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A Private Tour



There are pros and cons to almost everything in life. So it is with being... attractive. I use that term out of modesty, out of habit. Even if everyone has been telling you you’re beautiful for years and years, you’re not supposed to ever admit you are. I don’t really know why, but people will then think you’re vain even while not disagreeing with you.

I’m beautiful. There, I said it. I was a beautiful child, a beautiful adolescent, and a beautiful teenager. Men have been after me as long as I can remember, even when I was young and had little understanding of their intentions. 

There are different kinds of beauty. The kind I wish I had is the sleek, sophisticated kind that makes all the men salivate at how sexy you are and all the women jealous. Well, except for the lesbians, I guess.

That’s not the kind of beauty I have.

My face has been described as ethereal. I have an oval-shaped face with pale skin, bright blue eyes, and full lips arranged in a manner that seems to evoke a sense of innocence. My very blonde hair merely adds to that. It’s fine to seem innocent when you are. It’s irritating to have people think I’m innocent when I’ve made it my business not to be.

You see, innocence attracts a certain type of man: predators. Now, don’t be confused. When it comes to women, all men are predators (well, except the gay ones). The ones most especially and eagerly attracted to me, above the ordinary attraction, are men who either lack much confidence in their sexual abilities and thus are looking for someone who will not realize how bad they are, or worse, the ones who want to spoil that innocence.

I don’t really want the first group. Nor, to be honest, should anyone want the second. However, there is something to be said for that group, which is that they’re normally more experienced and thus probably more skilled than most. 

They’re also rarely interested in an extended relationship. And to be honest, I probably wouldn’t want an extended relationship with such men. They tend not to be very nice. Some are cruel. Most are arrogant. They want to fuck my ‘purity’ away. The joke on them is I’m not particularly pure.

Arabs and Muslims are particularly bad at this. They think all Western women, especially blondes, are absolute raving sluts. They see me as younger looking and ‘purer’ looking than the norm, and want to sate their lust on me and then kick me away like they would any other slut. Yes, I’m generalizing, and in that way, probably being unfair to some. But this is my experience.

Black men just want to fuck a white girl, but especially a blonde. I don’t entirely understand it. It’s cultural, to some extent, a sign of victory or status.

Older men absolutely adore the idea of spoiling a beautiful virgin. Or at least, of taking her virginity themselves. Why they imagine I’m a virgin at my age just because I have a sweet face is beyond me.

The good thing about being attractive is that it opens all sorts of doors for you. Men are almost always eager to please and be helpful, regardless of whether they intend to hit on me or are three times my age and happily married. Maybe it’s instinctive with them.

I’ll get help at stores before others. I’ll be offered things other girls aren’t. I’ll get hired and invited and praised and sought after before others. Even teachers are extra kind to me. Whatever problem I have, men will usually do their best to be helpful.

That’s balanced by being stared at everywhere I go. Everyone watches me, or so it seems. And if I don’t walk very fast, and pretend I can’t hear, I’ll be hit on by strangers on the streets, in hallways, shopping malls, grocery stores, fitness centers, restaurants, and while working or playing. I was even hit on in the hospital once.

Dealing with men hitting on me can be tiresome. Oh, you’re such a bitch, I hear you saying. But think about it. Men don’t always just grin and say ‘okay’ when you turn them down. Some get indignant, even angry. Do I think I’m too good for them? Do I think I’m so special? No, but I don’t know you from Adam. And to be honest, there are all kinds of guys I trust who want to take me out. I’m not about to go out with a stranger who could be some kind of strangler.

Sometimes they say nasty things, sometimes loudly, to embarrass me. If I respond to this with my own insults, I risk actual physical attacks, so I don’t. 

The other kind of guy is the one who accepts his turn-down with red face and shuffles away, terribly embarrassed. I understand it can be difficult to put yourself out there and express your interest in someone, and I hate to tell you I don’t return that interest, but I’m not obligated, nor could I possibly go out with every guy who asks me.

I’ve had to be a bit harder-hearted than I was when younger, when I absolutely hated how bad some guys felt when turned down. But I’ve also found that hints often don’t work.

Because of all this, I have to choose my wardrobe carefully when going out, depending on where I’m going and how likely I am to be approached by someone. If I’m going somewhere with people, I’m freer. I often try to go out with my male cousins. No, I don’t mean dating them! I mean, just a group of us cousins going out, because I have protection if some guy gets nasty.

I had not found things noticeably different since coming to the UK from America to study. Granted, men were far less likely to express anger if we were on campus and they were fellow students. There are a lot of rules for behavior there. 

But that didn’t always apply to foreign students, and we had a lot of those. They were often from the third world, and given the costs, rich, compared to their fellow citizens (though not so rich, sometimes, by Western standards). In many cases, ‘rich’ meant ‘entitled’ and ‘arrogant’, especially in places that aren’t very respectful towards women in the first place. And it was a big campus. 

Off campus, I still had to be quite careful of how I dressed and where I went alone.

Which is why I jumped at the chance the university offered to do a little tourism in the company of fellow students. Mostly foreign students like me, true. But you had to sign up for it, which meant they had everyone’s name and student number. Any of my fellow ‘foreign’ students who acted up too much risked expulsion.

Nevertheless, given where we were going, I dressed in a cute, but reasonably modest, sleeveless summer dress. Okay, it left my shoulders bare, but that’s hardly immodest.

Lornsdown Palace had large grounds with many beautiful gardens and fountains, and I anticipated spending time out in the sun – always an issue given my pale skin, even in the UK.

I tried to ditch most of my fellow students once there, especially the males. They were hitting on me, but more like hinting and suggestions rather than anything too blunt. The men, predictably, had far less interest in wandering the gardens than we girls anyway. They preferred the weapons displays.

