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"You're late," Darcey's mom scolded, peering at her over the breakfast table.

"I know, I know," Darcey sighed, her eyes still heavy with sleep. She grabbed a piece of toast and shoved it in her mouth, the crumbs scattering across the newspaper her mother had laid out for her.

"You can't be late on your first day," her mom warned, tapping her finger on the headline: "Chicagoland's News Sensation: Darcey Plainer Joins Channel 5 News."

Darcey rolled her eyes and chewed faster. "It's not like I'm going to be the one on camera."

Her mom's eyes narrowed. "Don't get too comfortable behind that desk, honey. You know how this business works."

She received a text from her college boyfriend, Hayden, "Good luck baby!  You're going to be a star."

The TV in the living room buzzed to life, and a familiar face filled the screen. Cale Brewings, the lead anchor of Channel 5, announced the day's top stories with the confidence of a man who'd been in the game for decades. Darcey felt a mix of excitement and dread. She'd be working alongside him soon enough.

The newsroom was a flurry of activity when Darcey arrived. Phones rang, reporters shouted, and the clack of keyboards echoed through the open space. She smoothed her blouse and took a deep breath, her heart racing.

"You're the new intern, right?" A young, bespectacled man popped up from a nearby desk, his tie askew. "I'm Tim. Welcome to the circus."

"Thanks, I'm Darcey." She managed a smile, trying to ignore the way her heels clacked on the linoleum floor.

"You're going to need this." He handed her a clipboard with a thick stack of papers attached. "Your first assignment is to organize the press releases. Sounds glamorous, right?"

Darcey dove into the mountain of papers, her thoughts racing. She had worked hard for this opportunity, excelling in her college journalism classes and interning at the local paper. But this was the big leagues, and she knew it was going to be a tough climb to the top.

"Hey, Darce," a deep voice boomed over her shoulder. She turned to find Vince Garmen, the news assignment editor, leaning against the desk. His eyes lingered on her chest before meeting hers. "Welcome aboard."

"Thanks, Mr. Garmen," she replied, her voice a tad too eager.

He winked. "Call me Vince." It was hard for him not to notice how stunning this college intern looked, she could easily be a magazine model and didn't look like she was in college.

The day dragged on, a blur of coffee runs and photocopies. Darcey's desk was nestled in the corner, surrounded by more seasoned reporters who barely glanced in her direction. She was determined to make an impact, to show them she wasn't just another pretty face with a college degree.

As the evening news rolled around, she couldn't help but peek into the studio. Cale Brewings sat at the anchor desk, his silver hair perfectly coiffed, his gaze intense as he delivered the day's headlines. She watched, taking in every gesture, every intonation. That's where she wanted to be.

The studio lights dimmed and the final segment concluded. Vince sauntered over, a smug grin on his face. "How's the grind treating you, kid?"

"It's fine," Darcey said, trying to sound unfazed. "Just getting the hang of things."

He leaned in closer. "Listen, Cale and I have noticed your... potential. We'd like to offer you some extra guidance. You know, show you the ropes." His eyes glinted with something that made her stomach flip.

Cale emerged from the studio, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow. "Vince is right, Darcey. We've got a lot of experience between us, and we're happy to help you climb the ladder."

The offer was tempting. They were the kingpins of the newsroom, and their help could be invaluable. But something about their tone made her wary. "That's really kind of you both," she said, her voice measured. "But I'm here to learn the right way."

Vince chuckled, slapping a hand on her back. "Oh, you will, you will. But sometimes, the fast track has a few... perks." He winked again, and this time, it was unmistakable.

Darcey's heart sank. She knew what they were implying, and she wasn't about to compromise herself for a story or a promotion. But she also knew that turning down their "help" could mean career suicide in this cutthroat environment. She'd have to tread carefully.

"Thanks," she said with a forced smile. "Let me get the hang of things in here and I may take you up on it."

Vince and Cale exchanged knowing glances, their grins widening. They'd been waiting for this moment. They knew it was only a matter of time before she'd realize the score.

Days turned into weeks and the monotony of intern life began to weigh heavily on Darcey. The glamour she'd imagined was nowhere to be found as she fetched coffee, made copies, and sorted through a never-ending pile of press releases. The other reporters were too busy climbing their own ladders to offer more than a cursory nod, and the excitement of the newsroom had faded to a dull roar of ambition.

