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Amy wasn’t
wearing a bra again. Her nipples pressed against the tight t-shirt
she wore as though trying to cut their way to freedom. It wasn’t
even cold in the small basement classroom where Scott held his
English tutoring sessions through the language center.

She was
twenty, and had just moved to North America from China two months
earlier to work on her English skills. Ever since his manager had introduced them, Scott
had wanted to fuck her. She had a great figure, and was actually
fairly tall for a Chinese girl. Her dark hair framed her face in a
way that accentuated her nice skin. She’d also taken up the new
trend that girls were following of wearing yoga pants and leggings.
She had on a pair that showed the curve of her ass perfectly. Scott
didn’t think she had underwear on, either.

He’d been
overjoyed when his manager told him that Amy had paid for
one-on-one sessions. It gave him the opportunity to sit close to
her, and to take in her body with his eyes when she was looking
away or concentrating on some grammar or writing worksheet.
Once or twice he thought that
he’d caught her staring at him when she thought he wasn’t looking.
Every time Scott thought about that, he felt his cock harden in his
slacks.

“Mr. Scott,”
Amy said with a smile. He’d told her to stop calling him that, but
she didn’t. Scott thought that she knew not to, but just did it to
tease him. This pulled him out of his daydream wherein he was
thinking about bending her over the table right there. He’d been
staring at curve her back made as she leaned forward to do her
work. He quickly pulled his eyes up to hers, hoping that she hadn’t
seen.

“Yes,
Amy?” Scott said. He was sitting beside her, so he leaned forward
as well to get a look at her work sheet. She turned to face him, gripping the bottom of her
chair with both arms. She had her tits squeezed between them and,
with the low cut shirt she had on, Scott got an eyeful of her
cleavage. He forced his eyes up to her face. Her smile had grown
larger.

“I need help
with problem,” she told him.

“Help with this
problem,” he corrected her.

She nodded and
repeated after him, “I need help with this problem.”

He leaned
in close to show her an example of the writing requested by the
sheet. She peered down over his shoulder, her breath blowing
lightly across his ear
and the side of his face. It was warm, and smelled sweet. Scott
leaned forward more to hide his growing erection. Soon enough, she
gave a little laugh when he finished explaining the problem. She
always laughed happily when she understood something.

“So, how are
you liking it over here now? It’s been two months, right?” Scott
said.

Amy turned
completely in her chair to face him. “Yes, I like it very much.
Many nice peoples. Like you.”

“Thanks,” Scott
replied, “You’re very nice too. A great student, even.” He had to
try something, he needed to see if she was at all interested in
him, too. His cock demanded it. “Not all of my students are so
smart and pretty.”

She blushed at
the comment, her skin turning a shade darker than it already was.
“Not all my teachers have been so handsome.”

Scott felt a
jolt in his body. He crossed his legs, hiding his hard shaft.

“Do you have a
girlfriend?” Amy asked him suddenly.

Scott
opened his mouth, but wasn’t really certain what to say. This all
seemed to be going according to his fantasy. But was it right? She
was a student, and he was her teacher. But she was an adult, not
some child. Besides, he
thought, I’m
only her tutor. Not like I give her grades or
anything. He decided to
go for it.

“No, I don’t.
I’m still looking for the right girl.”

Amy sucked in
her lower lip, then let it slowly slide through her teeth. It was
so erotic that Scott felt a little bit of precum trickle out of his
dick.

“I have
secret,” Amy said, “Can you keep?”

Swallowing,
Scott said, “Yes, of course.”

“I come here
not to get better English, but to meet boys who are good
enough.”

Scott frowned,
feeling confused and horny at the same time. “Good enough for
what?”

Smiling,
Amy turned back to her work sheet. Scott felt so frustrated. He
leaned over to watch her work, trying to see her cleavage
again.

What the hell, let’s do it, Scott thought. He reached over and put his hand
on Amy’s warm knee. He squeezed.

Excitement
thrilled through him when she reached over and grabbed his cock
through his pants. She squeezed it, making him groan. This made her
laugh.

“Please
teacher,” she said, “I need some help. Can you help me?”

He
realized she was playing a game. He stood up, put his hands on his hips, and made the
sternest face at her that he could. It was kind of ridiculous,
seeing as he’d turned the front of his pants into a tent, and that
she was massaging the head of his cock through the
fabric.

“You have been
a very bad student, Amy. Do you know what that means?”