Gardens this size were ostentatious displays of wealth from an age that no longer existed. Even the super wealthy today didn’t go in for this sort of thing. That might be because they have so many indoor amusements unavailable centuries ago.

I was not terribly surprised when, sitting on the edge of a large, long, beautiful fountain, I was approached by an older man. As I said, that is what you get when you’re beautiful. You don’t just get hit on by sexy, well-adjusted men your own age. I was first hit on by a man deep in his twenties when I was eleven. Yes, men, some of them, impose few limits on themselves.

“Enjoying the grounds?” he asked in one of those ‘posh’ English accents.

“Yes, very much,” I said, in a not very welcoming voice.

“They’re enormous and expensive to keep up, but I feel it as a kind of duty.”

Now he had my interest, and I looked at him more closely.

“To history, you see, so that people can be more in touch with the sort of lifestyle the nobility had in the past. I’m Matthew Lowell. This is my family estate, you see.”

“Lucky you,” I said.

He was actually quite attractive himself, though of course, quite inappropriate for me, given his age was, if not thirty, then just a bit more, while I was almost twenty. He seemed quite fit, though, with nice shoulders, and though he was wearing a sports shirt and casual trousers, they fit so well, I knew they were tailored. The man certainly had money.

“Don’t you get tired of all the rabble visiting and tromping over everything?” I asked.

He smiled, and he had a nice smile. “It’s not every day, and the velvet ropes usually keep the rabble away from the important areas of the estate.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Well, the stables, for example, or inside, my private living quarters. Or the dungeons.”

“You have actual dungeons? Is that on the tour?”

“Hmm, yes, and not usually. The Lowells once had a great deal more power than they do now, including, if you go back far enough, high justice.”

I raised my eyebrows, though I knew what that usually meant.

“Yes, we could behead or hang criminals, you see.”

“Sounds gruesome.”

“Well, not inside the palace,” he replied with a grin. “And the hanging post is long gone, replaced by flowers.”

I was tired of sitting, so I stood and caught the flicker of his eyes. It’s that kind of flicker that tries to assess what your body is like under an outfit that is certainly not form-fitting. He accompanied me as I strolled back towards the palace.

“Have you taken the inside tour yet?”

“Yes, it was quite fascinating. I have a feel for history. I’m not taking it for practical reasons. If I were as rich as you, I might spend years just taking different historical courses to satisfy my curiosity and interest.

“History, my dear – sorry, I didn’t get your name...”

“Hannah,” I said.

“History tends to be full of rather a lot of savagery and brutality.”

“Well, given how tame the world is now, a little savagery and brutality might be interesting.”

He snorted in amusement. “You should look at the dungeon then. We’ve still got the cells and even a few of the torture machines.”

“I didn’t see that on the tour.”

“No, it’s not generally offered for legal reasons. No handicap access, you see, and steep, narrow stairs that the infirm could tumble on and sue me for. But I could... offer a brief private viewing.”

This is what I mean by men trying to please you when you’re pretty.

“Is it really dirty?” I asked a bit uncertainly.

“It’s not absolutely dirty. It’s dusty in places. I shouldn’t think you’ll harm your dress.”

I let myself be persuaded. And he was right. The entrance was rather narrow and dark. They’d stretched a wire down along the ceiling with a couple of bare lightbulbs dangling from it, but going down – after coming down to the cellars – still felt like plunging deep into the bowels of the Earth!

The lighting down below wasn’t much more than on the stairs. The walls, and even the floor, were of stones mortared together. And it was fascinating to think people had been walking on these stones for a thousand years! 

The ceiling was low, which made Lowell have to duck in places. Even I was wary, for I’m kind of tall for a girl.

The atmosphere was... hushed. As if someone might overhear. The silence was deafening. The low ceiling reminded me how much weight was above and how deep below I was. 

“I’ve had a couple of parts cleaned up to show to special guests now and then,” he said.

There was a wider area ahead with a higher ceiling, rounded oddly. There were odd frames here and there, a mix of old, dark wood and metal. In places, chains hung from the ceiling, with shackles on the ends. 

“Your ancestors could be nasty, Mister Lowell.”

“Matthew,” he said, his hand at the small of my back, leading me forward.

“Why so many chains? Did they have a lot of prisoners at once?”

“Options, I expect. Plus, you might use two for a person, if you wanted their arms stretched apart, say, or their legs if you hung them upside down.”

“Upside down!?”

“Well, there are reasons besides pleasure to want easy access to a person’s uhm, private areas, you know.”

“Yikes,” I said, flushing a little.

“I’m given to understand my grandfather used to bring young ladies down here for pleasure, rather than torture.”

“Really? I don’t see anywhere, ahm, comfortable around.”

“At a certain age, when sex in bed has become routine, people sometimes consider all sorts of different locations.”

“I suppose,” I said. 

“Some of the girls liked to be tied on this, as if they were some sort of torture victim from centuries past,” he said, showing me a wooden frame, his hand sliding slightly lower.

Oh yes, he wanted me, for sure. And to be honest, I hadn’t entirely rejected the idea. He was certainly not boyfriend material, but for a bit of sport that wouldn’t cause any harm to my reputation and wouldn’t leave some boy always coming back for more – yes, he was a possibility. I hadn’t slept with someone that old before, but I was betting there were all kinds of interesting places in this big mansion that would be quite fun to have sex in.

But a dungeon!?

The frame was X-shaped, with chains and leather restraints on all four of the branches. I looked at it with interest, wondering how that would be done. 

“Sex standing up can’t be the most comfortable.”

“It’s not a strain. Harder for the female, though in this case she’d be hanging, tied up, strapped down, you see.”

He led me across to a heavy wooden door, opened it, and flicked a light switch. The light inside was very dull, kind of yellowy orange, and flickered. It was an LED light on the wall that was made to look like a torch and flickered like a flame would. 