One evening, as she was about to clock out, Vince slid into the chair next to hers. "How's it going, Darce?" he asked, his tone casual but his eyes sharp.

"It's... fine," she replied, trying not to sound too defeated. "Just a lot to learn."

"Yeah, it can be rough," he said, leaning in closer. "But remember, we're here to help." His hand brushed against her thigh, the subtle gesture sending a shiver down her spine.

Darcey took a deep breath. Maybe, just maybe, she could handle it. The thought of their offer began to seem less repulsive and more like a necessary evil. Even though she had a boyfriend, she knew she may have to do things she didn't want to do to get ahead.  After all, she was in this to make it to the top, not to win Miss Congeniality.

The following week, she approached Vince with a newfound willingness. "I think I'm ready to learn those... extra things you mentioned."

Vince's smile was predatory, his eyes lighting up. "Great," he said, his hand lingering on her shoulder a beat too long. "Cale and I will be happy to show you the ropes."

Their "extra guidance" turned out to be a series of after-hours meetings in Vince's office, where they'd ply her with drinks and talk shop. The conversations were always professional at first, but they'd inevitably turn to her looks, her potential on-camera presence, and the "favors" she could do to speed up her climb.

Darcey felt dirty, but she swallowed her pride. If this was what it took to get ahead, she'd do it. But she'd do it with a plan. She'd use them until she had enough leverage to stand on her own.

On Friday of that week, Vince suggested they go down the street after work and have a drink and talk about how he was going to let her go into the field with a reporter the following week, but first he wanted to "prep" her for what to expect. She felt a mix of excitement and dread.

They arrived at a dimly lit bar that was a favorite of the newsroom crowd. Cale was already there, nursing a whiskey and watching a sports game on the TV mounted above the bar. He nodded to her as she sat down, and she couldn’t help but feel like a piece of meat on display.

The conversation started innocently enough, with them sharing stories of their early days in the business and doling out advice on how to handle difficult sources. But as the drinks kept coming, their language grew more explicit, and their gazes more intense.

"You know, Darce," Vince began, his voice thick with alcohol, "the news business is all about who you know and what you're willing to do." His hand slid up her thigh, and she forced herself not to recoil.

"We've seen a lot of talent come and go," Cale chimed in, his eyes locked on her cleavage. "But it's the ones who know how to play the game that really make it."

Darcey took a deep breath, her heart racing. She knew she had to keep them on her side, at least for now. "So, what do you guys have in mind?" she asked, feigning naivety.

Their grins grew wider. They had her right where they wanted her. "We're just looking for someone who's willing to go the extra mile," Vince said, his hand moving even higher. "You know, for the sake of the story."

"And for the sake of their career," Cale added, his hand resting possessively on her shoulder.

Darcey took a sip of her drink, trying to keep her composure. "Okay," she said slowly, her mind racing. "What do you need me to do?"

Vince leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "Just a little... networking, darling. Nothing you can't handle."

"Why don't we go back to the station go into Cale's office and we can show you how to handle this week in the field?" Vince suggested, his hand still lingering on her thigh. Darcey nodded, her mind racing with a mix of excitement and trepidation. She knew this was her chance to prove herself and get the kind of hands-on experience that could launch her career.

Cale's office was a stark contrast to the bustling newsroom, a bastion of power with a sleek mahogany desk and walls adorned with awards and framed news articles. The scent of leather and a faint whiff of cigar smoke hung in the air. He sat back in his chair, watching her with a knowing smile as Vince shut the door behind them.

"Take off your glasses, let's see those beautiful eyes," Cale instructed, his tone smoother than the whiskey he'd been sipping. She hesitated for a moment before removing her glasses, feeling exposed without the shield they provided.

Vince moved closer, his hand sliding around her waist. "You're going to need to be comfortable with a camera on you, darling." His breath was warm against her neck as he spoke. "Pretend this is a live shot."

Darcey swallowed hard, trying to focus on the imaginary camera as Vince's hand began to wander. She felt a spark of anger, but she pushed it down. This was the game she had chosen to play.

