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PACE IS JUST KILLING on the football field. Like, no, really, I think he might legit be killing people. They’ve had to drag off three players already and it’s barely the second quarter. He’s massive, he’s skilled, and he’s brutal.

And god help me, it turns me on so much.

I hate him for it. I hate what he’s doing to me, the sick hot ways he makes me feel. 

I don’t even like football, for god’s sake. 

I’m a nerd. An honest-to-god nerd. I’m not pretty enough to be hanging out at a college football game all by myself, hoping beyond hope that somehow I’ll catch the eye of the one guy who I can’t stop finger-stuffing my pussy to. I’m too tall for him; I’ve seen the girls he likes. They’re shorter than than his huge six-foot-eight frame by at least a foot (and god, drool, what the fuck do you think that sex is like? I’ll tell you, since I’ve watched—it’s like a jackhammer breaking through paper mache.) 

They’re all blond, and bubbly, and cute, with overdone make-up and perfectly coiffed hair and bright eyes and happy smiles. 

They probably try to give up a blowjob on the first date as a compromise so their soaking little white panties don’t have to know the fury of his cock too soon. Too bad, so sad, blowing him is like trying to suck a fucking living steel pipe. 

Good luck with that, girls. 

Like okay, sure, I’m pretty enough. Tall, like I said. Skinny as hell. Enough tits to wear tight shirts and look hot. Guys hit on me from time to time. If you’re a guy, and you saw me at like, I don’t know, the record store? And we were looking at the same record, you’d get that weird hopeful flirty beat to your heart because you'd think that I am totally in your league. 

I’m that sort of pretty—the kind that everyone thinks is in their league. It’s kind of a hassle. People tell me I look like a bitch most of the time, but that’s just my face, I can’t do anything about what it looks like when it’s resting.

Just don’t tell me to smile, goddammit. 

I’d smile if Pace told me to. I’ve seen him tell girls to smile as he walks by them, and they do, immediately, smiling bright and happy just because he happens to be paying them attention. 

He’s that kind of good-looking. And then I’ve seen some of those girls condescend at themselves for just changing their appearance because a fucking man asked them to. It’s sad, truly, but sometimes when a guy is hot enough we just can’t help but do whatever the fuck he wants. 

It's a biological truth. Sometimes a girl just wants to be drilled by the hottest guy alive. And god help me, I don't think there's anyone hotter than Pace Everton. 

Maybe you’re wondering about all this info I have on him. 

Okay, yes, I’ve watched him. A lot. Like I’m watching him now, just on a fucking panty-melting path of destruction on the football field. There's a bunch of whistles blowing and Pace is high-fiving his linemen, and I think he just fucked up another defensive linebacker. I don't think quarterbacks are supposed to block as much as he does, but he seems to take pleasure, a lot of it, in hitting others. In hurting them. I feel like a princess watching a barbarian king slaughter the army that's supposed to protect her. 

Sometimes I sneak into his yard at night and watch him fuck girls. It’s hard to do because he does it in so many rooms at his frat house. When you’re as big as him, I guess, it’s really easy to pick up the tiny fuckdolls he enjoys and just hammer their cunts against whatever wall in whatever portion of his frathouse. Sometimes guys walk by him and give him high fives. If they’re lucky, and he’s feeling generous, he’ll drop off the sorority cunts into the rooms of his teammates after he’s fucked them stupid so the girls can offer up their bodies for sloppy seconds. 

And I watch it all, sometimes with binoculars and sometimes standing so close to the big windows that I don’t even need those, with my fingers attending my clit and my orgasms arriving as regular as the subway. 

Shut the fuck up. I know it’s weird. He’s fucking hot, okay?

I can’t help myself. 

Like, no, he’s stupid handsome. He’s the kind of guy you’d see on magazine covers selling perfect abs and suave looks. His hair is dark blond and thick and he keeps this regular beard that you just fucking know would make you feel so warm and fulfilled and safe if he nuzzled it against your cheek. He’s got a body that looks like it was carved from Mt. Sinai and he wears his pants fucking tight and so I can see his bulge on campus. It goes down almost to his knee.

Drool. Drool drool drool.

Once, I watched him watch a group of freshman cheerleaders walk by, all those tiny little skirts—swish swish swish—and the bulge jumped forward, hardening. I had to run away and cum in the nearest safe space. All I could find was a basement shelf in the library among all the newspapers and microfilms. 

It was enough. Nobody saw me until I had left a big orgasm cloud all over their precious old information.

It’s stupid. I hate everything about him. He just scored another touchdown and he’s dancing on the field. He crushes the ball in one hand and shoves it into the referee’s hands. But he doesn’t even get off the field, because there’s nothing he likes better than the excuse to hurt people. He plays on every down. Offense and defense. His team has stopped going for the single extra point via kicking because he just plows through the other team’s defensive line every play. Why not go for two?

I see him flash a wink at the cheerleaders down on the line, and several of them swoon. He’s fucked more than a few of them. Maybe all of them. Probably to the point of getting them pregnant. That's what he does. 

After the last game, I invited myself to the after-party, looking awkward as hell in my nerdy hipster outfit. I’m too tall to be one of the football team’s girls, like I said, and way too skinny. Like, dangerous skinny—as in, I get regular talks from concerned professors and pamphlets about centers in the area that help with eating disorders. 

But I’m not anorexic. I’m not. I just don’t eat a lot and I work out a ton. 

My chest is nothing like those 36D cups those bimbos he fucks on the reg have, but they’re an honest-to-god handful and I stand by them. My legs are fucking killer and my ass is a fucking rock because uh, I can’t do anything about below-average tits but I can squat all. Day. Long. 

And I fucking do, because jesus christ jesuschrist what if he fucking talks to me one day? I have to be able to show him something worth while. 

What if I can convince him to fuck me?

Of course I can’t. I can’t even remember to eat like I should. 