It was enough to light up the small room, cell, I guessed. It was only about four feet square. And there were chains and shackles on the wall.

“Imagine being locked in here, helpless, no appeal possible, at the mercy of the lord and master, not a sound to be heard, nothing to be seen if there was no torch, and there usually wasn’t. If you were shackled, you could hardly move much.”

“Sounds scary.”

“Rather less so these days. Besides, beautiful women were rarely left here for long. They had too much value to want to damage them.”

I made a face at that word.

“You make it sound like beautiful women are objects.”

He grinned. “An object of appreciation and admiration,” he said. “One that men have always longed to possess.”

He was looking at me pretty obviously, and I snorted and backed against the wall.

“And do you long to possess me, Mister Lowell?” I asked archly.

“What man would not?”

“Too bad for you that you can’t lock me up until I agree.”

He grinned. “I’ve never had to force any woman to agree. I have any number of them seeking my attention.”

“Even young ones like me?”

“Hmmm, not so beautiful as you.”

He moved in closer, and I turned my head away, starting to wonder seriously. Like, why not? Why not have a wild, quick experience? It would certainly be unique! Especially if it was down here! And he probably did have a lot of experience! 

“I am uniquely beautiful,” I said mockingly.

I was suddenly aware of his hand on my stomach as he leaned in further.

“Such beauty deserves the most strenuous of efforts to please and pleasure.”

His lips glided along the nape of my neck as I turned my head away, then found my earlobe, mouthing it as his other hand alighted on my side. It slid up as my pulse raced. My mind was still gripped by indecision. Should I or shouldn’t I!?

I turned my head back toward him, and his lips found mine.

Kissing is like a job interview – the job being sex. I have to say, he did very well indeed! In fact, his years of extra experience over the guys I had previously kissed definitely showed. His lips were soft, sure, and gentle, but at the same time not at all hesitant. He was confident, knowing exactly what to do.

He moved in closer so that his body pressed firmly, though not hard, against mine. My hands had nowhere to go but up his chest onto his shoulders.

This is crazy, I thought! 

But my heart was beating faster, and I was starting to feel a wild thrill of anticipation. I didn’t do much in the way of casual sex. Why should I? It was rarely rewarding, in my experience, and risked my reputation as well as further complications from the guy.

Matthew’s talented mouth was getting hungrier as he kissed me, his kiss becoming more passionate, and that was exciting me in turn. It was strange because... it was forceful but not rough. I know that’s difficult to understand, but that’s how it felt. He was being very firm in what he wanted but was still careful and delicate enough not to cause any pain or discomfort.

He was very good at kissing!

I felt a kind of psychic jolt when I felt his hand cup my breast. My nipple tingled immediately, and I felt a wild rush of excitement as his fingers kneaded the soft flesh.

His kiss didn’t stop. And it wasn’t monotonous. It kept changing. He’d ease down the pressure, then suddenly, startlingly, increase it again, keeping me off guard. I was starting to get really turned on by all this!

“My dear, Hannah,” he said, as he drew back a little, “How would you like to be the Lord of the manor’s slave girl?”

“Uhm, no thanks!” I gulped!

He grinned and gripped my wrists, lifting them up, firmly but gently. He bent and kissed the back of my knuckles.

“Are you suuure?” he asked, leaning in to kiss his way along the nape of my neck.

I felt my heart beating faster as he lifted my arms up and back against the rough stone behind me.

“Wh-what would I have to do?” I gasped, the heat rising higher.

“Please your master, of course,” he replied.

“You don’t find me pleasing?” I asked a bit breathlessly.

“Do you know what’s on the wall right above you?”

I turned and craned my neck up and felt a slight jolt. There were shackles hanging from thick metal chains bolted to the wall. Only... they didn’t look like the sorts of things that would have been here centuries ago. They were made of leather, not iron or steel.

“Th-that doesn’t look like original equipment,” I gulped.

“Grandfather didn’t want to damage the soft skin of his lovers.”

“He chained them here!?”

“Do you not feel the age of this place around you, wonder at the people who were placed in this cell hundreds of years ago?”

As I watched, he pulled one of the leather shackles over and pushed my right hand into it. I watched, fascinated, as my hand slipped and pushed through it, and he then tugged something that tightened the leather around my wrist behind it! I only began to feel a sense of alarm when he took my left wrist and pushed it into a second one.

“W-Wait!” I squeaked.

“Too late. You’re my prisoner now,” he taunted as he pulled it closed.

And then his lips were on mine again, his hands on my head and in my hair, his body pressed against me as he kissed me voraciously!

I felt a sliver of alarm and anxiety now within the hunger filling me, but the hunger deepened too fast to ignore, especially when he tugged on the thin strings across my shoulders and they gave way!

“Oh! Wait!” I gasped.

I was too late again, for the dress dropped down to my hips, and then quickly slid over them and down around my ankles, leaving me in nothing but my lacy white bra and thong.

“My dear, you look even more gorgeous than I thought,” he said.

He kissed me again, and I felt his hands caressing my shoulders, then sliding up and down my back. They quickly undid the clasp on my strapless bra, and it fell away.

Oh, my God! I thought wildly.

Startling me, he dropped down to his knees before me. He gripped one ankle, lifted my foot, and pulled the dress out from under it, then did the same to the other. His hands then slid up my legs and pushed them wider and wider until the tension in the chain above tightened the leather restraints around my wrists!

He started to lick me through the thin crotch of my thong! It certainly couldn’t be that he didn’t know he’d be more effective without it, nor that he couldn’t remove it anytime he wanted. So I was nonplussed that he was licking me through it. His tongue licked firmly in long, slow strokes directly over my pussy.

He wasn’t having the effect he’d have had without the thin cloth in the way, but he was still having an effect!

Also having an effect was the feel of the warm, rough stone on my shoulders, back, and buttocks, the tightness of the leather around my wrists, and the forceful way he was holding my legs so far apart!

