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Breaking up messes with your emotions. Even if you wanted it to happen. Even if it was your decision. It still messes you up, at least temporarily. And the longer you’re together, or the more surprising the breakup, the longer the effects last.

I had always liked to think I was above such things. Cool, calm, and collected, that’s me. Stuff happens, and you have to learn to adjust. 

That was arrogance, and in part, was because I’m usually the one who dumps the guy, not the other way around. I have, uhm, high standards. I always have. In part, that’s because I’ve always had the idea that I was a pretty good catch, wanted, lusted after. I have never had trouble getting a date. My problems have always been in gracefully refusing dates.

Look, I’m human. People have been telling me I’m cute, and then beautiful, and then hot, as long as I can remember. The girls were jealous of me, and the boys wanted me even in junior high. And that only got more pronounced in high school.

In fact, I took that for granted to the point I just kind of shrug off compliments. I know it sounds kind of arrogant, but when someone tells me I’m beautiful, my emotional reaction is like, yeah, I know. It’s like ‘Hey, did you know you have brown shoes on?” Yes, I know. Of course, I know! 

Do people imagine I have no mirrors? That I can’t see what I look like, what my body looks like, and compare myself to others?

So, given all that, why shouldn’t I have high standards in a boyfriend? If tons of guys are eager to be my boyfriend, why shouldn’t I be choosy?

Of course, what I’m looking for has changed over the years. But it started to shift to ‘intelligent’ sometimes in my third year in high school. From then on, I wanted guys with some brains. Oh, sure, I wanted cute ones, too, but no dummies, please. By my fourth year, I had added ‘sensitive’ and ‘socially aware’, as well as ‘college-bound’.  

And, of course, I wanted them to be at least reasonably well-off. Not rich, but they definitely needed a decent car. They needed to be a nice dresser. They definitely needed to respect women and treat me with respect. They had to be a good dancer. They had to want to spend time with me and not just their friends. They couldn’t be obsessed with sports or video games (ick!). They couldn’t be messy eaters. They had to shower daily, have nice hair, and have no tattoos. 

I myself am an intelligent, confident woman. I can play the piano and am working on the Cello. I’m also studying Spanish. I was an honor graduate at my high school and class valedictorian. I’m taking pre-law at university.

And I look like I look.

I have an oval face with long auburn hair that I usually keep either perfectly straight – except, of course, for curving gently in towards my neck as it nears my shoulders, or in a kind of half-up-half-down style that keeps it tidier.

I’m tall (for a girl), lithe, athletic, and fit. I exercise regularly and eat properly. I have perfect teeth, full lips, and breasts that are perfectly sized. By that I mean, they’re big enough to be noticeable, to draw attention, to impress, but not so big that they are saggy or make me top-heavy. 

And I can deep throat. So there.

I took modeling lessons when I was younger but got bored with the whole idea. I’m too smart to be a model. But the lessons did teach me how to walk gracefully and do my hair and makeup properly. Not to mention the fundamentals of stylish dressing.

Sean Foster seemed like the perfect boyfriend. He was sweet, sensitive, caring, communicative, and respectful. He had excellent taste in clothes, was already in law school, had a nice car, was progressive on social issues, and was quite attractive. I had very quickly come to think of him as the perfect boyfriend.

I had even started to fantasize about a possible future together. Why not? I am an adult now. It was time to plan ahead, to consider such things. And besides, while I’m careful to make decisions based on cool logic, my mind is sometimes given to flights of fancy.

When it came to sex, well, he was a guy. Which meant he was always wanting it. I was usually able to satisfy him with oral because I generally found sex to be kind of icky and not very satisfying. Being naked with him made me... uncomfortable. I wasn’t sure how to position myself, not sure of what to say. Guys are so sensitive that you have to be very careful!

And to be honest, I’m not a great actress. I’m not used to trying to conceal my thoughts or beliefs, which meant I was really not the best when it came to faking that I was enjoying myself. I did try, though!

Being Sean, he had read articles on how to please women sexually, and I have to admit, he really did get quite good at oral. The problem wasn’t his lack of effort or skill. It was me. I just wasn’t really into sex. There were a ton of other things I’d rather be doing at any given time. Like, say, reading a good book.

Still, it was a shock when he dumped me. He made the right “it’s me, not you” noises, but it was me. As I found out from others. He described me as a cold fish and a ‘dead fuck’. And he almost immediately took up with a blonde cheerleader.

So yes, I was hurt. And then I fumed about the things he was saying! I was highly indignant and angry about him trying to hurt my reputation. I was also affronted that he’d taken up with a blonde bimbo. Apparently, intelligence, style, and sophistication weren’t things he particularly valued compared to a blonde who could fake orgasms better than me!

All of which I plead is the proper context in which my behavior should be judged when Lance Polanski (what a truly bleh name) showed up in my apartment while I was wearing nothing more than a towel.

Normally, just the name would be a big nope for me. Can you imagine having to tell people your boyfriend’s name was Lance Polanski? It doesn’t exactly give sophistication vibes, does it?

How does a man show up in your apartment by surprise? Simple. All you have to do is be a renter. Then you occasionally get these notices telling you that someone or other will be entering your apartment to inspect something or other or make repairs to something or other on a given date.

Which I had received but forgotten in my emotional reaction to getting dumped.

I live in an older building. It’s so old that it has really high ceilings. But it’s been renovated to make it more modern. They had taken what was a bleh bachelor and raised almost half the room seven feet up off the floor. Then they’d put a space for a double bed on top, with built-in cupboards along the walls.

Underneath that is the small bathroom, which has a shower. The toilet and sink are together in the same little room. There isn’t really any division or enclosure for the shower. It’s very modern. There’s also a closet beside it. And then on its other is the tiny kitchen. Which is basically just a counter with a small fridge and a microwave. No stove. Though I have a toaster oven. 

The building is heated by radiators, and that was what they were inspecting. That was what Lance Polanski was inspecting when I met him, wearing a small towel.