It’s fucking hard to remember to eat sometimes when every waking moment that I’m not studying I’m spending with a dildo shoved up my cunt because I can’t fucking stop thinking about how badly I need to be plowed by Pace Everton. 

He’s absolutely everything I hate in a man. He’s arrogant. He thinks he’s God’s gift to not just women, but to basically all of humankind. 

And he’s fucking rich, oh my god. He could buy seventeen houses on the monthly allowance from his billionaire trust fund alone. He drives around in fancy sports cars that I don’t even know the fucking name of. 

Like, what’s beyond a Lamborghini? What’s it called when someone takes all the money and engineering required for a Ferrari and a Porsche combined and drives that around—those stupid impractical begging-for-a-ticket-but-I-don’t-care-because-I-bribe-every-police-officer-in-the-tri-state-area cars? 

Is it “European”?

Anyway—he’s got that. 

And he’s fucking cruel. Brutal, like I mentioned. He likes hurting people. Football lets him do it. He’s playing on defense now, been playing in the game for like thirty minutes straight, and I’m not even sure he’s broken a sweat. 

He’s fucking superhuman and I can’t stop myself from slipping my fingers down into my skirt as I watch. I’ve got a blanket over my lap and I sweep the thick dark locks of hair from my eyes and touch my clit. I’m not wearing panties because fuck. That. 

I came to a game to watch the object of my stalker obsession hurt people and score points. Why the fuck would I wear panties? 

My clit is ready to go, raring, waiting, needing. My clit and I get along perfectly because it’s the one piece of anything in the universe that probably needs Pace’s cock more than I do. 

1st down, and he sacks the quarterback. Just rips through the offensive line like a fucking madman. They’re scared of him. I can see the bruises on their arms, the long cuts dripping down into the turf. He’s bellowing and raging like a viking and I’m humping the air minutely like I’m sitting on some fucking air cushion. But it’s just my ass, those thick muscles pushing up and needing, needing to see him do more. 

2nd down. He grabs the running back by the shoulder pads and clotheslines him with an arm the size of a fucking tree trunk. I moan, loudly. The family in front of me hugs their daughter close and the mother shoots me a dirty look. Of course I ignore her. Did I mention I'm on the opposing team’s side of the stands? 

Maybe these people are the family of the sucker who just got walloped. I massage my clit a little faster.

It sort of turns me on to be around their misery. What he brings in the world. 

Fuck, I hate him so much for what he does to people. What he does to me. 

3rd down. I think he cracks an offensive lineman’s helmet with a palm strike. Directly after that, he picks up the quarterback and tosses him like a top ten yards backwards. I moan heatedly, feeling my orgasm so fucking close. 

“Shit, baby,” I moan. “Oh god, oh my fuck, oh god...”

It starts to rain. Other people take out their umbrellas, their ponchos. They all look like they’re watching a three hour funeral. I’m the only one who doesn’t cover up, who doesn’t do anything but continue to finger my needy cunt while I watch the god of my dreams do unspeakable acts to innocent young men, while I watch him do everything I hate about men—violent, uncaring, selfish—and make it into a fucking master class of turning me the fuck on. 

4th down. They try to punt. I can hear Pace’s laughter from up here. I already know what he’s going to do. 

He just rips past their line again, stepping on hands and throats, and rips the ball out of the kicker’s hands before kicking him in the stomach. I think I hear bones break. I don’t give a fuck. As he saunters slowly into the end zone and scores his sixth touchdown of the night, I let out a murderously happy, barely concealed squeal as I cum. 

He takes his fucking helmet off and I can see that gorgeous, beautiful, perfect face with all that insane rage and depravity, and I cum as hard as I ever have. 

It takes me a minute before I get my composure back. People are staring at me. I don’t give a sweet fuck. I’m still horny, because there’s another two quarters to play. I know as soon as it’s halftime he’s going to take his pick of the cheerleading squad and abuse her cunt until probably she’s pregnant. 

With some of the girls on the squad, it would be the third or fourth kiddo he’s given them. He’s got more money than god and doesn’t give a fuck if he pays for a child to raise. He just likes taking over women’s lives. 

All I want him to do is to do the same to me. 

All I want him to do is to never exist so that I never have to think about any of this again.

Thank god it’s raining. Probably that will cover up the wet sploochy kiss I’ve left on the metal bleachers from my dripping cunt. 

There’s probably penalties for what he’s been doing. Like, football penalties. None of it seems legal. 

I don’t know the most about football, though I’ve picked up some from watching him. But honestly, I think he’s bribed all the referees from here to kingdom come. Maybe he’s threatened them, too. 

I heard on campus that he stopped coming to class and so a professor—a man—went to sit down and reason with him. Pace told the professor that if he saw him on campus again, then he would go to his house and burn it down in the night after skullfucking his barely eighteen daughter. 

Then, I heard he did it anyway, just for the trouble of having to make the threat in the first place. 

Just rumors, right? 

Maybe. 

He doesn’t care about other people. At all. Anyone. He’s above them all. He fucking hates most people, it seems like, and gets off by causing them pain, discomfort, agony, and terror. 

And fuckohfuck I know all about it and I can’t stop myself from needing him. 

I hate him so fucking much. Why does he have to be so fucking gorgeous?

* * * * *
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SO, YOU KNOW THAT WHOLE thing about drinking and driving and not to do it? Totally true.

I had brought a little flask of brandy with me for watching the game. I mean, give me a fucking break, I might be an obsessed stalker with practically no social life to speak of because all of my available time is spent daydreaming about the girth and length of a billionaire quarterback’s fuckpole, but I’m not totally insane. I had to get a little drunk to work up the courage to finger myself in public while I watched him destroy others. 

You know, like a normal person. 

Anyway, so I am just a little bit tipsy, taking subsequently longer and longer drags from my flask while I wait outside the locker room in the bushes, hoping to catch sight of Pace again. But, while I'm there, I saw the security guards start making their rounds. 

