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“I will have supper for you when you get home, honey. Please be careful, because those black clouds look ominous and I think we both know what that means.” This part of the country was known to have some wild weather that was unpredictable in nature and not even the weatherman could come up with a reasonable preventative measure.

“I’m only about half hour away, so I don’t think it’s going to be an issue. I do have to tell you that I have made some headway with the bank and they are considering my proposition to take part of our farm and make it into a solar business. I don’t think we’re going to get any answers for a little while, as we both know that red tape is a bitch to cut through in the best of circumstances.” I could hear the crackle on the phone, which always indicates that there is lightning on the way.

“All we can do is wait for the answer to come and then we will have to deal with it together. I think it goes without saying that I am with you 100%, and whatever happens we will stand toe to toe like we always do.” It wasn’t my dream to become a farm owner, but when love strikes, there’s virtually nothing you can do. My heart was his from the moment he walked into the diner where I worked, and I think we both knew that we had found our soul mates from the moment that we laid eyes on each other.

“It looks like it’s going to start raining any second now. What the hell is that?” I heard the screeching of his tires and then twisting of metal. The sound made my heart leap in my chest, and all the breath in my body was caught in my throat wondering what was happening to my wonderful husband Harry.

The line was still open and I could hear what sounded like crackles of electricity. “Harry... Harry...talk to me...Harry.” A crack of thunder made the lights blink and just like that the phone went dead. I must’ve stood and stared at it unmoving or doing anything at all for a very long time, until I finally shook myself out of the shock long enough to call the authorities and tell them what happened. They told me that they had somebody in the area and would check it out and get back to me.

When I heard the sound of crunching along the gravel driveway, I thought for sure that it was Harry, but then I opened up the curtains and that jubilation of seeing his wonderful face changed to a mask of worry. Instead of my husband’s pickup truck, there were flashing lights of a police car, as Sergeant Mccloskey got out with this somber look on his face.

Racing over to the door, I threw it open and came face to face with him. He put his hands on my shoulders and began to speak. “I’m sorry Simone, but I have terrible news. I don’t know quite how to say this, so I am just going to say it. Harry’s car was found off the road and the emergency crews reached him as fast as they could, but he was pronounced dead before they even reached the hospital.” I fell to my knees with my fists vainly pounding on his uniform, crying and letting go of the grief that was now taking me over.

He led me into the living room and sat with me for as long as it took to calm me down. I thought that was nice of him, because he really didn’t have to, but he was showing compassion and care for what I was going through. It must’ve been an hour before I finally had no more tears to give, wiping my face and then standing with a fortitude and strength that I was going to have to find deep down inside in order to keep going. Harry would want me to stand on my own two feet and he had literally taught me everything there was to know about running this place.

“Stanley, I appreciate everything that you have done and I will be down tomorrow to make an identification. I think I just need to sleep now, so I will ask you to leave.” I stood and showed him the door, as he bowed and put on his hat in order to go back out to his car in the driving rain. I felt like I was somebody else, going through the motions and not at all the woman that I once was. Then again, the meek and mild young woman that stood by her husband’s side was now going to have to transform herself into something that she didn’t recognize. I felt that change come over me, taking a deep breath and going upstairs to the loneliness of my bedroom and the emptiness of my bed.

That night, I slept with one of his shirts lying beside me, so at the very least I could smell him and feel his presence. It was a cold comfort, but it was the only thing I had at the time.

Over the next few days, I managed to get through the funeral and the identification of my husband’s body, not to mention the many sad wishes that I got from the town folk. I was starting to get tired of everybody saying that they were sorry and that my husband was a good man. There was even a moment that I wanted to lash out, but steeled myself and continued to move on, but just feeling like I was going through the motions.

I knew that I had to do this on my own, which meant that I was going to have to continue the work that he had just started.

My first stop was of course the bank, but I had a feeling that things were not going to go very well in the face of his demise.