He was not a man I’d have paid any attention to if I’d seen him. Yes, he was quite tall and very broad-shouldered. He was okay-looking, but not particularly handsome. He had no real education. I highly doubted he was very progressive politically. He was a plumber, for God's sakes!

I had lingered in the shower, consoling myself at how sexy I was by sliding my fingers over my slick, naked skin, cupping and squeezing my breasts, and then, afterward, posing in sexy poses for the mirror. I was reminding myself how hot and desirable I was, no matter what Sean might think.

As for sex, making myself available had always been enough, but maybe I should be more open to, uhm, well, more enthusiastic sex. I had toweled my hair dry but it was still damp and tangled, and then I’d wrapped the small towel I had used (waste not, want not) around my middle to exit the little bathroom and let it get less humid.

Often enough, I just go out naked, but at least on this day I at least had the towel.

I slid the door open, stepped out into the little hall, and headed for the front room and almost literally ran into Polanski. Of course, I screamed in surprise and sudden fear. But almost at once, I took in the T-shirt, with the name of the rental company, and remembered that they were supposed to come to look at the radiators today.

But I stumbled back and tripped, and almost fell, and he reached out to grab my arm to keep me from falling even as I partly lost control of the towel.

“Shit!” I exclaimed, quickly pulling my arm away from him and adjusting the towel.

Of course, he’d already seen at least one of my breasts!

“Sorry,” he said. “I’m from Bonam and inspecting the radiators. You should have gotten notice, Miss Cameron.”

“I forgot!” I shouted half, extremely embarrassed. “And it’s Ms.!”

“Okay. Don’t yell at me. Not my fault.”

He was very unperturbed. Nor did he even have the manners to look away! He was, in fact, smiling. And his eyes kept flicking down to the towel!

“You could at least look away!” I exclaimed.

“You’re beautiful and half naked. Why the hell would I look away? You think I’m gay?”

“I-It would be the gentlemanly thing to do!”

“I’m not a gentleman.”

“That’s obvious!”

“I’m a straight guy who loves to see sexy, half-naked girls.”

Like I said, I usually don’t react to compliments, but I was vulnerable just then.

Sure, he was beneath me, a big, macho blue-collar type. But today, I appreciated being called sexy and beautiful. More importantly, the very obvious interest in his eyes was flattering just then.

“You should be inspecting the radiator then, and not me,” I said firmly, scowling.

“You are way more interesting than any radiator.”

Which again was flattering to me just then.

“I doubt that’s what they pay you for.”

It felt very, very strange standing like I was, practically naked in front of a strange man. The alarm had faded, leaving embarrassment. But him clearly being impressed by what he saw helped soothe my ego from Sean’s rejection.

“I’d pay them for this,” he said with a grin.

“I’m not a stripper,” I said with another scowl.

“Too bad. You’d make a fortune, and then you’d be able to afford a better apartment.”

“I’m going to college to be a lawyer!” I said coolly.

“I bet strippers have more fun.”

“Why don’t you become a stripper then?” I sniffed.

“Too old.”

He was in his late twenties. And again, that was way too old for me. I was just twenty.

“Look, do you mind if I get by to get to my clothes?”

“Yes.”

He smirked but stood aside, and I walked warily past him. I mean, I wouldn’t put it past this kind of guy to grab my ass when I passed! He didn’t, though, and then I realized I had a problem. I had put what I’d been wearing in the hamper, which was in the closet back the other way. The rest of my clothes were up in the bedroom loft.

Up the ladder.

There was approximately zero chance I could climb the ladder in this small towel without him catching an eyeful of what was underneath. So, I halted suddenly. And since he was coming behind me, he banged into me a little, which made me lose my balance again and stumble.

And again, he reached out and grabbed my arm, and again, the towel came loose.

“Fuck!” I cried.

“Okay. Now?”

I shrugged off his hand and adjusted the towel again, keeping my back to him. My face got red again as I moved away and turned to scowl, my face even redder.

“Maybe you should come back another time.”

“This seems like a great time,” he said with a broad grin.

“I’m glad you’re entertained!”

“Me too. You have a great butt, by the way, Taylor.”

“I’m perfectly well aware of that!” I snapped. 

And I was becoming perfectly well aware that the crotch of his jeans was starting to bulge alarmingly.

“I suppose now you want to grab me by the hair and drag me back to your cave!” I said, scowling.

“Plumbers make good money in this city, Taylor. I moved out of the cave a while ago. In fact, my place is a lot nicer than this. It even has a bedroom you don’t need to climb up a ladder to get to.”

I glared. “I didn’t say you could use my first name!”

“I didn’t ask, but sure, go and get your clothes,” he said, sweeping his arm toward the ladder in a grand gesture.

“Oh, I bet you’d love that!”

“Yes, as a matter of fact.”

“Well, I’m not going to!”

“I’m okay with that too. But look, if you’re that embarrassed, I could let you wear my T-shirt. It’ll cover what needs to be covered.”

Before I could mock his gesture. As if I’d wear something right off a strange man’s back – he simply peeled his T-shirt up and over his head and held it out to me.

Of course, I didn’t take it! In fact, I stepped back in distaste.

But I have to admit, all of that male flesh had a surprising effect on me, almost instinctive, maybe. Sean had not exactly been skinny, nor the boys I’d dated before him, but none of them had been built like this guy. He wasn’t ugly like those bodybuilder types, but boy, he was very strongly built.

Very impressively built.

And I couldn’t restrain my mind from wondering if he was as nice to look at below the belt line.

And then there was the fact that this big man was half naked just a few feet in front of me, and I was half naked – more than half naked too!

And he wanted me. Oh, I could see that! I mean, I knew all men wanted me, but the erection was physical proof of it.

And so I suddenly felt this strange, startling urge to... well, not to have sex with him exactly, but uhm, not to flirt, exactly, but, oh geeze. I don’t know how to describe my suddenly confused mental state. But out of instinct, I sort of slapped at his hand. And he then pushed me back against the wall, his smile leaving his face at least.