The crowd had long since left, and inside the locker room, I am pretty sure I heard the distinct pounding of flesh on flesh on wall while Pace had his way with the opposing team’s cheerleaders. He can probably fuck all of them and not get tired. I hope he would. More fodder for my imagination. 

Like, don’t make any mistake—I’ve got no real desire to ever actually speak to the guy. I mean, desire, sure, okay. Yes. I have that. But not like, intent. 

I don’t drop things in front of him; I don’t sign up for the same classes as him (if only because he doesn’t go to them anyway); I don’t follow him to clubs and grocery stores and bars and follow him inside. You know, not right away, not so we would bump into each other. I keep my distance. That’s how I like it.

Because there’s really two options if that happens.

One—he doesn’t notice me. Life crushing. Fuck oh fuck. Sees me and doesn’t even give a fuck? Ugh. Kill me. 

Right now I can have all the romantic fantasies I want. Fantasies about being the number one cunt in his life, the one he actually respects, the one he wants to keep even if he fucks a few other girls on the side (I don’t have any illusions, even in my fantasies, about my cunt being enough for him. Honestly the thought of him fucking a lot of women turns me on. Why wouldn’t it? I’m fucking attracted to his virility, for chrissake). 

Or two—he does notice me, and fucking wants me. 

And I’ve seen what he does to the girls he wants. They end up slobbering, stupid messes. Pathetic gobs of half-people just aching and praying for another phone call, another fuck, another late night pussy-blasting session where he fucks them so hard that their minds revert back to their fucking lizard brain and the fight-or-flight function just makes their cunts squeeze his cock all the harder for it. 

I’ve seen that, and I don’t want that. 

Not...not really.

Frankly, that he does it to so many women disgusts me. It disgusts me almost as much as it turns me on.

Anyway, the security guard is coming and I’m soaking in the rain and every inch of my pale skin is just totally fucking drenched, so I high-tail it out of there and get to my truck. 

Here’s the point about what I was saying about drinking and driving. Really: turns out, totally true; don’t fucking do it. 

So, I get in the beaten-up truck that my step-dad gave to me as a “gift,” as if anything that requires two hundred dollars of maintenance a month is a gift, started driving way drunker than I should have, and the first thing that I do, like a complete fucking dunce ditz bitch cunt, is back up straight into Pace’s motorcycle.

Oh, did I mention he rides a fucking motorcycle to his football games? Not in the team bus. God no. He rides a motorcycle, because he’s the hottest man alive and when he’s not carousing for pussy in his fucking pussy-magnet sports cars, he’s looking like the biggest badass on earth because he drives a fucking motorcycle with his football gear hanging from the back. 

I get out of the truck, already starting to cry. I’m still wet—there’s a towel in my backseat but I forgot about it. 

I’ve left my seats wet, and my cunt is still fucking sopping just because Pace exists, but fear and terror strike my heart because oh fuck I’ve just drunkenly run over the prized motorcycle of the richest young stud in town. 

And, incidentally, the motorcycle of the man who I am probably in love with but totally refuse to admit it, because a dream that stupid doesn’t belong in my feminist head. 

For about three seconds, I think I can get away with it. I don’t see anyone around. The security guards ended up going the other way, and didn’t seem to hear the massive crash of metal on metal. I start backing up toward my truck. 

Why should I pay for this? He’s got eleventy billion dollars, or however the fuck much. Twelvety. Thirteenty. Some stupid made-up number that even I have a hard time believing, and that much money fucking turns me on. I won’t try to convince you.

If you know anything about stories though, you know that I couldn’t just get away. No, he’s right the fuck behind me. I back up straight into him. First, I feel his naked chest and abs on the back of my body.

Can I repeat that? Can we all just take a moment and soak that in? 

First. I felt his naked. Abs! And chest! That fucking set of eight-pack abs, the one I can’t stop creaming about. That fucking iron-hard chest. The one that could probably tear me in two with some ridiculously minimum amount of effort. And I felt them on the back of my body. Like a girl would, you know, if he had just finished fucking her from behind and collapsed down on her. He would say, “good girl,” into her ear, squeeze her ass and slap her face a bit, just to fuck with her, and then he’d get hard again and start all over.

That’s what I fucking felt, and my panties, already soaked, practically dissolved from the sudden heat and moisture emanating from my cunt. 

“Going somewhere?” he asks. 

His voice is dreamlike. Godlike. Deep. Husky. Melting my bones into tiny puddles of submission. I’ve heard it of course, but this is the first time ever it’s been directed at me. I’m losing it. I can barely think straight. I’m drunk but I’m not smashed. I’m drunk enough to the point where getting distracted is pretty fucking easy, you know? 

I turn around and see that he’s not wearing anything under his leather jacket. That’s why I only felt naked abs and chest. He’s got pants on, tight dark jeans, and there’s his bulge, as big as ever even though he’s probably just finished conquering the entire cheerleading squad of the opposing team. 

My knees knock together—they’re trying to signal to me to keep them open so he can fill me up with his womb-impregnating sperm as easily as possible. I do my best, drunkenly, to resist. 

“I, um, heh.” I shrug elaborately, unable to form words. 

“That’s my bike you smashed there.”

I nod quickly, staring up at him with saucer eyes. “Yes!” 

He raises an eyebrow at my excitement.

“Sorry, yes. Yes it is. I’m really sorry about that. I can...you know, I can pay. For the damages. I’ll pay.”

“Yes,” he says. “You will.”

It suddenly occurs to me how bad all this is. Fuck. Drinking and driving is dumb. So, so fucking dumb. It’s so dumb and dangerous that my college decided to crack down on it, and any student with a DUI was placed on suspension, with all scholarships immediately revoked. If even a whisper of this got out, I’d be screwed harder than Jilly Cheerleader back in the locker room. 

I can’t afford college. The only reason I’m staying at all is because of my skyscraper grades and the scholarships those afford me. 

I know, right? How can I have such good grades when I’m drooling over Pace Everton all the time? 