Joseph Lewiston, the owner of the bank, sat down with his glasses in one hand and a Kleenex in the other to clean them. He glanced at the screen and then raised his head to put his eyes on me. “Mrs. Danvers, I understand your loss and I sympathize, but without your husband around to help, how can you possibly say that you can finish the work that he promised? I don’t see how you are going to do this by yourself, but maybe there is something that I can do about that. What I think you need is somebody young and strapping to give you a hand and there just so happens to be a young man in town that came in during that storm. He is staying at our house for the time being, but we really don’t have the room and frankly, I think that he would help you out a great deal. Let’s revisit this next month, after you have had a chance to reevaluate your situation.”

“I don’t know what to say, but I was expecting a lot less compassion.”

“Harry was a dear friend, and I feel it’s my duty to try to help you get on your feet. This contract with the government for this type of work is very lucrative and could mean a lot of money for the economy as a whole. We feel that your husband’s proposal was worth looking at and we are going to be damned if we throw it to the wayside so easily. I will send Peter out to your house tomorrow morning. He is very handy, and has a knack for anything with electronics.”

That morning, I opened the door to see this man with blond hair, wearing a red and black checkered plaid shirt, which was a little too small for him and a pair of blue jeans that seemed like they were painted on his body. “Mr. Lewinston told me that you might be looking for some help.” My eyes traveled down his sculpted body and the one thing that was very clear was that this young man was a piece of eye candy. I’m not saying that I had any designs to do anything with him, because that would only go against the memory of my husband. What I was saying was having him around wasn’t going to be a bad thing, especially if he was as good as Mr. Lewinston said he was.

“I hope that you can help, because I’m not sure if I can do this on my own. There’s just a lot of technical jargon that doesn’t make all that much sense to me. With your help, I might be able to actually do this, but first I need to know if you actually know what you’re doing. Take a look at what’s on my husband’s computer and tell me what you think.” I brought him to the back room where my husband was using it for an office, and he sat down and began to peruse the contents of the files with a keen eye and attention to detail.

I was standing behind him, with my hands on his shoulders, feeling the sinewy hard muscles that would greet my fingers. “I believe that your husband had the right idea, but with a few tweaks I think that I can make it even better than it was. I do want to tell you how sorry I am about your husband’s passing.” For a stranger that I had just met, I really felt like he really meant that, and his voice showed a genuine concern for my loss. I couldn’t understand how he could do that without knowing me, but I was grateful for his concern nonetheless. “I should be able to have this entire thing up and running in the next couple of weeks. In fact, if you were to give me a hand, I might be able to get it done a whole lot sooner than that. All I ask is for a place to stay and three square meals a day.”

Actually, since the economy went into the toilet, my husband had been converting the room above the garage into an apartment. He wanted to have it ready in time for the fall season when the transplants from around the country would be coming here for university studies. Our place was less than an hour’s drive from the campus, and my husband was always going into town in the morning to get supplies, so getting them there was not a problem. They would have to find their own way back, but that would no doubt come from the bus that drove right by here at around 6:00 PM in the evening.

That was still a few months away, but for the most part Harry had finished most of the renovations himself, and all that was left was some drywall and a little bit of electrical. “I have a place that you can stay, but it’s not exactly perfect by any means. If you think that you can make it work, then I would be glad to have you stay around for a while.” I took him up to the room, giving him the key and watching as he walked through the place.

“I believe that I can make this work and I can see that your husband was what you would call a jack of all trades.” I wasn’t sure why he said it like that, but maybe it was just a figure of speech. 

“Peter, if you want to freshen up before dinner, I should have everything on the table by the time you come down. I hope that you are a meat and potatoes kind of guy and not some kind of vegetarian.” He gave me this sheepish smile and for a moment I got lost in his blue eyes.

I went downstairs, made supper, and then he came down a short while later and sat and ate without saying much of anything. This was a little unusual, considering that you would think that he would want to say something about his life. I tried to coax something out of him about his past, but he was very evasive and tried to change the subject at every turn. I figured that he was running from something, but then again everybody was running from something from their past. It was just human nature to have baggage, things that you didn’t want anybody to know and wanted to take to your grave with your last breath.

“I should get back up to the room, as I would like to finish the electrical work before I go to bed. It shouldn’t take me any more than a couple of hours and you really do feel the heat out here.” I had noticed that he was sweating on the brow and small droplets of that sweat were now coursing down his muscular stomach underneath the shirt. There was a brief instant that I wanted to reach out and rip open that shirt, but I stopped myself before I did anything that I would regret in the morning. It was nice to have a strong man around me once again and even though I had this ache to feel his hands on me, I just couldn’t do it.