I felt a rush of fear, an awareness of how big and strong he was compared to me. Well, that’s not quite right either. I’d known that from the start. But it had just gotten to the point of turning me on, and now it just as suddenly switched to fear.

“There’s a limit to how much bratty behavior I’ll take from a girl,” he said.

I half felt I should apologize, which again was a new thought to me since I rarely apologized.

“But I’ll take a kiss as compensation.”

That suddenly roused my indignation again, but before I could voice it, he leaned in and kissed me. And, surprising me again, it was a very good kiss. Even more surprising, it roused more of that sudden animal response I’d felt when he’d removed his shirt.

Maybe my consciousness was rejecting him and determined to show him I was an intelligent, sophisticated, capable woman who was far above him on the status chart, but my subconscious... and now my body, had other thoughts.

Which is why I didn’t instantly try to twist free. I was frozen by the confusion within me.

And he took this as a sign that I welcomed his attention, which a part of me certainly did, and kissed harder. That had multiple responses within me, as well. One part of me thought this was a great kiss, and he was starting to turn me on. Another part was dismayed, partly because he was beneath me, and partly because I shouldn’t be acting like a slut.

So, I was kind of frozen again. But then there was all that male flesh right in front of me, and I felt this almost irresistible urge to slide my fingers over it. Just to see how hard the muscles were there, you know. But of course, I had to hold the towel closed.

And then he reached down with very large hands, hands that weren’t soft like Sean's but work-roughened, gripped my wrists, and lifted them effortlessly up and away from the towel to press them back against the wall next to my head!

The only thing holding the towel in place was now the wall I was pressed against and his body!

And he eased his body back as he pulled his lips away!

The towel slowly loosened and began to slide apart, and then it did, leaving me naked before him, my heart pounding like a drum and my pulse racing! My face turned dark red again as he looked down at me, easily holding my wrists where they were.

“You are wasted as a lawyer,” he said. “It would be a gift to mankind if you became a stripper.”

Then he kissed me again to forestall the kind of snippy answer I would have given, and now his body pressed against me again, only it was my naked body!

Which meant his naked chest was pushing in against my naked breasts. And they began to positively throb! I could feel my nipples tingling!

His hands were still on my wrists, still very firm, but not rough, and they slid them up the wall and in above my head while I barely noticed, distracted by his lips on mine and his body pressed against me. Then he crossed my wrists to pin them in one hand, and as he eased back, the other hand slid down through my hair and then down to cup and squeeze my breast.

Sean had always been very careful and gentle with my breasts. Lance was neither. He wasn’t rough, either, not exactly. But he squeezed my breast firmly, and his big thumb easily stretched up so he could rub it across my rigid pink nipple.

His skin, as I said, was not soft. It felt almost uncomfortable to have his rough skin stroking my hard nipple, but the sensations it communicated were – electric! My nipple began to burn. Meanwhile, his lips were crushing mine, and it almost felt like they were trying to force my lips wider, like he wanted to climb inside!

I felt more than overwhelmed; I felt almost... conquered! He was so much bigger and stronger than me, so determined, so sexually aggressive! And it wasn’t that I wasn’t becoming more eager myself, it was just that I wasn’t used to this level of open sexual hunger and force!

When his hand slid up off my breast and around my neck, I felt a momentary flutter of panic, but it was clear he didn’t intend any harm to me. I’d heard of this sort of thing before, of course, though Sean had never dared to try it with me! It was a show of possession and dominance! His hand was tight around my neck, but it barely restricted my breathing at all.

Instead, it was just another powerful demonstration that he was the one in charge!

“Tell me you love cock,” he said in a soft, deep, aggressive voice, his lips only an inch from mine.

My response was confusion. What kind of a question was that anyway!?

“Say it,” he growled.

He tightened his grip around my throat, and his eyes bored into mine.

“I... I... I love c-cock!” I gasped.

He pulled back, and in an instant, he’d gripped my arm and spun me around to push me face-first into the wall.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom stingingly!

“Ah!” I gasped.

He jerked my hips back, then gripped the back of my neck to push my face against the wall.

“Put your hands up against the wall,” he barked.

Crack!

“Ow! Don’t!”

“Do as you’re told!”

I felt a sense of sputtering outrage, but I also put my arms and hands against the wall to avoid another slap! That stung!

Crack!

“Spread your legs!”

“Ow! That hurts!”

But I shifted my legs apart!

I heard his zipper go down. It was very loud in the otherwise quiet room. Then I felt his cock rubbing up and down along the tight, neat line of my sex.

“Tell me you want me inside you.”

“I-I... I do!” I gulped.

He jerked on my hair again.

“Say it.”

“I want you inside me!” I cried.

His cock slid up and down harder, slowly working its way up between the lips of my sex. But instead of entering me, it slid up so the head could rub against my clitoris.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

This was so bizarre!

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes!”

I felt very anxious, confused, and wary of more stinging blows. But I also felt a sense of dark hunger building inside myself, a breathless feeling of anticipation.

“Sexy college girl,” he said. “Sexy, slutty college girl looking for cock.”

“I am not!” I cried.

“Do you want a spanking?”

What another astonishing question!

“No!”

“Then don’t lie. Bad girls get spanked.”

“I’m a woman!”

Crack!

“Ow! Don’t!”

“You don’t tell me what to do, baby. I tell you what to do.”

He pulled back on my hair so that my head was forced to tilt way back, and at the same time, pushed in against the top of my back just below my chest. I felt my breasts pressing into the wall even as my hips remained outthrust, and more confusion seized me. What was he doing!? Why wasn’t he already inside me!?

“Gorgeous little college slut.”

He abandoned his cock for a moment, his right hand sliding over my hip and then around in front, reaching down my abdomen until he could grip his cock again. He rubbed the head up and down against me as he leaned in and nibbled on my earlobe.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you,” he half-whispered.