Well, you fucking look at him and then try not to do every fucking thing in your power to stay around him for the rest of your life, okay? A girl’s got to have priorities. So long as I was in school, I was near him. Sometimes I daydreamed about getting my Master’s degree and then working at whatever billionaire office his daddy gives him so that he can come in twice a week when he’s not too busy boning supermodels on cruises and he can throatfuck my needy body against a glass desk.

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Joseline. Joseline Faulk.”

“You’re pretty cute, Joseline.”

I fucking melt. I can’t even describe how that makes me feel. He can see me melt, I know he can. I know he said it to watch me melt in front of him. I just shudder and tremble, clearly turned on beyond all belief. I know he’s probably used to women lusting after him, but what he’s doing to me is full body overload and he hasn’t even touched me.

God, he said my name. He said my fucking name. 

Fuck!

Say it again. I need him to say it again. I need...

I need not to be fucking expelled, Christ!

It all just bursts out of me in a rush. “I’m so sorry,” I bawl. “I didn’t mean to hit it. I’m so, so sorry. I just...I had too much to drink and I shouldn’t have been driving and I never, ever wanted to do something to hurt you and please oh fuck don’t tell anyone, please?”

The rant is well-timed. A police officer is approaching, flashlight out. Its beams slide across the crumbled mess of the motorcycle underneath my beaten-up truck. 

I can’t do anything else. I grab Pace’s leather sleeve, trying to ignore how badly I need to rub my face against it and then take it home and make a pillowcase out of it that I can snugglefuck for the rest of my life. 

“Please?” I whimper. “Please help me? I’ll do anything.”

He smiles that cocky, arrogant smile, knowing he absolutely owns everything about me. I don’t know if it’s possible to cum from a smile, but if I wasn’t so terrified that my life was about to end, I probably would have then and there. 

With confidence that could swing the United Nations toward world peace in a heartbeat, he saunters over to the cop. I don’t hear what he says, but when he’s done, the cop wanders off and Pace comes back. 

Did I mention how strong he is? Because he’s fucking strong. My truck is in park for god’s sake, and he just pushes it forward until its not on his bike anymore. Then he picks up his bike and tosses it into the back of my truck. 

With um, one fucking hand. 

Jesus Christ, he's a monster.

“Give me your keys,” he says. 

Of course I do.

* * * * *
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SO HERE’S THE THING about the way I masturbate—it’s constant and hot and pretty much the best thing ever. But sometimes, you know, you want variety. I’ve never been with a guy, but I know how to suck a cock, okay? 

How does that work? Well, I’ve got a lot of pictures of Pace. Like, a lot. So, when I’m fingering myself and looking at them, wondering and wishing and hating myself and doing it all anyway, sometimes I pull out a dildo. Sometimes that dildo goes up my cunt—you know, like what it’s for.

But other times...other times, I can’t help but take it and slip it into my mouth. I got the fleshy kind, the expensive kind, using like two months of my allotment from the college to pay for it. It feels as close to a real cock as I’ve ever had in my body (though yes, I’m a complete virgin. No anal, no pussy, no head, not even a handjob. I always thought college would be the place for it. Then I saw Pace and realized I never wanted another man in my life if I couldn’t have him. Yeah, he fucking ruined me for other men just by existing.)

And because I’m the kind of girl who likes to do whatever I’m doing well, I fucking suck cock like a goddamn pro. 

So, Pace drives me to a construction site. Abandoned. He can like, kill me and bury the body, and no one would ever know. I probably wouldn’t even fucking mind. Being in the truck with him is sending all my hormones on overdrive, and I am actually drooling—like, warm saliva is uncontrollably sliding from my lips—as I see his bulge get bigger and bigger as he drives. 

“You’re a student at the university, right? Like me?”

I nod. “Yes.”

Even though, let’s face it, I couldn’t be less like him if I had horns jutting out of my tits. 

“I’ve seen you around campus, I think,” he says. “Haven’t I?”

Again I nod. “It’s possible. Anything’s possible. There’s not that many students.”

“There’s enough to see someone and never see them again. I guess we have similar schedules, huh?”

Fuck, does he know? Does he know? After how careful I’ve been. After all that time I spent trying desperately to make sure that I just wouldn’t be caught watching, wouldn’t be trapped in a situation just like this, does he know anyway?

He keeps the heater on but turns the truck’s lights off. “This thing is a piece of shit. What’s a pretty girl like you driving such a piece of shit?”

I just giggle and twirl with my hair. “I don’t know.”

Did I mention he just called me pretty? Because, um, I think I can die of orgasms right here and now. 

He takes a breath, measuring me. Everything about him is perfect, handsome. I can see his abs flexing and re-flexing, his pec muscles so sharply defined and perfect beneath his jacket. My hands twist at my stupid tight, totally soaked tee shirt. It occurs to me for the very first time that he can see straight through my top and my nipples underneath. They’re big and pointy, hard enough now from my excitement to just cut through glass. I’m breathing hard and my lips are wet and god, god, his bulge just moved again. 

Because of me. Because he’s in the truck with me. I can’t think straight. Not enough oxygen is getting to my brain. It’s all flooding in the blood that’s going to my erogenous zones. Like I give a fuck. My brain can die right now so long as I taste his cock. 

No. No. 

No, no. I don’t want that. He’s a pig. An awful horrible pig. He probably kicks puppies for fun and breaks up long-term relationships, like marriages with kids, because he thinks it’s funny, and why the fuck does that do nothing to stop how fucking turned on I am?

“I’m going to make you a deal,” he says. “I can ruin your life pretty much whenever I want, can’t I? By telling the dean about this. Telling anybody, really, about how you fucked up my bike and that you were drunk when it happened.”

I gulp. “Yes. You can.”

“So.” With no flourish, no pageantry, he unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. “Suck me off, here and now, and I’ll think about not doing just that.”