That night, I was getting ready for bed and looked out my window to see that he was shirtless inside the room above the garage and apparently he had just come from having a shower. The towel was wrapped around his waist, but my eyes were on a certain muscle below his waist. I thought I was seeing things, but the thing began to move like it was some kind of snake slithering around underneath the thin material of that towel.

Shaking my head, I looked again and saw that the movement of his manhood was now a solid bulge. I thought for sure that I was safe in the confines of my room and that I could see him without being seen. I started to touch my breasts, letting the robe that I had on fall onto the floor at my feet, until I was naked and exploring my body. Hiding in the shadows was naughty, but I found the experience exhilarating, until finally I was dipping one finger into my hot core. Biting my lip, I watched as this piece of hunky meat walked around his room and then the inevitable happened.

The towel was removed, making my eyes go wide at the implications of what I was seeing. It was almost identical to my husband’s, with the same curvature at the top that was able to hit my g spot with no difficulty at all. I was mesmerized, with my finger slowly exploring the recesses of my love nest, feeling the buildup of excitement come over me in waves, until I was falling onto my knees as they buckled underneath me. “Mmmmmpphhhhhh.” I was able to stifle my release with my knuckle in my mouth and this was the first time since my husband was buried that I was able to find pleasure.

I came back to my senses, only to see that he was looking at me and his eyes were glowing a brilliant yellow color. It didn’t remain for long, but I chalked it up to a play on the light of the moon. I thought for sure that he could see me, because he was staring out the window, almost as if he could see my naked form in the darkness of my room. He soon turned around and went back into the bedroom, closing the door and leaving me to wonder what else he could do with the instrument that he was packing.

That night was so hot that I twisted and turned in the sheets, bunching my hands in the fabric and thinking about him in a not so subtle way.

I suddenly awoke with a terrible start, looking up into these bright lights that were shining down into my eyes. I tried to move but there was something holding me down, and I began to panic with the thrashing of my body into the air. I was breathing heavy and there was a fine sheen of sweat on my skin, but I was lying on something cool. I was barely able to lift my head, as I looked down over the swell of my breast to see that I was on some kind of table in the middle of a white room.

The most terrifying part was that these tentacle like things were coming out of the wall on both sides of me. I tried to scream but nothing came out, and then I felt them touching me, moving around my nipples and suddenly feeling like there was somebody sucking on the tips.

The tentacles had these pink suction like lips that were now attached to my body, while another one was slinking its way down between my legs. I was terrified, but also in the back of my mind I was feeling quite aroused, and the feeling of those things sucking my nipples felt really good. That was when the other tentacle began to spread me open and prod inside, with the smaller end pushing in and then being followed by the larger and thicker portion of it.

My eyes went wide, as that thing explored and felt the inner muscles of my pussy squeezing down on it. Unfortunately, it pulled free before I had a chance to experience that wonderful sensation of orgasm.

I woke up to find that I was still lying in bed after such a crazy dream. That was the last time that I was going to have pizza before going to bed. It felt so real, but it had to be a product of my vivid imagination running over time.

Climbing out of bed, I went over to the master bathroom, turning on the light and climbing under the hot spray of the shower. As I began to soap up my body, I noticed these very weird light pink marks around my nipples and on various parts of my body, including the inside of my thighs. It had to be some kind of heat rash and the next time that I went into town I would have my doctor look at them. I didn’t think there was anything to worry about, and it was possible that it would go away in a day, although they did remarkably remind me of that weird alien thing that I dreamt of.

I found Peter hard at work in my husband’s office and he really did seem to have a knack for what my husband had been working on. In the right light and angle, I could see my husband in his features, almost as if he was my husband 20 years ago. Perhaps that was the reason why I felt so comfortable with him, but I didn’t know if my feelings for him were a good idea. I could easily see myself falling for Peter, or at the very least jumping his bones and having my way with him. One night of pure bliss underneath the ministrations of his fingers and manhood would probably sustain me for months on end.