Then he abandoned my left leg, hooked his thumb into the side of the crotch of my thong, and jerked it apart. His next lick was directly against me, and I almost cried out loud at the sudden explosion of sensation!

His tongue pushed forcefully in between the lips of my sex, then squirmed its way up and down before finding my clitoris. His thumb pulled the crotch wider, and his tongue lapped at my clitoris as waves of sensation and dark, thrilling arousal spread through my body and mind.

He rose up, suddenly, and stood before me. He kissed me again, gripping my hair, forcing my head back. His lips moved along the nape of my neck then, and downward.

“Slave girl,” he growled teasingly.

His hand cupped my breast, squeezing and kneading it repeatedly, then slid down my quivering body and into the front of my little thong. His fingers began to rub my clitoris as his lips continued down. The way he was pulling on my hair forced my back to arch sharply, and I moaned as I felt his lips over the center of my left breast.

He sucked hungrily, rhythmically, as his tongue swept around and over my rigid nipple. Meanwhile, his fingers were stroking my clitoris with such effect that my hips were starting to grind against them.

He stepped back a little.

“Tell me you’re my slave girl,” he said in a kind of haughty voice, his chin elevated.

“I-I’m your slave girl!” I gulped, heart pounding.

He reached down, gripped my thong, and yanked hard, tearing it right off me!

I cried out, my hips pulled forward before my buttocks slapping back against the wall.

“That means your body belongs to me now,” he growled. “I own it and can do anything I want to it.”

I felt a wild, dark thrill of anxiety and anticipation as he looked me up and down. I was entirely naked before him, and chained to the wall, helpless to even try to cover myself, much less defend myself! He could do anything he wanted to me!

“Head back, further,” he ordered, as I raised my chin higher and higher.

I started to lower it just as he took a picture, and gasped aloud.

“Hey!”

“It’s for the slave auction house. They’ll want to know what they’re bidding on.”

“That isn’t funny! I don’t let men take pictures of me naked!”

“Oh well then, you’ll have to beg for it back later on, if you remember.”

His lips were on mine again, and then his left hand encircled my throat and squeezed gently. I felt his fingers at my sex once more, but this time, one of them slid lower, found the angle, and curved up and into my body. It pumped in and out, and then another joined it as his thumb stroked against my clitoris.

That thumb was doing wild things to me! It was kind of... flicking against my swollen, hypersensitive little button in a way I’d never felt before! And the fingers inside me were stroking up and down along the front wall of my sex, almost right in behind it.

“I am going to make you come like a whore,” he growled. “I am going to strip away your inhibitions and turn you into nothing but a beautiful, sensual animal who hungers to be used thoroughly.”

I gasped as he tightened his grip on my throat. It wasn’t stopping me from breathing, but my breaths were louder and more ragged.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” he growled in an almost menacing way that made me feel a surge of alarm.

“I-I’m your sex slave!” I gasped.

“Would you like me to make you come, slave?”

“Y-Yes!” I squeaked.

“Say ‘Yes, master.”

This was so sick, so edgy, so wild! My heart was pounding and my pulse racing as his fingers stroked me.

“Yes... Master!” I moaned. 

And then, before he could do anything differently, I did come! I felt the pressure surging up through me and then exploding so that I cried out again and again, arching my back, my hips bucking violently out against his fingers.

Only when my movements began to slow did he stop, dropping to his knees before me and resuming his expert oral sex. I shuddered, panting, chin on my chest as his tongue pushed into me, twisting and writhing within the mouth of my sex. 

It slid out and up, and his lips started to suck rhythmically on my clitoris as his fingers slid inside me. They pumped slowly in and out, and now there was no mistaking the pressure they were putting on the front wall of my sex a couple of inches inside. I could feel the way it was pushing against the flesh behind my clitoris as his tongue licked strongly at it from in front.

It didn’t take very long for my body to heat up again, for my hips to start grinding against him.

He stood up and then roughly spun me around. His hand pushed firmly into my back, forcing my soft breasts into the rough stone.

Crack!

“Ah!” I squeaked as he slapped my bottom.

“What a lovely bottom you have, slave girl.”

A moment later, I felt his cock against me, felt it pressed up between my buttocks. He ground himself slowly against, his cock rubbing up and down between them.

“Sex slave,” he whispered into my ear.

I gasped as he tugged on my hair.

“Tell me you love cock,” he demanded in another whisper. “Say it, slave girl!”

What a thing to say! Honestly! 

He drew back.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Slave girls are expected to be obedient,” he growled. “Tell me you love cock.”

“I-I ... I love... cock!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say master. Try again, slave.”

“I l-love cock, Master!” I gasped.

His left hand pushed in over my hip and slid down in front, then pulled me back while his right continued to press against my back to hold my breasts to the wall.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I obeyed, sexual hunger and excitement thrumming through me!

“You’ll fetch a fine price at the slave auction,” he growled. “A body like yours was made to be used, and many men will pay for the privilege.”

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

“What do I care? You are a possession now, a slave.”

The hand that had pushed my hips back slid a bit lower, and his fingers started to massage my clitoris. Then I felt his cock pressing against me.

“Of course, as your master, I get to deflower you.”

It took me a moment to translate that. No one I knew had ever used the term ‘deflower’. I think I’d only ever read it once in some old romance. And anyway, the idea that anyone needed to ‘deflower’ me was amusing.

I felt the pressure against me growing, a dull, soft ache as he tried to work his way inside. The muscles there were giving way, but reluctantly, and he felt quite... thick! I felt my flesh giving way, stretching to the point of aching as his cock moved into me, and gasped for breath, my cheek against the stones as he worked himself deeper and deeper.