She looked so
sexy, staring up into his eyes. “No, Mr. Scott. I’m sorry. What is
punishment for being bad?” She had a wicked smile on her face, like
this was all going the way that she wanted it to.

“Stand up,” her
ordered. He still couldn’t believe that this was happening. His
heart thumped in his chest so loudly that he wondered if Amy could
hear it, too.

Standing
up, Amy kept rubbing his hard cock. Grabbing her shoulders, Scott turned her to face
the table.

“The punishment
for not doing your work is spanking,” he said.

Quickly
making sure the door was
shut and locked, he moved back over to Amy. He bent her over the
table. Her ass looked so good in those tight pants. His hands
trembling, he grabbed the waist of her pants and yanked them down.
He had been right; she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy was
shaved and, from the angle he looked down from, he could see a bit
of wetness in her slit. Her ass jiggled a little as she turned to
look at him and giggled.

“No, teacher!
Please don’t spank me!” Then she wiggled her ass at him
invitingly.

Scott raised
one hand and brought it down on one of her cheeks, making a soft
clapping noise. He hadn’t hit her very hard at all, but she still
squealed. He’d also not taken his hand from her flesh. Her ass was
firm. He squeezed it and pinched it. He just wanted to rip his cock
out of his slacks and jam it into her wet pussy, but the game was
so much fun.

“Teacher, I
don’t think that is punishment enough. I need harder spanking.
Don’t worry, no one is here,” Amy said.

That relieved
Scott somewhat; he’d been worried that other people might hear the
noise and come to see what was going on. He smacked her on the ass
much harder next time. She gasped and smiled. Her ass jiggled a bit
every time he hit it.

Laughing,
Amy stood up. She pushed her pants the rest of the way off, then
stripped out of her shirt and bra. She stood completely naked in
front of him, looking up into his eyes with her big brown ones. She
reached over and started playing with his tie with both hands,
carefully examining the material. Scott just wanted to grab her up
into his arms.

“Teacher, can I
see your nice big white cock?”

Scott’s
dick jumped a little in his pants, trying to stand up against his
slacks. “Young woman,
you are going to take my cock out of my pants and suck on
it.”

Smiling,
Amy untied Scott’s tie from around his neck. She put it over her
own neck so that each end covered one of her stiff nipples. Pulling
his shirt out of his pants, she undid his belt. She undid the
button of his slacks,
then unzipped the zipper.

Looking up into
his eyes again, she reached into his pants and grabbed his cock.
She pulled it out over the waistband of his underwear. Scott was
already fully hard. Looking down, he saw how small her fingers
looked wrapped around his thick cock. She started stroking him.
Going up on her tiptoes, she kissed him for the first time.

“Ahh!” Scott
said. Amy had his bottom lip between her teeth and was biting down
on it. The sudden pain made his whole body stiffen, including his
cock. Feeling him get harder in her hand, Amy stroked him
faster

She released
his lip and the pain mostly let up. Going back down on the flats of
her feet, she reached back into Scott’s boxers with her other hand
and cradled his balls.

Scott grabbed
one of her nipples and tweaked it. “What did I tell you to do?”

“Suck,”
was all she said.

When she
started kneeling, Scott let go of her nipples. The hand she’d been
using to stroke him was now covered in precum. She licked it all
off slowly, letting him see it on her tongue before she swallowed.
This just made more precum trickle out of his cock as he
watched.

She wrapped all
her fingers around his shaft, then. Even grabbing him like that,
her hands were so small as to leave almost half of his rod
untouched.

He watched as
she enveloped the head of his cock with her lips. She pulled back
and smiled up at him.

“Teacher’s cock
is so big. I can hardly fit it in my mouth.”

Even having
only been briefly in that warm space, Scott’s cock felt cold. He
just wanted it back inside. He grabbed each end of his tie that
she’d draped around her neck. Scott pulled her head forward. She
opened her mouth to let him in, and soon he tossed his head back
and moaned at the way she pleased him.

Looking down,
he saw her lips sealed just under the head.

“Are you ready
for more punishment, you naughty schoolgirl?”

She gave a
little nod.

Taking up
all the slack, Scott pulled her mouth down along his shaft by
forcing her head forward with the tie. It’s so damn warm, he thought, how much can she take?
He was going to find
out.

Soon, she had
to let go with the hand closest to her mouth. Scott was impressed;
the hot Asian chick had so far been able to swallow up just over
half his rod.