I don’t think he even knew that I was in the room with him, as he was concentrating so hard on what he was doing. “You are very beautiful and I think that you have the kind of body that I would love to make into my wonderland.” I thought that I was imagining those words coming from his lips, but then he was standing in front of me with his hand on my chin and his lips touching my own. It felt like I was betraying my husband, but the heat between us was undeniable. “Little one...you are never alone when I’m around.” It was eerie, but I could swear that he was saying the exact same things that my husband had said to me at one time. If I didn’t know any better, I would think that this young man was the reincarnation of my husband.

“I don’t think I can do this and I do apologize if I am sending you the wrong signals.” I pushed away from him, although it took everything in me to do it, but eventually I was going up the stairs and locking the door to my bedroom. I stayed there all day thinking about what he had said to me, how his hands felt on my face and the look of desire that made me want to take off all my clothes and let him do whatever he wanted.

That night, I dreamed of him, but this time I was on top of the same cold sterile table with my legs spread and his handsome face over top of me. I felt him enter, but there was something definitely wrong going on down below. I glanced down his frame to see this tentacle like thing coming from his midsection, and then looked up into his smiling face, as that thing darted in and out of me like some kind of long agile tongue.

“Oh my god...what is that you are doing?” I had never felt anything like that before, but there was really no way that this could be happening. It had to be my weird dream from last night bleeding into my fantasy for Peter. Both of them were now merging into this strange creature of sorts, but those tentacles were once again causing great pleasure that went beyond words. I was scared, but it wasn’t like I could do much about it, so I was going to enjoy it for as long as it was happening. “AHHHHHHH.” The thing between his legs was now moving quicker, with another tentacle playing seductively with my clit, until I was arching my back and letting out this long drawn out moan that echoed off of the white walls.

At that moment, I awoke to find myself back in my bed, completely naked and covered with more of these pink marks that were so light in color that you could barely see them with the naked eye. Suddenly feeling like I wasn’t alone, I bolted straight up in bed with the covers over my frame to see that Peter was standing at the edge of my bed looking at me. I thought for sure that I was still dreaming, because I looked over at my door to see that it was still locked from the inside, which made him being here almost an impossibility.

“I’m sorry for bothering you, Simone, but I just couldn’t stop myself from coming to you. I need to tell you something, but I’m not sure exactly how to come out with it. What happened to your husband was a terrible thing, but it was unavoidable. It was not done maliciously or with any forethought whatsoever and I regret having any part in it.” I wasn’t sure what he was trying to say, or if I was even awake in the first place.

“I don’t know why, but I trust you and I want you to continue with your story.” I was basically on the edge of my seat, watching him struggle with the words that were trying to come out of his mouth.

“He was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.” That was the only thing he said, leaving my room, and still keeping the mystery of who he was alive.

Over the next couple of days, I had no more dreams of the alien thing, but I did have constant fantasies of Peter that I desperately began to want to live out.

“I think that I will be done here tomorrow, and then I will be taking my leave.” He had said it so matter of factly that I felt like he was abandoning me, even though I knew that he was the only person that had stood by me through all of this. I couldn’t deny that I wanted him, but I could also understand if he had to move on. “I’ve had a great time getting to know you, Simone, but I have been requested to come home as soon as possible.” I’d never seen him with a cell phone or even talking on the phone in the house, so I wondered how was it that he called home without me being aware of it.

“I want to ask more, but I sense that you are a very private person. I don’t mind telling you that you have been a godsend and everything that you have done has made me a stronger person. You have even given me the strength to let new love into my heart. After all, life is about living, and I don’t think he would want me to wallow in self pity for the rest of my life. He would want me to be happy and I don’t think I would forgive myself unless I told you how much I care for you.”

“I have come to care for you as well, but you really don’t know me and I’m not sure that you would like me if you did.” I tried to go to him and wrap my arms around him to soothe away the pain that I could see in his eyes, but he resisted my advances.

I watched him outside all day, helping him when I could and trying my best not to make him any more uncomfortable that I had already made him. 