Vince began unbuttoning her blouse, exposing more of her cleavage asking "how much do you want to practice being on camera this week in the field?" The implication was clear. If she played along, she'd get the opportunities she craved. Darcey closed her eyes for a brief moment, steeling herself for what she knew was to come.

With a forced smile, she leaned back into Vince's embrace, allowing his hands to roam. She could feel the weight of their gazes, their hunger for power and control. "I really want to be on camera," she told him, her voice steady despite her racing heart. "I'll do whatever it takes."

Cale's eyes gleamed with excitement as he stood up, moving closer. "Good girl," he murmured, his hand tracing the outline of her face before tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. "You're going to be a star, Darcey."

He unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, and began massaging her big breasts.  Cale began unzipping his pants, she looked down knowing what she had to do.  She hadn't thought it would come to this but she went along with it, after all she had dreams she wasn't going to let die because of a little bit of "networking" as they called it.

Her hands shaking, Darcey leaned over and took Cale's cock in her mouth, her eyes watering from the unpleasant taste and the pressure of his girth. She tried to focus on the fact that this was a step towards her dream, that this was just one of the many things she would have to endure to get ahead in this industry.

Vince watched with a hungry gaze as Cale's eyes rolled back in pleasure. "That's it, Darce," he murmured, his hand reaching down to stroke her hair. "You're a natural."

The minutes ticked by in an agonizing dance of power and submission. Darcey's jaw grew sore, but she didn't dare stop. She knew that every second she spent with them now was another step closer to her ultimate goal.  She hadn't been fond of giving her boyfriend oral sex but she couldn't say no to these men.  Vince had taken off her bra and skirt and bent her over the desk.  She was relentless in taking Cale's big cock in her mouth.  Vince slid her panties to the side and took out his cock and plunged into her pussy, she gasped, Cale's cock still in her mouth.

Vince started pounding into her from behind, his grunts of pleasure echoing in the quiet office. Darcey's eyes remained fixed on the wall, her thoughts racing. This wasn't what she'd envisioned when she'd dreamed of making it in the news world, but she was too ambitious to walk away. With each thrust, she felt a strange mix of disgust and determination. If this was the price of success, she'd pay it.

Her eyes drifted to the framed newspaper article hanging on the wall, the headline screaming about a major scoop they'd landed. The irony wasn't lost on her. Here she was, being used as a pawn in their twisted game of power, while she dreamed of breaking the next big story herself.

Cale moaned, "That's it, I'm gonna cum.  Look at me!" and he pulled his dick out and blew his huge load into her face, Vince was still slamming his cock in and out of her wet pussy.  Her face was full of Cale's cum and Vince's dick hitting her hard, she was moaning out loud "Oh shit, fuck",  it actually felt good despite how repulsed she was with herself for doing it.  She felt like a whore, but she had made her decision, and she knew she'd do it again if it meant advancing her career.

Vince was getting close and turned her around, telling her to get on her knees and he exploded all over her tits. She had never felt so used before in her life.  They both looked at her with a mix of satisfaction and hunger, and she knew she had just crossed a line from which there was no return.

They handed her a towel and told her she could clean up in his bathroom.  When she returned from the bathroom all cleaned up and dressed they said, "Good job, on Monday we'll let you know your assignment."

She did it, she was going to be able to practice being on camera and cover something.  She used her body to get it but she was going to get one step closer to reaching her goal.  She went home that night and Hayden was waiting for her, "How was your day?"

"It was okay," she said, trying to keep the excitement out of her voice.

He pulled her into a hug and kissed her. "I'm so proud of you, baby."

Darcey felt a pang of guilt as she kissed him back. "Thanks."

She didn't want him to know or get suspicious so she was a little standoffish that night, intimating it was because of a long week at work.

On Monday she went into the newsroom and Vince told her she'd be going out with Missy and Jed, a veteran reporter and videographer to cover a City Hall press conference.  Before she left Vince said to her "After the news this evening why don't you come up to Cale's office."

Her stomach dropped but she nodded and said she'd be there.  Throughout the day she felt like she was walking on eggshells.  She was both excited and nervous about what would happen after the news was over.

The press conference was dull but she managed to keep her mind off of what was to come.  When it was done she rushed back to the station to write up a quick report for the evening news.  Missy looked at her with a knowing smile. "You're going to be a star, Darce," she said, winking.