“I-I want your cock inside me!” I moaned.

“Sir,” he said. “Say it.”

I was baffled, but he twisted his fingers in my hair, and I gasped in pain.

“Obey.”

“Sir!” I blurted.

I felt the head dip into the mouth of my sex, pushing, felt myself spreading wider, then wider still. He was clearly thicker than Sean had been! That sent another rush of strange emotions through my mind. I felt him stretching me even more as he pushed harder, then started to sink deeper.

“Tell me you love cocks,” he whispered.

This man was crazy!

He jerked on my hair, and I gasped in pain.

“Obey!”

“I love cocks!”

His cock slid deeper still, then back, then in, then back, while his fingers started to brush my clitoris. They rubbed gradually harder, moving from side to side, then up and down, then around and around. This, too, was strange. His fingers were bigger than I was used to, and rougher.

Meanwhile, his cock was sliding up and down in just the front of my sex. And I wondered if he wasn’t longer, but of course, didn’t dare ask. I suspected he was, though. I had not yet felt his body pressed against my buttocks.

But the movement was rubbing the head deliberately across the front wall of my sex in behind my clitoris, and that seemed to be redoubling the sensations his fingers were causing. My body was already thrumming with sexual energy, far more than it ever had with Sean! And that was growing more powerful.

My mind was starting to melt under the rising heat, and my hips began to push back against him.

“Beg,” he growled. “Beg me to fuck you.”

God! He was outrageous!

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me!” I moaned.

“Sir,” he said, jerking on my hair. “Say it.”

“Sir!” I cried.

“Say, please fuck me, sir.”

Ohhhhh! Now I got it! Holy fuck! How had I not clued into this earlier!?

“P-Please fuck me, Sir!” I gasped.

His cock pushed deeper and deeper, and I shuddered, my hips jerking back as the muscles spasmed.

“Stuck-up college girl needing that cock inside her,” he taunted.

His cock slid deep; achingly, wonderfully deep! It filled me, thick and hard and hot and throbbing inside me! It felt incredible! He was definitely the biggest man I’d ever had inside me! And I’d never really thought that was important before!

Well, it’s not actually. And yet, it was!

Was there any end to his cock!?

I shuddered and moaned as I finally felt his hips pressed against my outthrust buttocks.

He ground his hips against me as his fingers rubbed my clitoris, and I realized, with shock, that I was almost ready to come! I’d never come during intercourse before!

And he started to show me what fucking meant! It wasn’t ‘making love’ like I’d done with Sean. This was an entirely different activity!

His cock moved in and out of her with longer and longer strokes, his hips slapping against her harder and harder until her entire body shuddered to the impact.

The orgasm exploded within me, and I cried out as the pleasure swept through my mind, an inarticulate cry of animal passion and wonder as the climax made my muscles spasm repeatedly and my hips buck back against him. The orgasm went on and on, longer, much longer than most, as his hips continued to pummel my backside and his cock continued to spear deep inside me.

I lost myself to that orgasm, gripped by wonder and bliss, and caring about nothing else. And as it slowly faded away, it seemed to rob me of all reason to live. My mind and body both sagged, though the latter still twitched and jerked.

His big cock slid out of me, and he stepped back. I had no idea why. I just stood there, wondering if I could work up the energy to move. I heard the click-click sound from behind me, and gasped, starting to turn my head but stopping.

“Don’t!” I moaned.

I knew he had taken a picture! But at least it was of my back and the back of my head!

Crack!

“Ah!”

“You obey. You don’t order.”

He stepped aside, and I turned my head in the other direction, but he wasn’t trying to get a picture of my face. Instead, he took a couple of steps up the ladder and snatched the cloth belt out of the loops of my dressing gown, which was hanging up there near the edge of the bed area.

He came back with it, and just as I started to slide my arms down, he grabbed one and pulled it behind me, then wrapped the belt around my wrist.

“Wh-what are you... doing?” I asked breathlessly.

He didn’t answer, just pulled my other arm behind me and wrapped the belt around that too. I felt a kind of psychic jolt as I realized he was tying my hands behind my back, and instinctively tried to jerk them back, but too late.

“You college girls learn the wrong things,” he said. “The most important thing you need to learn is how to please a man.”

That was exactly the sort of sexist bullshit I’d expect from some big, macho blue-collar type, but as I felt an upwelling of indignation and started to give him a piece of my mind, he swung me back from the wall and around, then pulled me towards the small sectional that served as my sofa and sat down.

He pulled me down onto the floor in front of him and then gripped my hair to draw my mouth in over his cock. 

Which I was finally able to see.

And wow! I was amazed he’d even gotten it into me with so little pain! It was long, and it was thick, and it was, to be honest, beautiful! He had very little hair, though not as little as me. But no blue-collar man was going to get his hair removed by lasers as I had done.

He gathered my hair in and held it tightly in a mass as he lifted his cock up so it stood straight up.

“Lick,” he ordered.

God, what arrogance!

But... well, I did. I was feeling indignant but also chastened by his strength and the willingness to use it. And I was tied up! That was still settling in! He could do anything he wanted to me! Of course, he could do anything he wanted to me, even if I wasn’t tied up, so that was some consolation.

“No,” he said when I started to take the head into my mouth. “Just lick.”

This was the first time any guy had ever not wanted me to take his cock into my mouth. But okay, I licked at it, licked up and down, but especially at the underside of the head. He, meanwhile, kneaded my breast and rubbed his thumb over my nipple.

“Beg.”

I hesitated, confused.

“Beg me to let you suck my cock.”

I guess I gaped at him. Like, that again was not something any guy had EVER even hinted he needed or wanted! It was more like the other way around, with them begging ME to suck their cocks!

But of course, he was into this kinky stuff, and I didn’t have any experience, and only a passing familiarity with it.

“I... Uhm, can I suck your cock, please?” I gulped uncertainly.

“Say, please may I suck your cock, sir,” he said.

Oh wow!