His cock, thick and hard, is already weeping precum. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and I’ve been stalking Pace for at least six months now. Up close, in this confined space, there is no getting around the indomitable fact of his gigantic cock. 

I can’t stop my body from lurching forward, like we’re on some deep sea cruise, and the only thing that saves me from impaling my mouth totally is that I’m wearing my seat belt.

“You want it,” he says. “I can tell you do. So do yourself a favor. Suck my cock. Give yourself what you want, like a good girl. Know your place and put your mouth to work.”

I whimper. “I just...I...I can’t. I’ve seen...I know what you do. You...use girls. Forget them. Fuck and abuse them. And...and...”

“And?”

“And...”

Me talking about what he did clearly arouses him. His cock gets bigger, harder, if such a thing is even possible. Can I even fucking fit it in my mouth? A strange, hot, animalistic sound leaves my mouth, more of a growl than a moan. 

“I just...I don’t want to,” I lie.

I mean it’s not totally a lie. There are parts of me that don’t want to, like there are parts of you that don’t want to eat a triple bacon cheeseburger after a bad day. But you eat it anyway, because you know, at that moment, that burger is the cure to all your problems. 

And right now, my want is seriously overpowering my do-not-want.

He clearly doesn’t believe me. He takes his hand and wipes it down the length of his cock, covering it in the thick, syrupy precum that’s just streaming down like a fucking river. And then he holds the hand out, close to my face. I’m painfully aware that he could smother me with just that one hand if he wanted—his palms are so big and strong—and I could die right then by being choked to death on his precum. 

There are much worse ways to go. 

“You really don’t want to taste this?”

It smells like man-heaven. Like a thousand football locker rooms, like the inside of armor worn by a warrior who single-handedly killed ten thousand men, like the salty expanse of a navy sailor’s skin after years at sea. I can’t help myself anymore. My mouth leans forward, tongue stretching out, and quick as a cat, he slides the hand around my head and shoves my open mouth down on the tip of his cock. 

For a moment, I fight it. Just a moment, though, and just because it's so unexpected. Then my tongue starts to work, inanely believing that by pushing it against his hardness it could actually lift me against the shoving force of his arm. It can’t. Nothing can. If he wanted, he could choke me to death on his cock and I wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it.

That makes me so fucking wet.

My tongue in its struggles only manages to taste his firm, hard flesh. The thickness of his cock, the delicious length, the salty heaven of his precum. I moan, my lips vibrating with lust around his cockhead, and then I start to suck in earnest. 

“That’s it, slut,” he moans, leaning his head back. “I knew you’d come around. Bitches always do.”

I’m not supposed to want this. This is supposed to be awful. Horrible. 

This is degrading. He’s a pig. A fucking monster. He probably thinks he’s some alpha male who deserves this sort of treatment from any woman he sets his eyes on. 

And yet just sucking his cock is making my cunt pulse with bliss and my orgasm seems like just a touch away. I’m looking up at him with big dark eyes, hoping beyond hope that I’m doing it right, that I’m making him happy. 

I can feel the huge swell of his cockhead pushing deep into my throat and beyond, until it reaches my esophagus, bulging through my throat. I don’t gag. I’ve gotten really good with the dildo at home. I’m pretty sure I can take all of him. I keep trying. 

“Fuck,” he groans. “You are getting in there, girl. Take it, come on. As much as you can. I know it won’t be all of it, but—”

Now I’m angry with him, even as I’m fucking turned on beyond belief. Can’t take all of it? Not able to do as well as those other fucking bimbos he dates?

Fuck you, man.

(Yes, har har, so ironic, he’s fucking me.)

I swallow more—actually swallowing, engaging my throat muscles, so that the tightness of my esophagus constricts on his shaft. I can feel his thickness bulge and pulse with pleasure. 

Small jets of precum splatter down my throat, heading straight into my stomach. I keep pushing down farther, all the way, his hand pushing the wet mess of my hair, until my lips hilt around the base of his cock. My nose fills with his pubic hair, musty and raw, and I inhale deeply. 

Then, slowly, I pull back. This whole time I’ve had my eyes closed and I look up at him just as my lips reach the tip of his cockhead again. 

He’s looking at me with lust. Before I was just a little fuckwhore he was going to take his payment from. But he’s looking at me now and I can tell he fucking wants me. 

“I don’t think I’ve had someone take all of me like that before,” he says, voice muted. 

I close my eyes again, moans muted by the thickness of his cock as I sink back down. There’s an easy, hot contentedness I feel, just lazily sucking up and down his big, fat cock like a good girl. Like a kept girl. I let myself pretend that I’m his girlfriend and this is our special spot where we come to two or three times a week, just to let me blow him like this. 

But the laziness can’t last. I’m really turning him on. His hands grab at the side of my head and start shoving me up and down with terrific force. 

In short order, he’s completely skullfucking me, masturbating using my greedy mouth as a lubricant. I can’t resist anymore and my fingers slide to my cunt, fingering myself silly while he works me over. There’s no way to resist, and I don’t want to anymore. No part of me protests. All I want is to cum with his cum inside me. 

His balls, fuck. Have I mentioned his balls yet? They’re enormous, the size of oranges, like little chin-pillows for every time he shoves me all the way down his fat fucking meat. I can feel them tense up, his body tightening. One of my hands slides against his abs, leaving me overwhelmed with how hard he is, and I can feel my own orgasm coming fast.

So fast.

His load erupts down my throat, and as he sprays into me, he continues to fuck my mouth so that the spray hits everywhere. My throat, my tongue, my teeth, all of it is splattered with his hot, gooey gift. My own bliss hits at the same time and I’m fucking cumming as he ejaculates into me, fucking cumming for the first time with a man’s cock inside my body. 

When he finally pulls out, he doesn’t have to tell me to clean him, but he does anyway. 

“Make it shine, cunt.”

But is that a hint of softness I detect in his voice?

