he said.

Chloe threw herself on her face, raising her hips high, then threw her arms out to either side. I did the same, my chin and breasts against the carpet, my hips raised high, and legs spread wide.

“Beg for cock.”

“Please may I have some cock inside me, Sir!? Chloe begged.

“P-Please may I have some cock inside me, Sir!?” I gasped.

He snapped a leash to the back of Chloe’s collar, then one to the back of mine.

“Crawl, slave bitches,” he said, pulling sharply so that we pushed ourselves up onto our hands and knees.

He led us, crawling, across the room, and I felt another dark rush at how absolutely outrageous this was! It was kinky and sick and degrading! And somehow, it turned me on to be doing it!

We crawled to the wall, then turned and crawled across the room to the other side, then turned again.

“Kneel and wait,” he said.

We both sat back on our heels and brought our hands behind us.

He picked up a dildo and tossed it across the room.

“Fetch, slave bitches.”

Chloe dropped quickly to all fours and crawled rapidly across the floor to it, then picked it up in her mouth, turned, and crawled back. I had started forward, but didn’t see the point since there was only one, and she was ahead of me.

Jacob turned his eyes on me.

He thrust the rod at me.

“Submission!”

I quickly dropped into the position we had occupied earlier.

“Now bring your knees together and pull your legs against your stomach.”

He knelt and pushed on my butt and on my shoulder.

“Put your arms back and bring your hands behind your thighs.”

That was a real stretch, and I had to gasp and wriggle to get into it, taking my weight on my shoulders, with my head pulled far back.

“Do. Not. Move.”

He brought the rod down across my buttocks once, twice, three times, as I gasped and winced at each stinging blow.

“Now, both of you, wait.”

I hesitated, then got back into the same position as Chloe.

He held out the dildo, looked at her and me, then threw it across the room.

“Fetch, slave bitches.”

As soon as he started to say fetch, Chloe launched herself across the floor. I was a half-second behind, so she beat me to it again! Then I had to get into the punishment position and get three more blows from the rod! The next time, I was ready and threw myself forward, only to be shouldered aside by her! I shouldered her aside in turn as we struggled to get the dildo.

This was ridiculous! And degrading! And exhausting!

She got the dildo again, and I got three more whacks. But the next time, I got it, and she was the one who got whacked by the rod.

“Now, let me see a sixty-nine. Whoever comes first will be punished.”

What?!

Well, we were soon in a sixty-nine, both licking earnestly at each other’s pussies. She was better than me, I guess, and had more experience. But I’d already come a bunch of times. Then I felt her fingers thrusting into me, so I did the same to her, trying to make her come first.

It turned out we both came at the same time.

“Instead of punishment, you will both demonstrate how grateful you are for my instruction,” he said.

I didn’t know what that meant either, but Chloe did, so I mirrored her. She crawled over to where he stood, then dropped to her elbows, then to her chest, gripping his ankle. I did the same.

Then she began to lick the top of his shoe!

I gaped for a moment, then mirrored her, again thinking about how sick and dark and insanely perverted this was.

He sent us home in an Uber, minus the food, and minus our thongs. He said we shouldn’t wear panties or thongs anymore, so our pussies were ready for any man who wanted to use our slut bodies.

We didn’t talk much in the car, but as soon as we were out of it, I turned and glared at her, and she giggled. “Yeah, yeah, I know, but how many times did you come?”

I grunted in agreement.

He’s a perve, but he’s gorgeous, and his kinky games are fucking hot.”

“And fucking degrading!”

“That too.”

“We were crawling like dogs!”

“Like bitches, you mean. Like bitch slaves,” she said in amusement.

We got into the elevator and headed upstairs.

“You looked hot in a collar and restraints.”

“Yeah, so did you.”

“Uhm, so when do we go back?”

She giggled in delight.
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END

Read Blondes in Bondage 2!

Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me but have patience: writeargus@gmail.com
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Molly’s Black Master (Molly’s Black Masters series) Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl can survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president.  was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform: Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Ariana’s Dad: Kaylee somehow winds up in a scorching hot affair with her friend’s father! Mister Christian had always been a disciplinarian, and it turned out he was even more of one in sex! In short order she experiences not just bondage, but her first spanking! Not to mention further discipline as he draws her into what she thinks of as an edgy game of slavery. Then Mrs. Christian arrives and the heat level turns up several notches, as does the discipline!
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Taylor’s New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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Nerd Girls: Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Trained: Olivia is taking a late train home when a handsome man accosts her, accusing her of being far too beautiful to be taking the train. Much to her astonishment, Olivia finds herself easily seduced into a wickedly dangerous liaison right there on the darkened platform, with other people nearby, he manages to tie her wrists to the post above her, strip her naked, and take her then and there! After multiple orgasms, she is tied up and, wearing nothing but her rain poncho, helped onto the train for a wild and crazy trip home.
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The Temporary Harem Girl: It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask: When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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	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";
	}
}
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