Fucking hell, he was big! Definitely the biggest cock I’d ever taken inside me! But the feel of how thick it was, of how it stretched me added to the wicked, edgy thought of being overpowered and helpless before him. I gasped and groaned as he started to work in and out a little, pushing deeper with every stroke.

“Such a tight little virgin girl,” he growled.

“I-I’m not a – Ah!”

Crack!

“No talking, slave! Slave girls only speak when spoken to!”

His cock was deep enough inside me that he didn’t have to hold it anymore, so he gathered in my hair and jerked it sharply back instead.

“Ah!”

“Got that, slave?”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Say yes, master.”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Master!” I cried.

“Who owns your body, slave girl?” he growled.

“Y-You do, Master!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Ah! Y-You own my body, Master!” I moaned.

This was so sick! The feel of the rough stone against my breasts, of the leather tight around my wrists, and the suffocating silence all around us sent dark waves of excitement through my mind and body!

His hands seized my hips now, then gripped my thighs just below my pussy and yanked them back and apart further. I squeaked again as my upper body slid an inch or so down the wall, the rough stone scratching at my nipples!

“Slave!”

Crack!

“Sex slave!”

Crack!

“Oh, please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You forgot to say master!”

“Please, Master!” I cried.

His cock was pushing deeper and deeper, lurching forward, and then I felt the soft material of his trousers against my buttocks.

“I think I’ll keep you imprisoned here permanently so I can enjoy this lovely body whenever I feel the urge.”

He started to thrust harder, and the spongy head of his cock began to batter away at what I thought must surely be the back wall of my pussy! It didn’t quite ache enough, though, or in the right way. But God, it felt amazing!

I began to grunt and gasp at every thrust, my body shuddering as his hips struck my buttocks and his big cock drove high into my belly. 

The chains rattled a bit overhead, the leather tight around my wrists a constant reminder that I was his prisoner! Helpless! He could do anything he wanted to me!

I gasped as he tugged on my hair.

“Tell me I own you, slave.”

I felt a dark rush at how outrageous this was! I’d never thought of oral sex as having a verbal component before, but his words were so deliciously nasty!

“You own me, Master!” I groaned.

Crack!

“Again, slave!”

“You own me, Master!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Again, slut!”

I gasped at the word, for it jolted me too, but in a strange, edgy way.

“You own me, Master!”

“Sexy little slut!”

I grunted and groaned and gasped as his hips continued to strike my outthrust buttocks and his cock continued to drive high inside me like a spear of flesh! This was so dark, so kinky, and hot.

And then I felt the surge of sensation and pressure again, and another orgasm tore through me! My mind seemed to dissolve, and I let out a series of ragged cries that coincided with the impact of his hips against my buttocks, the thrust of his cock up into me, and the way my body was forced forward only to be jerked back for the next stroke.

Which ground my breasts and nipples against the rough stones!

The orgasm was stronger and more prolonged this time. My entire body felt like it was burning up with a roar of sexual force that had no ending! Like a hurricane, it blasted through me and tore my mind into scattered fragments. My body felt like the bones had melted. My body just reacted without strength to his movements, jerking and shuddering as his hips smacked against my buttocks.

More of my weight came down on my wrists due to my rubbery legs, and I lost control of my muscles, which spasmed wildly. My face fell forward against the wall, rubbing dazedly against it as he continued to savagely pound me, to use me, to ravish me!

“Deliciously tight,” he said at last, a little out of breath himself. “You’ll be very popular with my friends.”

He stepped back, leaving me to kind of hang there a bit, propped against the wall, held up by my wrists. He left the room, but only for a few seconds. He returned and did something to the wall down around the level of my upper thighs. I had no idea what and didn’t care.

I was... shell-shocked, dazed by the incredible, wonderful intensity of the orgasm that had howled through my body and mind. My muscles continued to twitch in the echo of that rush of sensation.

I felt something against my thigh, something kind of flesh-like, but not flesh. He gripped my hips and turned me roughly around, and I felt something pressing against the mouth of my sex.

“Wh-what... what is... that?” I moaned.

“Speak when spoken to, slave.”

I gasped as it pushed deeper. It was thick, though not quite as thick as him. And then it got all sort of stiffly locked in place.

“I leave you here to contemplate your future as my sex slave,” he said in that haughty voice.

And then he scooped up my dress and underwear and left the room. A moment later, the heavy door closed firmly, and then the big bolt was shot over it.

What the hell...?

Unless I kept my bottom away from the wall, which would be quite awkward given my wrists were still chained in place, the thing inside me would push deeper. It seemed to be attached to the wall down a little bit below my crotch but angled up and forward.

I couldn’t really see it, but presumed it was a sex toy of some kind, a dildo. The angle made it hard to just stand straight. It had some give to it, but not much, and it was definitely angled forward. That meant the most comfortable position was with my hips pulled forward a little so that I could angle my pussy down and back.

Where was he, and when was he coming back? He was definitely mind-fucking me. No surprise there. He’d been doing it right through the sex. But it was impossible to ignore the fact that I was essentially in a real dungeon cell locked away deep beneath the earth, where no one could possibly hear me scream or yell.

Chained in place! Behind a heavy wooden door bolted shut! Helpless!

The only light was the reddish, orangy thing on the wall that looked like a flickering candle.

It was incredibly quiet. There wasn’t a sound except when I moved a little and the chains clinked.

How many people had been locked here over the years, I wondered. How many girls were locked in by HIM, never mind his grandfather!? How many had been locked here a thousand years ago, maybe right where I was now, chained in place?

Were some of them helpless girls who feared being ‘deflowered’ by the evil lord? Were they kept here naked in anticipation of the lord or his friends deciding to use their bodies?

I have a good imagination, so given where I was, it wasn’t hard to put my mind back into the fantasy that I was a helpless maiden who was cruelly captured by the evil, lecherous lord to be made their sex slave!