“Please may I suck your cock, Sir?” I asked, my voice a bit shaky.

“Spread your legs.”

I was confused once again, and he jerked on my hair.

“Obey!”

I gasped and shifted my knees apart.

“Wider.”

I pulled my knees wider.

“Good. Sexy college bitches like you should always spread your legs wide when you bend over. Just in case some man passing by decides to ram his cock into you.”

Jesus! What a sexist pig! Or was this... part of his kinky game stuff?

He pulled my mouth down onto his cock, and I slid my lips over it. I was eager to show that I could actually do something and wasn’t some virginal innocent. Though I had sudden doubts about whether I could take something this thick down my throat. I hadn’t gagged with Sean, but this was... big.

He continued to hold his cock at the bottom of the shaft as I began to slide my lips up and down. But then the hand in my hair began to push down, and pull up, confusing me, not to mention making me wince when he pulled on my hair. Did he want me to move faster? I started moving faster, and then he pulled up sharply, forcing my mouth off him.

“Sexy college bitch,” he said, rubbing his cock across my lips. “Tell me you love cock. Say it.”

“I-I ... I love cock,” I gulped.

He slapped his cock against my cheek.

“Sir,” he said.

“I love... I love cock, Sir!” I gasped.

He pulled my face forward, shoving his cock back into my mouth.

One of the things I’d liked about oral sex was that it made me feel a sense of power over the guy, like he was at my mercy, depending on what I wanted to do with my lips and hands wrapped around his cock. I wasn’t getting that feeling now. He was still entirely in charge.

Only this time, he pushed harder, and I gurgled as the head of his cock pushed into my throat. I instinctively tried to pull back, but his hand was too powerful, and his thick flesh slid deeper and deeper into my throat as my knees and feet kind of pawed at the floor.

“All the way down, little slave girl. You’re going to swallow every inch of my cock like a proper sex slave.”

A proper what!?

My lips slid down and down and down as I saw and felt a sense of awe growing even with the discomfort mounting. And then my lips were wrapped around the base of his cock! And he held me there firmly against him.

“Ahh, nothing like having your cock buried in the throat of a sexy college slut,” he sighed.

He squeezed my breast, then caught my nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched.

“Spread those legs wider,” he barked. 

I moaned and obeyed.

“Do you know how many guys who know you wish they were kneeling behind you right now? Every single guy you’ve ever met wishes he could stick it to you while you’re bent over like this.”

My head was starting to pound, and my chest was burning from lack of air.

He pulled up on my hair, and I stared dazedly as inch after inch of his glistening cock slid out of my mouth. And then I was off and coughing and gasping for breath as he rubbed himself against my lips and cheeks.

“Beg me to let you be my sex slave,” he said.

Okay, that was just a little too much.

“N-No way,” I gulped.

“Are you being a bad girl?”

“I’m a woman, not a girl!”

He gripped my arm and yanked me up into and across his lap.

Crack!

“Ow! Don’t!”

“Slave girls who are disrespectful get spanked.”

“Don’t you dare!”

Crack!

His hand palmed my sex, then his thick thumb pushed into me. That thumb was almost as thick as Sean’s cock had been, if you want the truth! It began to sort of rub up and down along the front wall of my sex as his other fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“You can’t resist me. Your body wants me inside you again. You’ll do anything to get my cock.”

“I-I will not!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Quit it!” I yelped.

His thumb pushed into me again, his fingers rubbing my clitoris.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“W-W-Won’t! I gasped.

His left hand was kneading my breast as his right made my lower body roll and squirm.

“Naughty girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Please!”

“Apologize.”

“For what?!”

“For being a naughty girl.”

Oh, God! How sexist!

“You’re a pervert!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! That stings!”

“I own your body. I can do anything I want to it.”

“Y-You do not!” I gasped.

Crack!

“You’re my sex slave.”

Crack!

“Ah! 

His big thumb pushed deep and brushed rapidly up and down against the front wall of my pussy as his fingers brushed rapidly to the side. I shuddered, and my hips jerked involuntarily at a rush of sensation.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you.”

“I-I doooo!” I moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me... Sir!” I gasped.

He pulled me up and further in against him, then seized my thigh and lifted me up fully off the floor onto the sofa, repositioning me so I straddled him. His left hand went around my neck, and he squeezed as he kind of lifted up against the underside of my jaw. I moaned and rose, and felt his cock rubbing against me.

Then he pushed it into me, and I sank slowly down.

“Ride my cock, slave girl.”

Fuuuuck!

I rose up and down, up and down, gasping and moaning as he roughly kneaded my breasts. He pulled me in against him, then started to hungrily suck and lick at my nipples, his lips opening wide and closing on the center of my breast as he sucked.

His hand dropped down, and his fingers found my clitoris as I rode up and down, up and down, panting and moaning as the heat rose.

This was all so insane!

His hand rose and wrapped around my neck – tight! He pulled me forward and kissed me fiercely as my hips continued to ride up and down on his cock.

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” he growled.

“I-I’m your bitch!” I croaked.

He kissed me again, then abruptly turned and threw me off onto my side on the sectional. He shifted himself, quickly lifting my left leg high into the air and pushing it back as he leaned in with one knee on the sofa. He slid his cock into me and then started to thrust hard.

His hand reached up and roughly kneaded my breasts, and even, outrageously, slapped them a couple of times! 

“Sexy little slut,” he said.

He thrust in hard and fast, and another orgasm welled up inside me and exploded. My mind was swamped in liquid heat, drowned, floundering. I gasped and grunted and cried out as he continued to thrust into me hard and fast. He was relentless!

And all I could do was lie there and take it, trembling and shaking and crying out dazedly as his big cock churned my insides to mush and drowned my brain in heat and pleasure.

And then it was over, and he was standing up, grinning, finding his pants as I lay there panting for breath, shell-shocked from the intensity of the orgasm.

“You’ll make a fine sex slave once you’re properly trained,” he said.