Darcey felt a mix of emotions, anger, embarrassment, and excitement.  She knew Missy had probably had to play the same game when she started out.  But she didn't want to think about that now.

After the evening news had finished she went to Cale's office.  Vince was already there, lounging on the couch with a smug look on his face.  He patted the seat next to him and told her to sit down.  Cale was behind his desk, his shirt untucked and tie loose.

She sat down and Vince looked down at his dick, "Why don't you get started on me, Cale's gonna take his turn inside of you tonight."

Darcey felt a surge of anger, but she knew she had to play along. She leaned over and took Vince's cock in her mouth, her teeth scraping the bottom of his shaft. He groaned with pleasure, his hand on the back of her head, pushing her further down.

Cale moved in closer, his own cock now standing at attention. He unzipped his pants and pulled it out. "You're going to love this," she began taking off her pants while Vince helped with her blouse and bra.  His hands massaging her big tits while Cale positioned her ass up presenting herself to him.  He moved his head down and slowly licked her pussy, her lips wet and swollen.

Darcey's anger morphed into a strange blend of arousal and resentment as she felt Cale's tongue enter her. She couldn't believe this was what it had come to, but she pushed aside her emotions, focusing instead on the task at hand.

As Cale's tongue danced around her clit, Vince's cock grew in her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. She knew she had to give them what they wanted if she wanted to get ahead. So, she moaned and sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing out as she took him deeper.

The office door clicked shut, and she heard the sound of a lock being turned. Vince pulled his cock out of her mouth and stood up, his pants around his ankles. "It's showtime," he said, his voice gruff.

Cale positioned himself behind her and slammed into her, filling her up. She gasped, the sudden intrusion surprising her. Vince sat back down on the couch, stroking himself as he watched the scene unfold. "Look at her, Cale," he said, his eyes gleaming. "She's going to be perfect for the job."

Darcey bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as Cale began to thrust into her. She felt used and degraded, but she knew that this was just the beginning. If she could get through this, she could get through anything.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin and Cale's grunts. Vince's eyes never left hers as he instructed Cale, "Fuck her harder, show her who's boss."

Her body began to respond despite her mind's protests, her pussy tightening around Cale's cock. She felt a twinge of pleasure and immediately hated herself for it. But she knew she had to play the part if she wanted to win.

"You're doing great, Darce," Vince said, his hand reaching over to squeeze her breast. Cale's huge cock was plunging into her harder and harder and she began to feel an orgasm brewing "Fuck, oh fuck, oh shit," she moaned as Cale picked up the pace.

Vince grinned, watching her closely. He knew she was close. "That's it," he said, his voice a low growl. "Take it like a champ."

Darcey's eyes rolled back in her head as she came, her body shuddering with pleasure. It was a feeling she didn't want to admit she enjoyed, but it was there, undeniable. Cale grunted and pulled out, his cum spurting onto her back. She felt dirty, but also oddly powerful.

Vince flipped her onto her back and slammed his cock into her, "Your turn to scream," he said, his teeth clenched as he began to fuck her with all his might. Darcey couldn't help but scream as he filled her completely, her body reacting to his aggression. She felt like a ragdoll in his hands, a tool for their pleasure.

The moans were getting louder, "Oh shit, yes, fuck me," Darcey heard herself say. She felt like she was in a trance, her body betraying her mind. Vince's thick cock was slamming into her, stretching her pussy to the limits and she was loving every second of it. She had never been fucked so hard and deep before, not even by Hayden.  She could feel her orgasm building again, she didn't want to cum again in front of them but she couldn't help it.

As Vince reached his climax, he pulled out and came on her face. She lay there, breathless and humiliated, but also oddly satisfied. They had used her, but she had taken it and given it right back to them. It was a twisted sense of empowerment, but it was something she could use.

They both stood over her, panting and smiling. "You're a natural," Vince said, his voice gruff. "You're going to go far in this business."

"Thanks," she managed, wiping the cum off her face with the back of her hand. She sat up and began to redress, her mind racing with the implications of what had just happened.

The days that followed were a blur of early mornings and late nights. Darcey threw herself into her work, eager to prove her worth beyond the walls of Cale's office. She knew that every time she saw Vince or Cale, they'd remember her sprawled on that desk, but she was determined not to let it define her.