Every movement, of course, kind of shifted me minutely around on the thick cock thing jammed up inside me. And given my thoughts and my mood, it wasn’t long before my mind began to heat up my body – or perhaps vice versa. 

If I rose up as high as I could and pushed my hips forward, then I could slide myself slowly back and forth against the dildo. And it would push very firmly into and along the front wall of my sex!

I didn’t exactly set out to do it. I just moved more and more until I was locked into it by the rising heat inside me. But I began to masturbate on the dildo, thrusting my buttocks back again and again until they slapped against the wall.

God! Was I turning into a nymphomaniac or something!? I’d just had two incredible orgasms, and yet I was masturbating again only minutes later! My mind was just too sodden with hunger and heat to do otherwise!

Speaking of the heat...

It was starting to feel hot in the closed-in cell, especially with the energy I was putting into the awkwardly positioned masturbation. 

I was soon panting and gasping and moaning as I forced myself up as high and forward as I could, then slid myself back and down to take the thing deep inside me. It was rubbing deliciously against the front wall of my sex and – .”

The door was unbolted!

I gasped and stopped, sinking down, trying to look like I wasn’t doing anything as the door opened and he came in.

“Are you starting to get used to your life of slavery?” he asked tauntingly.

“Pervert,” I replied.

“Oh, now you’re just asking to be tortured,” he said in a stern voice.

His fingers slid along my lips, then eased inside.

“Sexy little slave bitch,” he growled. “I’ll soon have you put in your place and properly trained to obedience.”

I wondered if he’d taken acting lessons in college or something.

I licked at his fingers and then sucked at them, the heat still filling me.

“Dirty girl,” he said, sliding his fingers out.

His hand went around my neck, and I gasped as they tightened.

“You belong to me now to do with as I choose.”

As he said that, his slick fingers dropped down low and began to rub my clitoris. And God, it was like this huge rush, this force of pleasure swept into me and made me lose control of my body! My hips immediately started to jerk convulsively, riding the dildo as he rubbed me.

“Sex slave,” he growled, tightening his grip on my neck.

I could barely breathe now and gasped like a fish as he rubbed me so hard and skillfully. And as I rode the dildo, another orgasm exploded within me. He loosened his grip, and I cried out again and again as he smirked down at me. 

It was... degrading, to be doing this, in a way. I mean, I was mostly masturbating and losing my mind while he fingered me. But I couldn’t really care about that then. All that mattered was the intoxicating pleasure that swamped my mind.

“Blondes always make the best sex slaves,” he said. 

I feverishly rode the dildo, crying out again and again until the orgasm slowly faded.

He smirked and casually groped my breast.

“You’ll be very popular with my friends. I have to go back to the city now, but my butler will see to you.”

He reached down between my legs and did something with the dildo, and it started to vibrate!

He laughed at my gasp, then turned and left, firmly closing the door and shooting the bolt.

It was a vibrator!

But not a normal one.

I could feel the vibrations all along its length, but it was most powerful over the two inches or so from the base. I had already noticed that it wasn’t a perfect sphere like most dildos. It sort of bulged out at the bottom, right against the front wall of my sex.

He’d also done something there that had separated out a bit at the base, kind of like prying a piece outward. At first, I hardly noticed as I drew my hips forward so that the last couple of inches weren’t inside me anymore.

My muscles spasmed a little, my nerve endings crackling with the response to the powerful vibrations.

He was continually startling me with the things he did and said. I’d never known a guy before who had sex toys, or admitted to, anyway. And especially the kind that would be used on women.

I couldn’t keep my position or keep my body still. I was well aware of how crazy and kinky and perverted this was, but it didn’t matter. I slid my tight pussy up and down the fake cock, moaning weakly, then gasping aloud as I pushed back so that the more powerful part pushed inside me.

And that’s where I discovered that part near the base he had pulled out was at such an angle that when I jammed myself back against the wall, it slid up along the outside of me instead of into me. It slid up across my clitoris, in other words. 

Oh, my God! When the feel of that hit me, I cried out loud and started to thrust in and out faster and harder, my buttocks slapping hard against the stone wall.

My breathing was getting ragged again, my heart pounding, my body full of sexual pressure.

The door bolt was thrown, and the door opened. I shuddered, trying to keep still as he entered.

He stepped up to me, and his hand went around my neck, forcing my head back to the wall.

“Tell me you belong to me,” he growled.

“I-I...I belong to you!” I gasped.

He abandoned my throat and caught my nipples between fingers and thumbs, then pinched sharply, pulling them up and out from my body.

“Ah! Ah! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“You forgot to say master again,” he said sternly. “Do you want to be punished?”

“No! No, Master!” I gulped.

“Tell me your body belongs to me.”

“My body belongs to you, Master! Oh, please!”

He released my nipples, and his hand went around my neck again. His other hand dropped low and began to rub my clitoris, and in seconds, my hips responded by convulsively jerking up and out against him.

“Tell me you’re a blonde slut who loves cock.”

“I-I’m a blonde slut that loves cock! Oh! Oh, God!”

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut. Master!” I gasped.

“Again!”

“I’m your slut, Master!”

I came, crying out, croaking really, at first, since he tightened his grip around my neck. My body twisted and bucked and thrashed as he rubbed harder, and the vibrator buzzed, and I gasped for breath.

“Slave girl,” he said.

I didn’t care what he called me. This was overloading my brain to the point it was collapsing as my body twisted and bucked against him. He laughed, and as the orgasm faded, reached down and undid the dildo thing, easing it out of me. 

He reached above me, and the chains holding my wrists went slack. He still held them up, though, as I sank to my knees, gasping for breath. He attached them to another ring as he undid his fly and pulled his cock out. It was semi-hard as he rubbed it over my face, then pushed it into my open mouth.

“Please your master or I’ll have you whipped!” he said darkly.