And then he left, without even untying me!

It took me a couple of minutes to get my head straight and recover my breath before I could get shakily to my feet. And then I had to confront the problem of being tied up! I cursed in frustration, then, after considering it, sat down again, then slumped low and slowly managed to work my wrists down under my butt. I pulled my legs out, and then my wrists were in front of me.

From there, it just took time to tug at one of the knots with my teeth, then jam it in against a nail that was on the wall and had held a picture once. I got it loose, then got it off, annoyed, but still filled with a strange sense of afterglow.

That was amazing!

I went to check to see that the door was properly locked, and then, my hair a tangled mess, I had to wet it down again before drying it and styling it properly.

My mind was consumed by what had happened. It had been degrading, outrageous, insulting, and yet it had also been the most exciting sex of my life. Nothing else even came close. Of course, it was also the sluttiest thing I’d ever done. I’d let some completely unsuitable... repair person... treat me like his slut and use my body for his pleasure!

What was almost worse was that it had been an incredible turn-on doing it. I’d never felt that kind of sexual excitement before. 

And I wanted to feel it again.

Which made me feel guilty again.

What was I, some kind of sex mad slut who’d do whatever some ignorant man told me just to get his cock? He’d made me beg! He’d made me say dirty, degrading things! Arrogant bastard!

But oh my God, it had been hot! Scalding hot! It made all the other sex I’d had in my life seem like dull, black and white compared to his brilliant, bright, ultra-high-definition color. And I couldn’t imagine how I was going to reproduce that.

Calling him was out of the question, even if I had his number. That would mark me as needy and cheap. I needed to find a suitable guy who would act like Lance had. A big guy. Maybe one of the athletes at school. Not a football player, those people were brainless, but maybe a swimmer. 

But how on earth, even if I found and started dating such a guy, was I going to get him to start doing, well, rough sex type stuff? There was no way in hell I was going to ask him to tie me up! He’d lose all respect for me! And imagine if word got out around school that I was some pathetic creature that wanted to be tied up and... and... abused!

No, no, it was impossible. I could try a dating app. But those were dangerous enough without suggesting I was looking for rough sex and being tied up! A solution just did not suggest itself.

Until two days later, that is.

“Radiator check!” a loud voice said, waking me up.

I blinked my eyes awake.

“Have to check the heat,” it called again.

It was HIM!

I gasped and sat bolt upright in bed. The sheets slid down, baring my breasts, so I jerked them up again. How the fuck does he manage to come in when I’m practically naked again!?

There was no ‘practically’ to it, actually. I was naked! Except for the sheet clutched to my body.

And then he climbed up the ladder, at least high enough to look over the edge.

“Well, hello,” he said.

“W-What are you doing back!? You already checked the radiator!”

“I got distracted by something.”

“Well... well, there’s no radiator up here!” I gulped, heart pounding.

“Are you sure?”

He climbed up another rung, then gripped the sheet down towards my foot and yanked it down.

I screamed as I was suddenly bared to his leering eyes, and kind of covered up with my knees and arms. Much to his amusement.

“What do you imagine I haven’t seen yet?” he asked.

I glowered at him, pulse racing.

“I brought something for you?”

“What?”

He grinned again. “Heat.”

He climbed up another step, and I licked my lips nervously, my mind swirling wildly. What did I want here?! Well, I wanted more of what had happened two days ago. But how did I get it without further damaging my dignity? 

“I could report you to the management,” I said in my best haughty voice.

He climbed up and put his knees on the foot of the bed, looking for all the world like a wild predator stalking me!

“How are you going to do that with no brains?”

I stared at him in confusion.

“I mean, if I fuck your brains out, you won’t be able to report anything.”

“You’re so crude!” I exclaimed in disapproval.

“Get on your knees.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I ordered you to,” he said, his eyes narrowing.

I licked my lips nervously, then a flare of heat went through me as I abandoned my pointless effort at hiding my body. He was right, after all. He’d seen and touched everything that mattered.

I rose to my knees on the bed as he sat back on his heels.

“Spread your legs.”

My heart was beating louder and louder as I uncertainly did as he told me.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

“Why!?”

“Do you want a spanking?” he growled.

I gulped and then obeyed.

“Elbows back.”

This was insane! I was... posing for him like some... I don’t know, artist’s model!

“Don’t. Move.”

He dropped onto all fours and crawled forward onto the mattress, then took the center of my left breast into his mouth, sucking and licking on it, his tongue making my already stiff nipple pulse and tingle. He shifted to the other, and now his teeth dug into my soft flesh, almost but not quite biting me!

His mouth went down, kissing and nibbling on my lower chest, then my belly, then my abdomen. His hands suddenly gripped my thighs and yanked hard, and I yelped in surprise as he pulled my legs out from under me to drop me to my back!

His lips moved lower, his big arms pushing my thighs wider as his thumbs spread the lips of my sex. Then his tongue slid into me, twisting and turning, dipping and wriggling before sweeping up across my clitoris.

Oh, my God! I shuddered and gasped aloud as his tongue swept across it again and again, swirling and licking with astonishing strength. His big hands slid forward and folded around my breasts, squeezing and kneading them continuously as his tongue attacked me!

My mind was starting to melt, the wild flare of sensations between my legs growing worse and spreading up through my body as I stared up at the low ceiling, moaning helplessly.

He shifted his mouth off me, though, his mouth moving up my body, sucking and licking at my abdomen and belly and then my breasts again. Then higher still, along my throat and up along the nape of my neck to my earlobes. He gripped my wrists and shoved them up against the top of the bed.

Not that it was actually a bed. It was a depression in the ‘floor’ of the loft so the top of the mattress was almost level with the foot or so of space that framed it. At the head of the bed was a fake headboard. Something to sort of look like one. It was fully attached to the wall, but it did still have thick wooden spokes or spindles, and in seconds, he had tied some kind of soft rope around one, then pinned my wrists together and tied them in place!