I lick him up and down with happy, post-orgasmic rapture, making sure every last part of his huge, heavy horsecock is sparkling and fine. 

After a while of doing this, I must pass out, because the next thing I know, he’s driving up to my apartment. I’d been using his half-hard cock and thick balls as a pillow while I dozed. 

“I’ll call you sometime,” he says, stepping out of the truck. 

There's a man in a suit on the street with an expensive town car, waiting for Pace. The billionaire stud must have contacted his people while I was knocked loopy on his cock.

If I’d been through anything except for the fuck of my life, high on pheromones and lust, I would protest that he didn’t have my number. 

But he takes off in the town car, and I'm pretty much convinced that I'll never hear from him again.

* * * * *
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TURNS OUT, THE SCHOOL’S stadium has digital cameras in the parking lot. Pace’s been the quarterback for three years now, ever since he arrived as a freshman (which like, right? Who the fuck gets to quarterback in college as a freshman? I guess the hottest stud in the world does.). 

Because of that, he’s pulled in a LOT of funding for the stadium, as well as convincing his own estate to donate substantially to the team, and so they have top of the line everything. Premiere weight room and training facility; concession stands loaded with gourmet food from local restaurants; craft beer served at every booth; club seating in the stands; gigantic HD monitors hanging over the field—and, yes, stupid digital cameras in the stupid digital parking lot.

Which is how I wind up, one day after fulfilling like every wet dream of my life with sucking off Pace in the trunk, in the office of the Dean. 

He’s an older fellow, maybe sixty, with a big horseshoe of shaggy silver hair and a frown that says “I’ve seen your like here before, young lady, and I do not approve.”

I mean I guess by definition most frowns do not approve, but you know what I mean. He’s an asshole and he’s sort of proud of it because he thinks some people need to have an asshole in their lives.

“What we have here, Joseline,” he explains, “is rather incontrovertible evidence that you destroyed university property last night, as well as the property of one of our students.”

So, when I ran over Pace’s bike, I didn’t see it, but I also ripped up a big chunk of asphalt. I guess his bike got caught the wrong way and I dragged it? Something like that, I don’t know. 

“Yes, Sir.” I nod. “I’m sorry, sir. I was just trying to get home and I screwed up.”

“You very much did. I’m assuming you were drinking?”

I look away, shamed. I don’t even know how to answer that. 

Like—look. Okay? I get it. I know, I know they don’t have any real way to know that. The cop never got close enough to really examine me, and unless Pace completely went back on his word, there’s no witnesses to describe how much I was slurring my words and how much the stink of booze was on my breath and skin. But I’ve never been in trouble before.

Honestly, like never. I dress like a weird nerd outcast or whatever—and I’m doing it today, tight skinny leather pants and a ripped mesh sweater over a tight red top, baring my midriff but for the slender dark hoodie I’ve got (bite me, it’s cold out)—but super serious, I’m a good girl. As an only child, I never had anyone around really teaching me the ways of mischief, and all my friends thought I was a bad ass because I actually put on eyeliner and lipstick in the eleventh grade. 

Does that paint the picture for you?

So like, this sort of situation? Being accused with exactly what I did even though it’s in my absolute best interest to lie my ass off? I’ve got no fucking clue how to handle it. 

“I’ll want an answer, Joseline. Were you drinking?”

“He didn’t mind,” I blurt out, hoping to avoid the question altogether. “The student. He drove me home. Surely you saw that.”

“Yes.” He leaned forward. “But there is a growing contingent in the administration, led of course by me, that finds it rather...distasteful that certain students get away with whatever they want simply because they are close to other, more formidable students.”

In plainspeak, he’s tired of Pace’s bullshit all the time—all the violence and all the sex and all the bribes—and is looking to go after those people close to him to get at him. 

And, speak of the devil, who walks in at that very moment but Pace himself. Tall. Majestic. Muscular. Fucking Godlike. My heart starts beating fast and won't stop and I don't care. I can smell his cock. It's a smell that is part of my entire body chemistry, now. 

“What the fuck is this all about, McCullough?” Pace demands. “I thought I told you I was tired of hearing your bullshit.”

McCullough places his hands together like he’s some kind of fucking supervillain. You know the way—fingers pressed against each other, his mouth just above the tips of his joined middle-fingers. 

“A decision has been made already,” he says. “And information passed along to the scholarship committees. They are, as you might already know, quite anonymous, and well outside of your influence. This one,” he indicates me, “will be punished for her sins accordingly.”

“No!” I cry.

“I’m going to make you pay for this, you little punk,” says Pace. 

Pace picks up a chair and breaks it against the wall. The dean backs up into the corner, instantly terrified. Pace flips his desk over—I mean, the fucking thing probably weighs a couple hundred pounds easy, and he flips it like it’s fucking sandpaper or something—and wraps a hand around the dean’s throat.

“You can beat me all you like,” McCullough chokes, “but your little girlfriend there has still paid the price for your transgressions. It’s already done. It won’t be undone.”

Pace grins, holding him high in the air. “Then I’ll beat you all I like, then.”

Then Pace starts to hit him. 

Quickly, the dean’s face is just a soft red mess, barely recognizable as the man he was even two minutes ago. 

My cunt is fucking wet, watching this. 

I can’t help it. I’m wet watching him beat the Dean up, even as I’m totally devastated. 

Obviously, he’s not doing it for me. He’s doing it because he already thinks he owns me, because I’ve sucked his cock, and any harsh treatment of his property is to be met with even harsher treatment. 

But still I watch, transfixed, licking my lips with a cunt that’s as soaked as a waterpark, feeling my heart thump against my ears as the Dean is brutalized by the monster of the man I’ve been obsessed with for months. I already know I'm going to run home and masturbate to the sight of this later.