It didn’t take a lot of effort to get him hard again. I sucked and licked the front part of his cock and could actually feel it thickening and hardening in my mouth. He gripped a thick mass of my hair above my head as he began to slowly pump in and out.

“Tell me I own your body.”

“You own my body, Master,” I moaned.

It hardly occurred to me not to say it at that point.

He pushed his cock back into my mouth and resumed pumping. But his strokes were longer, now, and the head of his cock kept nearing the entrance to my throat, making me nervous. He suddenly jerked sharply on my hair as he pushed forward, tilting my head back a bit, and at that second, the head of his thick cock slipped into my throat and kept going!

It was a bit late to protest at that point.

I instinctively tried to pull back, but my head was already against the wall! And with my wrists chained above me, there was nothing I could do as his thick cock slid deep into my throat until my lips were pressed against the fabric of his trousers! I felt panicky for a bit, then startled at how, well, painless it was. Not that there was no pain at all. It did feel a little like I had some food caught in my throat, but as he ground himself against my face, I felt a dawning sense of awe at how easy that was.

He slid himself out again, and that did make me gag more and then cough violently as he pulled his slick, saliva-coated cock out of my mouth. I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air, but before I could think to say anything, he pushed his cock back into my mouth and then straight down my throat again!

“Your body belongs to me, remember. I intend to use every part of it however I want,” he said from what felt like a great distance above me.

He pumped slowly up and down as my head started to pound from lack of oxygen. He pulled all the way back, and I gasped for breath again as he rubbed his cock over my face.

“Sex slave,” he said.

He let me catch my breath, or some of it, but not enough to really talk or protest before burying himself in my mouth and throat again. But when he pulled out, then he dragged me to my feet, partly by the hair, I should add, and then roughly spun me around as he undid the chain from the bolt and lifted it high once more.

I groaned, chest still heaving, even as he positioned me tightly locked to the wall.

He pulled my hips back, at first, then as I stood with my cheek against the stone, I felt him pushing something up inside me again. When it was jammed high inside me, he pulled it forward, or I suppose, back against the wall, and then adjusted it somehow down there. It felt very much like the vibrator again, though it wasn’t active.

“What are you doooooing?” I moaned.

He had adjusted it so it was almost straight up, basically imprisoning me there with my breasts pillowed out against the rough stone. Then he pulled my ankles apart and chained them in place. That lowered me another inch or two so that the vibrator was practically buried inside me.

“You’re a sick perve!” I gasped.

“Slave girls need to learn to treat their masters with respect to avoid torture,” he said.

I felt his finger against my back passage, slick with something as it squirmed up inside me. I gasped and moaned as it pumped in and out, then something else pushed into me. This was artificial, cool, and slick as it stretched my opening, forcing it wider and wider until it could slip inside. It pushed half a dozen inches deep before abruptly narrowing to almost nothing. Then it started to kind of pulsate. A moment later, the vibrator turned on, with me jammed on it and the little angled piece pressed firmly against my clitoris.

“Oh! Oh, God!”

“As I said, showing disrespect gets slave girls tortured. I’ll come back and see you in an hour or two.”

He left, closing the door and throwing the bolt.

God, what a pervert!

I could barely move now. I couldn’t pull my hips in and out because the vibrator in my pussy was angled almost straight up, pinning me in place. And even without that, my ankles were now bound to the wall. That prevented me from trying to rise up and slide down on the thing either.

That left me making minute movements that ground the front of my sex and my breasts into the wall. It wasn’t really a choice, not something I decided to do. It just happened. My body craved the sensations, and I had no reason or will to stop it.

It really didn’t take very long to have an orgasm, and another. I was working my way up into a third when the door opened again.

“I’ve decided that you’re enjoying your torture too much, so we’ll have to resort to cruder training. 

He swung his right hand, and something I sensed rather than saw swept through the air and landed against my back. It produced a kind of simultaneous crackle of little stings as if he’d swung a couple of dozen thin leather shoelaces against my back.

“Confess!” he shouted, swinging it against me again.

It hit harder, and I gasped, then winced at the next blow. Light and thin or not, my skin was starting to pinken and heat up.

“Confess, slave girl!”

“Ow! To what!?”

He struck again, and then again, and my back began to warm further.

“To being a nymphomaniac!”

“You’re crazy!” I gasped.

He swung the thing against me again, and then again.

“Ow! Quit it!”

“Confess!”

“All right. I’m a nymphomaniac!”

Still, he swung it, harder now.

“You forgot to say master.”

“I’m a nymphomaniac, Master!”

“Confess to having sex with demons!”

“You weirdo!” I gasped.

“Confess to seducing Godly men into sin!”

“You seduced me, you perve! Ah! Ow! God!”

He pressed himself against me, suddenly, mashing my breasts even harder into the stone.

“You are a creature of sex and seduction,” he breathed into my ear.

I felt him pulling that... thing out of my bottom, working it free, and dropping it somewhere. Then his own cock took its place, and I shuddered as it slid deep inside me.

It pushed deeper still, and then even deeper. His hands slid over my body as he pumped, then simply gripped my wrists.

“You have a nice, tight little bottom, slave. I think my friends and I will be using it often.”

I let out a gasp as he jammed it even deeper, the head climbing so high inside me I felt cramps. He ground himself against me as I gasped and moaned helplessly.

“I own your body, remember? I own you.”

It almost felt like he did!

His lower body began to sort of undulate as he pumped his cock up and down inside me. He halted briefly, pulled most of the way out, bent, and turned on the vibrator thing. Then he buried his cock inside me again.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck!” I gasped.

“That’s what I’m doing.”

“Oh, God! That vibrator makes me crazy!”

“Good. I like crazy blonde sex slaves.”

He thrust harder and faster, his hips hammering against my buttocks also serving to grind my clitoris against the little branch of the vibrator.