“A-Afraid I’ll hurt you?” I gulped, chest tight with excitement.

“You’re an undisciplined slave girl. So, it’s best for you to be tied up until you learn better.”

“I’m not your slave girl, you pervert.”

He peeled his T-shirt up and off and tossed it behind him, then undid his jeans and shoved them down to let his cock spring up thick and alive and hungry!

He slid down atop me, letting his cock press against my belly, then lay his body down, pressing me heavily into the mattress. He grabbed my hair and roughly kissed me, his cock squeezed between our bodies as his lips moved passionately against mine.

His big hands and fingers captured my hair and head, trapping me as his mouth sought to devour me! His chest pressed down against my throbbing breasts as his cock ground into my belly.

“Sexy little college bitch,” he growled.

His right hand came in around my neck as his lips drew back.

“Tell me you want my cock inside you.”

“I-I want your cock inside me!” I gasped.

His hand tightened enough that my eyes felt as if they were bulging a little.

“Beg. And call me sir,” he growled.

I gasped helplessly. “Sir!” I gasped. “Please fuck me, Sir!”

He grinned and rose up and back on his heels, then gripped my already widespread legs and forced them wider. He pinned them apart with his knees and then rubbed his big cock up and down along the line of my sex.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

I gulped, my lips pursed, my lower muscles wanting to grind myself up against him. If he wasn’t pinning my thighs down so firmly, I would have!

“Say it, little bitch.”

He leaned in and gripped my nipples, rolling them between his thumbs and forefingers, then pinched them.

“Ah! That hurts!”

“Obey!”

“I’m your bitch!” I cried.

His fingers stopped pinching, rolling, and stroking my nipples again.

“Say it again, but call me sir.”

“I’m... I’m your bitch... Sir,” I gulped.

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

He pinched lightly, and I gasped.

“I’m your... I’m your slut, Sir!” I moaned.

He released them, and his cock pushed firmly against me, then harder, spreading me open as it slowly pushed into my body. I shuddered as he leaned forward more and more, then half-fell atop me. His cock pushed fully inside me, forcing a gasp of pain and pleasure from my open mouth, and then it was covered by his.

I felt his long, thick, solid flesh inside my body! His hand slid around my throat again, his other hand grasping a fistful of hair as his lips ravished mine! I was so utterly... helpless! And that gave me a bit of a jolt of fear, but surrounding that fear was a wild rush of heady excitement.

I moaned into his mouth, trying to kiss him back with the same fervor he was kissing me, but my body was losing energy as if he were drawing it from me. The passion was growing like a pressure inside me threatening to explode!

His hips ground against me as he kissed me, at first, then started to rise and fall, rise and fall, faster, driving him achingly, wonderfully deep, then grinding against me.

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair, his lips moving along the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!” he growled.

“I-I-I’m your... your... b-bitch!” I gasped.

He tightened his hand on my neck.

“Sir!” 

“Sir!” I moaned. I’m your bitch, Sir!”

He thrust harder, and I gasped and grunted and shuddered at every deep stroke.

“Tell me you’re my whore!”

“I’m... I’m your whore, Sir!” I gasped.

God! Had I really said that!?

“Tell me you’re my slut.”

“I’m your slut!” I moaned.

He drew up and back, then gripped my legs in his big, strong hands, lifting them up and forcing my knees back and apart. In seconds, my lower legs were on his shoulders as he leaned into me. And then I felt his thumb on my clitoris, and I was gone.

I cried out with pleasure, then cried out even louder before his hand choked the sound down. His thumb was rubbing my clitoris as his hips drove his big spear of a cock into my trembling body hard and fast. And my mind was blown away by the explosive force of the orgasm that tore through me.

He squeezed my neck so that I couldn’t breathe at all, my head feeling ready to explode. And when he eased up, I sucked in ragged breaths of air, dazed, my mind rolling over and over again with the storm of sensation.

He released my neck as the orgasm faded and gripped my legs again, this time my ankles, forcing them back as he leaned forward further. I gasped and moaned, panting, my eyes glassy as he jammed my lower legs back over my shoulders, pushing down with such force it raised my buttocks up.

Then he really started to fuck me! His hips came down hard and fast, smacking my taut buttocks, his cock pistoning inside me as I gurgled and moaned and shuddered at the overpowering force of his lust! He pushed back and down so that I felt the pillow against the backs of my toes, folding me in half as his powerful body battered away at me.

Again, this was like no sex I’d ever had. Sex was between two people. But this was just him using my body! Using it forcefully, savagely, ruthlessly! I was like a cork tossed on a storm-tossed sea, helpless and unthinking.

I felt my ankles forced in tighter and closer together, and then he managed to grip them with one big hand. The other went down around my neck again as his lips mauled mine.

And I came again! It was sudden, shocking! I’d only had an orgasm like two minutes earlier! It seemed impossible! But I was swept away by it again, crying out my choked cries around his hand as his cock continued to plunge deep into my body, churning me into mush!

He pounded me through it, then drew up and back, letting my legs fall free. But almost instantly, he grabbed them and flipped me onto my belly, then yanked up on my hips, raising me to my knees.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp slap to my bottom.

“Tell me you love cock.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Say it, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Ah! I love cock!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Sir.”

“I love cock, Sir!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, Sir!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Spread your legs, college bitch.”

I jerked my knees apart, and he pushed forward against me, forcing my knees forward, forcing my hips up higher, bowing my body more. I felt his cock pushing into me again and groaned as he started to thrust.

I was losing my mind! 

His cock plunged into me as his hips pounded against my buttocks. 

I felt his fingers combing through my hair, then yanking it back.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, Sir!” I cried.

Crack!

“Tell me you’re my slave bitch.”

“I’m your slave bitch, Sir!” I gasped.

He folded his big body down atop mine while grinding his hips against my buttocks. His cock shifted and twisted inside me as his left arm slid in under my chin, then his hand went up and back, catching my neck in the crook of his powerful, heavily muscled arm.