* * * * *
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EVENTUALLY I LEAVE the office to Pace and his whatever. I figure he might even murder the Dean and, holy shit, I don’t want to witness a murder. Not that I would mind the dean dying, or Pace ripping him limb from limb—or you know, not that, frankly, it wouldn't get me hot to know he could just get away with it if he wants—but I don’t want to have to deal with being questioned by police. I couldn’t even muster up a denial to drunk driving; how the fuck would I get away with covering up a murder?

So, that’s it. I’ve got no more scholarships. I’m totally fucked. 

I wander out to the quad and fully intend to find someplace safe and quiet, like the library maybe, or a park. I fully intend, once I get home, to have one last final finger-fuck to the subject of my obsession before just burning it all. Completely reformatting my computers, cutting up all the pictures and all the maps of his routes through town. 

Yeah, I was pretty thorough. 

But that’s why this whole fucking mess started and now I’ve lost my fucking future and all I got in return for it was one brilliantly hot blowjob. I mean sucking his cock was amazing, ah-mah-uh-huh-zeeeeeng, and he’s totally ruined me for other men for the rest of my life. 

But.

But, it’s not worth my whole entire fucking future. Too bad I couldn’t figure that out before. Now I’ll have to...I don’t even know what the fuck. 

Get three jobs to pay my tuition? Take a few years off while I try to earn the requisite amount of cash to pay their exorbitant fees for just a semester and a half? Take out a few loans? 

With my three-quarters of an English degree, I can expect an entry level position paying maybe forty grand a year. That means, if I somehow don’t pay any taxes, eat any food, or need a place to live, or pay for fucking anything, I can pay for the next three semesters and graduate in like three years. 

I am so, so fucking boned. 

Pace's hand comes down on my shoulder, and I hate myself for not being able to fight the instant, hot shudder of desire I feel right away. My cunt immediately remembers that all that is important in this world is getting wet enough for his cock so that his mammoth, impregnating member can slide up into me as easily as possible. 

“Hold on,” he says. “Wait.”

I turn around, arms crossed. If I were wearing heels, I’d come up almost to his chin. As it is, I’m eye-level with the massive broad strokes of his chest. 

“I like you,” he says. “Really.”

I don’t really know how to interpret that information. “I’m still fucking out of this college, aren’t I?”

“If you can’t pay, I guess you are. But,” he smiles. “There’s a way. To make sure you don’t have to leave.”

Right away, I start to put together what he’s offering. 

“You want to fuck me?”

“Oh yeah,” he smiles. My heart skips several beats. Like seriously, I’m stunned at how I am not instantly dead. “I want you right at the top of my list.”

His forefinger and thumb slide over my chin and he can feel my mouth quivering. 

“Don’t...don’t say stuff like that.” I stamp my feet. Like a little girl. “It’s not fair. I know you don’t mean it. You fuck whoever you want. You’ll burn through me and then use the next girl.”

He shrugs. “Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t. I haven’t found a girl yet who can suck me like you can. I want your mouth on me again. I want all sorts of things from you, girl. I want to see if your cunt matches your mouth. Or if it’s better. Most girls are better with their pussies.”

He’s talking about fucking me. That means getting me pregnant. I know how he operates. 

“You won’t use protection,” I say. “And I’m not on the pill or anything.”

“So? You belong pregnant anyway. You’re a woman. I’ll put you to work, how about that?” He strokes my face, gentle, like he’s reciting poetry. “I’ll pay for your college, if you really want it. But in the meantime you’re going to be my cunt. At my house. Whenever I want, your cunt on demand. I’m paying for your shit, so you’re going to earn it back in fucks. How about that?”

He could get that kind of deal from any girl, really. Even without the money. I could name thirty off the top of my head who would eagerly drop to their knees and live with him all day, worshiping his abs with their tongues and begging for the chance to carry his seed. 

But he’s offering it to me. 

This is like...the only way this sick, twisted bastard knows how to communicate affection, and I can’t help but feel a sick, twisted heat that he’s communicating it to me.

I can smell the lust coming off from his bulge, so clearly displayed in his pants.

“We’ll dress you up nice,” he says. “No more of this nerd bullshit. You’ll look like a proper lady. I’ll take you out on the town. Pay for your shit. Pay for any clothes you want. Hell, I’ll get a girl of mine to make sure you look hot. Get your hair done. We can even make you a cheerleader, head cheerleader, if it makes you feel better. But you’re going to be mine. Aren’t you?”

There’s so much fucking saliva in my mouth I have to swallow before I answer. 

But you already know what I say. 

* * * * *
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HE TAKES ME TO HIS mega-suite in the frat house. Like, he’s got an entire floor to himself, and the place is built so that I can’t even hear the party raging downstairs when he takes me up there. 

Party in the middle of the day, yeah. It's that sort of place. 

He’s got his own bouncer at the door and everything, a big Hispanic guy who gives me a double-take, as if he can’t believe his boss would take someone like me home with him.

I can’t believe it either, but I’m not about to complain. 

There’s so much wealth isolated in this tiny space that I can barely comprehend it all. HDTVs crawling out from the walls. Stereo set ups in every room. Holograms floating around in front of his computer desk, which has like its own thirty square feet of space all by itself. The kitchen is loaded down with extras, oak cabinets with industrial grade fridges underneath, that sort of thing. 

He picks me up with one hand—let me repeat, he picks me up with one hand—by the waist, and tossed me on a large, large bed in the middle of the room. It looks like two kings shoved together, except its one mattress. No doubt he got it specially made, and no doubt the manufacturer thanked him for the privilege of making him something. 

Just like they fucking should, christ. I’m so fucking attracted to him. 

I think I’m probably in love with him. 

He takes his shirt off in front of me and I know, right away, that for the rest of my life I’ll do anything at all for him. Oh my god, that body. That body.

I'd do any last thing. I’d murder for him with a smile on his face, because his body is just that mind-meltingly perfect. 

I make soft cooing noises, gnawing slowly at the air like the space between us is some kind of lust sandwich. 

Something strikes me as he takes his pants off. 

Not the size of his cock, though its enormous.