Another orgasm hit me, a monster orgasm that started me screaming until he put his hand over my mouth to muffle it. Why, I don’t know. It wasn’t like anyone could hear me!

His hips kept slamming against me as my mind disintegrated. My legs barely functioned, so most of my weight came down on my wrists. But I didn’t care. My mind was barely functioning either!

The orgasm faded, leaving me dazed, my eyes slitted, my body overheated, and my breasts aching. I’d never had so many orgasms in a day, never mind a single episode of sex! It seemed fantastical and impossible, but I wasn’t really into examining it much. My mind wasn’t working very well.

“I think that vibrator is distracting you,” he said at one point.

Duh!

He slid out of me, though I didn’t think he’d finished. He reached between my legs and turned off the vibrator, then slid it out of me entirely. After that, he unstrapped my ankles and then my wrists. I sank to the ground, of course, aching inside, panting for breath.

I gasped as he gripped my hair and yanked me forward. I almost fell on my face, but he held me up by the hair until I could get my hands under me.

“Crawl, slave!”

He tugged on my hair, leaving me with little choice but to do just that, and led me out of the cell and out into the wider dungeon area. 

I wasn’t sure what he had in mind. I half suspected he was going to use one of those strange, vaguely menacing wood and metal frames, but he simply led me to the middle of the floor and stopped. He released my hair and then raised a foot, bringing it down on my back.

“Face down, ass up!” he barked.

With how dazed I was, I wasn’t going to put up a fight as my upper body sank to the floor and my breasts pillowed out against the dusty stone.

“Pull your thighs in tighter to your belly, slave,” he ordered.

Crack!

I yelped, turning my head up to see him holding a very thin, whippy sort of stick.

“Obey!”

He brought it down across my buttocks a second time, and I yelped again at the sting.

I was... indignant but hurriedly moved to obey rather than complain.

“Spread those knees apart. And put your arms out to the sides flat on the floor!” he barked.

Crack!

I yelped again, anxiously shifting my body to present it as he wished.

He knelt behind me, and I felt his cock pushing against my back opening. I moaned as he forced it slowly into me, sinking it deeper and deeper. He brought his left foot forward until it was alongside me, then shifted it up and brought it down on the back of my head!

And that was how he took me, thrusting into me steadily while making it absolutely clear to both my conscious and subconscious mind that he was in charge.

I was too exhausted to argue. I just gave in, gasping and moaning as he used my body.

My body felt as if I’d run a marathon. All the times my muscles had spasmed so violently had taken a lot out of it! Not to mention the wild emotions that had my mind soaring and sputtering again and again. My eyes were glazed, and I grunted each time his cock buried itself in my ass, my knees aching on the floor, my breasts throbbing.

He halted.

“Beg me to use your whore body,” he ordered.

“Please use my whore body, Master,” I moaned weakly.

Asshole, I thought dully.

His cock plunged into me repeatedly, impaling me each time. The foot on my head reminded me of who was in charge and how helpless I was, even if I wasn’t tied up.

His cock pistoned in and out, his hips striking my buttocks with jarring force until he finally finished inside me with a grunt of satisfaction. He halted, his cock buried inside me, and ground himself against me for long seconds before easing slowly back and out.
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I’m not sure how I went through all that and got back in time to get on the bus back to school. It had seemed, at the time, like it took hours and hours. It should have given how many times I’d come. But no, it only took a bit more than an hour.

I couldn’t even remember how many times I’d come in that hour, but they echoed in my mind, the power of those monster orgasms still making me twitch as I rode back to the college.

How had I agreed to all that? How had I not complained about the language he used, much less refused to use such language that denigrated myself? How had that actually excited me? I didn’t understand it at all!

My phone buzzed, and I took it out of my purse and checked it. It was an email from an unfamiliar address, but the name certainly struck a chord.

Your Master.

“Seriously!?” I half-whispered.

Who else but him could it be? I wondered why he’d send me an email when I’d only been there less than half an hour earlier, though. It had a link in it. Normally, I wouldn’t click on a link sent by unfamiliar numbers, but I did anyway. There was a delay, and then I saw myself.

My eyes widened as I realized it was me in the dungeon! It was me chained naked against the wall. And I was clearly riding the dildo, rutting back against it repeatedly, gasping and grunting in pleasure as I did so. The look on my face was dazed and full of heat and wonder.

I was partly horrified to see this, because, like the picture, I never let guys take videos of me during sex. Yes, I know they like souvenirs, but imagine if such things got out on the internet and someone I knew came across them?

And yet, here I was, clearly masturbating in a kinky dungeon, my face and voice showing how aroused I was even before the orgasm took me. I mentally cringed at seeing myself climax like that, and also at the knowledge that he must have been watching me at the time through the hidden camera I had not noticed.

But, well, I had to admit that I looked incredibly sexy, my breasts round and full, the nipples rock hard as I moved. The whole scene was very erotic. Super hot. But I had to hope he would be discreet with it because there was nothing I could say at this point that would change things. I could demand he delete it, but even if he agreed, there was no way for me to be sure he had.

Well, if he didn’t, it would be my fault. I never should have let him persuade me out of my clothes and into his kinky sex game. It was hard to regret it, though. He’d shown me what pleasure my body was capable of, and I was not going to be so easily satisfied with sex again

I felt very strange, though. I mean, at first, when he’d led me back upstairs, I was relieved. Because, you see, a small part of me hadn’t been entirely certain he would let me go! He had, though. But then the world had seemed kind of dull and ordinary.

I’d just had the most thrilling experience of my life. Everything else was going to seem so mundane, so ordinary.

Of course, I had a business card in my bag with an address in the city.

His townhouse.

It was quite ancient, he had said, going back many centuries.

I wondered if it had a dungeon. And I wondered what he’d do to me if I called the number on the card.

End
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Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? Contact me and 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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{
	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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