“Again, slave girl!” he growled, his lips next to mine.

His other hand pushed in under my raised hips, his fingers finding my clitoris. My body jerked as they began to rub against me.

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m your bitch slave, Sir!” I gasped dazedly.

His hips hammered my buttocks.

“Again, slut.”

“I’m your slave bitch, Sir!”

I came again! My body began to jerk violently, my muscles spasming as they tried to drive me back harder against his cock. Again, I felt utterly overwhelmed with him. He was atop me, behind me, his arms around me, his big cock inside me! And all I could do was gurgle and gasp and sob with dazed passion as the orgasm tore through me.

It was like I was lost. I wasn’t me anymore. I was reduced to some instinctive female animal being mounted and used by a savage beast! 

And somehow, I was wallowing in it!

The orgasm left me shell-shocked. All I could do was gurgle dazedly as he continued to pound against me. He withdrew his arm, rising up and back on his knees, letting me breathe more easily. Then his foot came down on my head! On my fucking head, mushing my face into the mattress!

“Sexy little slave bitch,” he growled.

Crack!

I moaned at the slap, then again, too weak in mind to care enough to protest.

“Slave bitch!”

I didn’t care. Let me be his slave bitch. That was fine. 

I just floated and bounced atop the bubbling, churning cauldron of heat, hardly capable of rational thought.

A final orgasm hit, almost knocking me out! I was stunned, my mind overloaded. And all the rough it came that hard pounding against my buttocks, that hard thrusting inside me. And finally, he came as well, grunting and gasping as he rammed himself into me and spent himself.

Crack!

“You’ll be an excellent slave bitch when I’m done with you.”

I just groaned weakly as he leaned forward and untied the rope from the spindle. Then he moved away, moved back. I ignored whatever it was he was doing. I sensed he was getting out of the bed, or off the mattress anyway, so he must be going down the ladder.

Then I felt his hands on my ankles, pulling, sliding me bodily along the mattress, pulling my legs out over the edge and down. He was standing on the ladder. He slid me back further until I would have fallen, and did fall, but it was into his arms as he jumped down off the ladder.

He lowered me to the floor almost immediately, to my knees with my back against the ladder as he tied the rope off against one of the rungs, then seized my hair.

I gasped dazedly as he pulled my mouth in against his cock, but instinctively began to lick and suck. I had no decisions to make, after all. I did whatever he told me, whatever he showed me, whatever he wanted me to.

He pulled his flaccid cock up and directed my mouth to his balls, and then pulled me in as I sucked them into my mouth. I moaned as I sucked and licked at them, my face jammed against his groin. I had no way to protest this crude treatment. But more importantly, I had no desire, no thought to do so.

I sucked and licked his balls, and then his cock until he grew hard. And then he tilted my head back and drove himself down my throat. I gurgled weakly but accepted this, my throat aching as he buried himself and jammed my face in harder against his groin.

He held still for long seconds, as if to demonstrate his total control over me. Then he drew back and started to pump slowly in and out, fucking my throat. My head was pounding and my chest burning, and when he pulled free, I gasped for breath while he rubbed my face against his cock and balls. Then he pushed back into my throat and pumped in and out again, using long strokes.

He pulled out, leaving me gasping for breath, and then dropped to his knees, lifting my legs up and pushing them back against my chest, then used some rope left over from what was tied around the rung to bind my ankles up there above me.

He thrust into me, fucking me again, hard, ruthless. One hand was around my neck, the other roughly mauling my breasts. And every minute or thirty seconds – it was hard to measure time – he stopped.

“Tell me you’re my slave bitch, college girl.”

“I’m your slave bitch, Sir!” I gasped.

Then he’d resume, hammering me against the ladder until he stopped again.

“Tell me you’re my slave bitch, slut.”

“I’m your slave bitch, Sir!” I moaned.

I don’t know how many times I had to say it. Honestly, it became almost automatic as passion and heat overwhelmed me once again. I gave myself to it with an exhausted sense of bliss and let him do whatever he wanted to my body.

I came again.

I’d never been so dazed, so mentally worn out. I just sat there on my tailbone, my ankles up above my head as he took several pictures. I didn’t even protest. He grinned and untied my ankles, then kissed me on the forehead.

“I’ll be back, you sexy college slut. And maybe I’ll bring friends.”

I grunted weakly as he got dressed and left. I sat on the floor for long minutes before getting to my shaky knees, gripping the ladder hard to get up, then stumbling to the sofa and half-falling into it. I looked at my bound wrists and shook my head.

I’m losing my fucking mind, I thought.

I used my teeth to pull the knot loose, then unwrapped it and sprawled back on the sofa, naked, still more than a little shell-shocked.

Holy fucking Christ!

After a few more minutes, I got up and checked the door. It was locked. I shook my head and took a shower, then had a coffee. I didn’t have to bother with my morning workout today, that was for sure.

Was he just going to keep showing up and... and using me like his whore? I doubted he meant it about bringing friends, but I couldn’t be sure. So, what was I to do about this? Then I realized I could just put the chain on the door. He wouldn’t be able to let himself in then. Oh, sure, he could break through that easily enough, but it would make a lot of noise, and it would be... well, a step further than he’d done so far. 

I decided then and there that I would not only put the chain on the door, but I would also have to find one of those steel bar things to prop under the door handle so he couldn’t get in without my allowing him.

That resolve lasted until that night, when I looked at the door before going up to my bed. I looked at it for almost a full minute, then I climbed up into the sleeping loft without putting the chain on, without putting any kind of bar to block the door.

I felt a shudder of unease as I settled naked into my bed, but with it came a crackle of sexual excitement. Would he come in again tomorrow morning? If so, what would he do to me? 

What if he brought someone else with him!?

No, no, that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t likely to come back so soon. He’d had his fun this morning. He surely had work to do.

Slave bitch! What a vile, degrading term for a woman! I would have to talk to him about these... these things he said and made me say.

The next time he showed up.

END
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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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	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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