Not that I am still painfully clothed, though why in the fuck would I be when clothes have no place on a woman in this house unless they’re used for decoration. 

This is everything. This is it. If he does this, there’s no turning back. I could maybe live with myself—with sucking his cock and then going on my merry way. But I definitely can’t, definitely cannot live with fucking him and then doing anything else but fucking him from then on. 

I’ll end up his complete fucktoy. His totally brainwarped loveslave, too obsessed with his cock to ever go back to college again. Pay for my university tuition? Shit. He’ll pay for my fucking heels and dresses, just like he said, and I’d spend ten hours a day in the gym just to make him happy with how I looked. 

I’d wear lingerie with an apron over it as I cooked him meals and suck his cock like a voiceless, vapid cunt, cleaning the pussy juices of other whores off his cock with my tongue when he comes home. 

“W-wait,” I say, shuddering. 

He’s on the bed. He’s not waiting. His cock leaves a long, delicious slime trail behind him, oozing pure desire on his silk sheets. 

“No, really. Wait. I’m not sure...I don’t...I...please...just a minute...”

But my cunt has him too turn on to stop. He’s ripping my clothes off like they’re wet paper. Fuck, he’s so strong. My mind may not be made up, but my body definitely is. My legs are spread out wide, making a diamond with my feet coming together in a point. My cunt is juicing, pulsing, hips gyrating up towards the godly meat he’s got available.

And then he forces his cock inside my body and I scream out in instant, instant orgasm, and all thoughts of resistance or waiting or stopping flee my mind like the stupid, idiot ideas they always were. 

I want him in me. I always wanted him in me. Resisting was so stupid. 

I’m made for his cock. He slips it all the way in me on the first thrust. That huge fucking member that’s probably broken the cunts of a thousand girls before me rips up inside of my pussy and slides right in like a sword into a sheath. Pleasure bombs my mind, carpeting my body with explosions of soft heat.

“Oohhh fuck, Daddy!”

I don’t even have a fucking Daddy fetish! And I yelled it anyway. How can I fucking not? He’s utterly replaced every man in my life with just one sensational stroke of his endless fucking cock. 

Not entirely endless, I guess. I can feel the tip pushing hard against the end of my canal, my body squeezing there to deliver him the most pleasure possible, just like I fucking should because I’m a woman and he’s a man. 

He’s The Man. 

With one stroke of his cock, I don’t give a fuck about patriarchy, about social justice, about any of that bullshit anymore. I’ll dress up like a fuckdoll housewife and tear down feminist cunts and raise daughters who hate the idea of equal rights and want to have their lives dominated by men like him, because his cock is that fucking good, and right the fuck away. 

He fucks me like a force of nature. My body barely remains on the bed as he thrust up inside me again and again. His entire body is so hard, so packed, so fucking lady-orgasm-fuel, that I can’t stop cumming. I keep touching him, and every part of him is perfect, and so I have to keep cumming because I’m fucking touching the man of my dreams and he’s giving me the fucking I’ve always, always needed my entire life.

“Oh my god, Pace! Oh Daddy, oh baby, oh please, yes!”

“That's right, slut. Fuck, you're tight down there. You fit my cock perfect.”

He's grinning as he realizes how perfectly formed my cunt is for him. Grinning and fucking me even harder. 

His thick, man-sized balls slap against my tight ass. And then I feel his balls tighten, just like they did when he sucked me off.

He's going to get me pregnant. Just like that. So fucking pregnant, and just for him. 

And do you know what? 

I want him to. 

“Please Daddy, yes!” I moan. “Fill me up, Pace, baby. Oh my god, give me your fucking babies in my belly, oh shit, please!”

“Is that right?” he asks, knowing the answer already. His strokes increase, violently thrusting inside of me. My body can take it. “You want to get knocked up like the slut you are, huh?”

He wants me to answer him. Wants me to dirty talk. And of course, I obey. I can’t do anything he doesn’t want me to anymore, and I have to do everything he says. I can’t explain it. It’s biology. He fucking rules my life and I love it. How can I not? Fucking look at him. And while you’re at it, drool just like I do. 

“Yes, Daddy, please!”

I can tell calling him that excites him. He likes it. He likes knowing he runs my life, that being my Daddy is just what he is now. 

“You got it, babe.”

And his thrusts get even faster, and then he's unleashing inside of my sopping wet needy cunt like the champion god he is. My mind lights on fire, an orgasm-to-beat-all-orgasms totally melting my ability to speak. All I can do is cry out and moan in pleasure. His cum is thick, ropey, and hot, spraying against the insides of my cunt hard and fast.

This behemoth has taken my mouth and cunt virginity in a little less than twenty-four hours. I don’t care. I’m his whore. Hooray. 

Whore-ay!

He empties inside me, shooting load after load into my waiting, dripping cunt. It’s his cunt now, and he can fill it with whatever he likes. 

I know I'm pregnant now. I just know it. I can practically feel the life growing inside of me. His life. I'm already daydreaming about how big my tits will get for him. I wonder how many times he can make me preggo for him. I never want to stop. 

“Good...” he says softly, right in my ear. “Good girl.”

When he exits my body, I feel empty inside. I feel emptier than I ever have in my entire life. I feel like there’s been a black hole that’s opened up in my stomach and I wish to god I knew quantum physics so I would never feel so empty again. 

His cock is soft for the first time since I’ve talked to him, I think. Or, not soft, but softening. Not a giant mast of steel-hard fuck-itude. Its fleshy and long and thick, and looks delicious. 

“You won’t have to worry about me being anything else,” I say softly. 

He raises an eyebrow as I sink down his body. “You won’t have to force me again,” I purr. “Not ever.”

Slowly, lovingly, I wrap my mouth around his cock and begin to suck him, clean him, and please him. 

I’ll be his good girl forever if that’s what it takes. So long as I get to fuck the big, bad, super-stud quarterback whenever he needs a quality cunt on hand. 

# # #
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	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";
	}
}
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