I went to bed that night feeling like I was losing a good friend, but once again awakening in this white room with the tentacles moving all the way around my body. The tops of the things were now carbon copies of my husband’s large knob, which was now being inserted into my mouth, my wet pussy and my ass all at the same time. Instead of feeling angry or terrified, this time I was feeling more relaxed and just going with the flow. It felt unusually natural to have these things inside me, and even the taste of what was dripping off of the ends was pleasant on the tip of my tongue.

The one in my mouth pulled free and began to shoot all over my lips, which made me extend my tongue and begin to lick everything that was there. “Yes...fuck me...fuck me...Peter.” I didn’t even know where that came from, but then suddenly he appeared with these things projecting from his midsection in a grotesque and almost sensual way.

“GOD... I didn’t want to do this... I didn’t want to get too attached...fuck you are tight....so sexy...so fucking irresistible.” I started to rise up against him, making him slide those things in deeper still, grinding around in a circle, so that the shaft of those things was rubbing up against my clit.

“Love it...love it all...Jesus Christ...YESSSSSSSS.” My holes grabbed him and never wanted to let go, squeezing and pulling the juices out of both of those long things. The look on his face was priceless, as he made this high pitched squeal that barely registered in my ears. His chest arched, and then he was pulling away from me, and turning his back, while at the same time putting his clothes back on.

I was not held down anymore, and was able to sit up and look around at my surroundings. This was when I knew that this was not a dream and that everything that happened in the last few days was as real as the nose on my face.

“I can’t look at you, Simone, without knowing what I have done to you. Like I said, your husband was in the wrong place at the wrong time, and I was having trouble maneuvering this ship into a landing during the storm. I sent your husband off the road, but I can assure you that I tried to save him by every measure that I could think of. I saw that he was dying, and I searched his memories to find the one time in his life that he was the most happy. It turned out to be that it was the moment that he laid eyes on you, and I transformed myself into a younger version of him, but in the process I also took the memory of his love for you.” I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to react, if I was supposed to be angry, lash out or do something which involved physical violence.

“I forgive you.”

“I thank you for that, but I can’t forgive myself. These human emotions came with the package and it has been very difficult for me to live with them. Now, I could never live without them or you. I think that I will always feel responsible for your husband’s untimely end and I guess that’s something I’m going to have to live with.”

I got up and went over to him completely naked, wrapping my hands around his waist and putting my head on his shoulder. “You don’t have to carry this alone, Peter, and what happened was an accident. In time, you will learn to get past this, but know that I will be there with you every step of the way.”

“I have decided to stay with you, Simone, but only if you want me to.” I turned his head towards me so that I could kiss him deeply, feeling his anguish and his love for me all rolled into one messed up package. 

In this time, I have learned to come to love him, even if he was a combination of my husband and the alien entity with the tentacles. He had done the right thing in taking me in what I thought was my dreams, but also working hand in hand beside me on the farm. That made this instant connection that went beyond being human or alien and was an unforeseen but wonderful side effect of that fateful night during the storm.

*******

Other stories you might like:

The Minotaur’s Virgin Lover (Fantasy Monster Erotica)

Innocent Violet deLamprey is determined not to marry the man her father says she must.  She has an eye on someone else entirely – someone who is not a mere man, but a fearsome Minotaur!  Will Violet succeed in giving her virginity to the Minotaur, and will her heart follow?

Warning:  This 4600 word short story contains explicit sexual content including a first time sexual encounter with a mythical creature.  This story is for adults only.

Ravished by the Viking

When the Vikings raid her village, Cassie hides from the horrors happening around her. But when she sees a young handsome Viking giving pleasure to a village girl, her curiosity and desire get the better of her.  She emerges from hiding and offers her virginity to the handsome raider.  Entranced by her otherworldly beauty, the Viking cannot resist.  Will the Viking fall under the spell of the pretty young woman, and will he discover the secret she is keeping?

This 4450 word short story contains explicit sexual content including a first time sexual encounter, oral sex, and some violent scenes.  This story is for adults only.

––––––––

Check out other titles by Madison Laine.

––––––––

Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.

––––––––

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.





    
        Don't miss out!

        Click the button below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Madison Laine publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.

        
            [image: Sign Me Up]

            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-PGG-PETC

        

        
            [image: books2read]Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    



images/cover.jpg
UA
Alien
Lust

Madison Laine





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS Ea READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// 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();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



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();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