The assignment to City Hall was just the beginning. They began to give her more and more opportunities, sending her out on location and even letting her anchor some of the smaller segments. Her colleagues noticed the change in her status, the way the two men looked at her with something more than just professional interest.

The whispers began, the knowing looks, but Darcey ignored it all. She had a job to do and a dream to chase. She'd deal with the consequences later. For now, she was going to make the most of the opportunities they had given her.

One evening, as she was leaving the station, Vince called her into his office. She felt a mix of dread and anticipation as she stepped inside. He leaned back in his chair, his eyes appraising her. "How's the boyfriend, Darce?" he asked, a smug smile playing on his lips.

"He's fine," she said, trying to keep her voice steady. "What do you need?"

"Just checking in," he said, his smile widening. "We've got a big story coming up and we might need you to... go the extra mile again."

Darcey felt a knot in her stomach, but she nodded. "I'm in."

He leaned forward, his hand reaching for her thigh. "Good girl," he said, his voice dropping an octave. "We knew you had what it takes."

As the weeks passed, the line between work and personal life blurred. The after-hours meetings in Cale's office became a regular occurrence, and she grew adept at playing their game. But every time she looked into the mirror, she saw the reflection of a woman who had sold a piece of herself to climb the ladder.

It was a sacrifice she was willing to make. After all, she was getting closer and closer to her dream. And who knew, maybe one day, she'd be the one holding the power, calling the shots. Until then, she'd keep her head down and her legs open, doing whatever it took to get ahead.

One night, as she lay in bed next to Hayden, she couldn't help but think about the events of the day. The way Cale's eyes had lingered on her breasts during the meeting, the feel of Vince's hand on her thigh. She felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly drowned out by the excitement of her upcoming on-air debut.

As Hayden slept peacefully beside her, she made her decision. She'd keep playing along, keep using her body as a tool. It was a means to an end, and she was willing to pay the price. With a renewed sense of purpose, she rolled over and drifted off to sleep, dreams of stardom dancing in her head.

She had been getting fucked for weeks by the two men, but this week she was going to get to do her first on air story, a rarity for such a youngster in the business still in college but because she had been a willing participant to Vince and Cale's game, they rewarded her with this with the understanding she was going to be expected to continue their arrangement.

The day of her on-air debut came with a mix of excitement and trepidation. She had to make it count, show everyone that she was more than just a pretty face with a killer body. She picked out a form-fitting dress that would accentuate her curves but still maintain a professional demeanor. The news director had noticed her and had given her a pep talk. She felt like a real journalist for the first time, not just an intern or a fucktoy for the higher ups.

Her heart raced as she waited in the green room for her cue. The adrenaline was real, not like the forced orgasms she had with Vince and Cale. This was what she lived for, the thrill of the chase, the excitement of the live feed.

When she finally heard her name called, she took a deep breath and stepped onto the set, the lights blinding her momentarily. She felt alive, like she was exactly where she was meant to be. She delivered her report flawlessly, her voice clear and steady, not a single wobble or hint of nerves.

As she finished her segment, she looked into the camera, her eyes sparkling with determination. She knew that she had just taken a giant leap towards her goal, and she was going to make the most of it.

After the broadcast, Vince and Cale both congratulated her, their grips on her arms a little too firm, a little too possessive. "You did great, Darce," Vince said, his eyes glinting. "Just remember, you owe us for this."

"Yes," she said, her voice tight. "Thank you for the opportunity."

The next few days were a whirlwind of assignments and after-work sessions in Cale's office. They pushed her harder and harder, both physically and mentally. She was their plaything, their investment, and they expected a return on that investment.

But amidst the degradation and the whispers in the newsroom, Darcey felt a flicker of something new. Power. Every time she went on air, she could feel it growing. And she liked it.

The week ended with a bang, quite literally, as she found herself on the receiving end of both their cocks again and again. But this time, as she moaned and writhed underneath them, she couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of control. She took them like a pro "Oh, yes," she'd scream, her voice echoing in the empty office. "Fuck me harder." And they did, each thrust making her feel more alive than the last.

As she dressed and left the office, she knew that she had made her choice. This was the path she had chosen, and she would walk it with her head held high. She had a story to tell, and she was going to tell it, no matter what it took.
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	// 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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