Amy
whimpered a little as Scott yanked on the tie, forcing her hot lips
farther down his length. When she had to take her other hand off
him, he noticed the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. He
was holding her in place, and he could feel her start to resist. He
stopped and held her where she was. As he watched, a little bit of
her spit leaked from the corner of her mouth and ran down his
shaft. Smiling, Scott flexed his cock in her mouth.

“Are you always
going to have your homework done from now on?” Scott said in his
best teacher voice.

Again,
she gave that little nod. He scrutinized her for a second,
pretending to consider her answer carefully. Then he relaxed his
hold. Immediately, Amy
pulled back off his cock and took a few deep breaths. His entire
length was shiny and dripping with her spit.

He was
caught by surprise while contemplating licking her pussy when she
slammed her mouth back down around him. She sucked like a demon,
ramming her lips down his shaft and hauling them back. She coupled
this with jerking him
with both hands at once. He could feel himself getting stiffer and
stiffer in her mouth.

He looked over
her head and down her back at her wonderful ass cheeks. They were
both red from the spanking he’d administered earlier.

It felt like he
was about to come. With a gasp, he stepped back, pulling his cock
out of her mouth. He concentrated hard on not coming, though she
had opened her mouth and put it near his cock in case he did.

When he
recovered, he said, “Get up.”

She
stood. Scott snatched the tie from around her neck. He spun her
around and told her to put her hands behind her back. Once she had,
he tied her wrists tightly together. It was time to feel just how
tight her little Asian pussy was around his hard white
cock.

Scott pulled
her backwards against his body, his cock pinned between her back
and his stomach. He moved his mouth close to her ear.

“Tell me,
student, what else should I do to punish you?”

“Fuck me,” Amy
replied.

Scott
snorted, feeling his cock swell at her words. Roughly, he shoved
her down so that she was bent over the table just like before. She
spread her legs apart for him. One hand holding her bindings, he
grabbed his cock with the other. He shoved his shaft into her,
slowly at first. She felt so tight around him that he didn’t think
he’d be able to push into her any faster than he already
was.

He stared
down at his member as it strained to enter the tight pussy of his
student. His heart was still thumping in his chest, and he couldn’t
quite shake the feeling that this was all a very nice dream. He
grunted as she squeezed him. It feels real enough, he thought.

“Do you like
white cock?” Scott said.

“It is so
good,” Amy moaned. Both of her hands were clenched into fists, and
all of her skin had flushed.

He wondered how
long her little Asian pussy would be able to take him for. Using
his free hand, he spread her ass cheeks apart so that he could have
a better view of what was going on, also giving him an eyeful of
her asshole.

Far enough, he
thought. He pulled his cock back a bit, feeling a tingle shoot
through him when he saw the glisten of wetness she’d left on his
member.

“Are you ready
to be fucked for your misbehavior, student?”

She gave his
cock another squeeze, then said, “No, teacher. Please don’t fuck
me!” She laughed.

Letting
her ass cheeks go, Scott brought his hand back and slapped her ass
again. For a moment, she
tightened up so much around him that he didn’t think he’d be able
to fuck her even if he wanted to. When she loosened, he gave her a
matching slap on the other cheek.

“Oh, teacher,
you are so hard and warm in me.”

Scott
gave her the first thrust. It was hard enough to make the table
creak. Fucking her, he used the bindings around her wrists as a
handhold. He hauled back on it every time he jammed himself into
her, forcing the lips of her pussy down around him even faster and
making her arch her back up. He got a good rhythm going, filling
the small basement room with the sounds of their bare flesh
slapping against each other.

Scott watched
himself slide in and out of her, watched the skin of his cock get
pulled forward and then pressed back at her tightness. She seemed
so hungry for it. Each moment she seemed to get even wetter and
tighter. She’d gotten so wet around his thick rod that her juices
ran down his shaft.

“Student,”
Scott said through his gritted teeth, “If you want to avoid
detention and make up assignments, you need to do something for
your nice teacher.” He clapped a hand onto her hips and gave it a
squeeze.

Whimpering, Amy looked back at him with her big brown eyes,
“Yes, teacher?”

“You have to
come all over your teacher’s fat cock and let him fill you up with
his cum.”

“Thank you,
teacher! You are the best!” Amy said.

Scott let his
free hand run all over her body, feeling how warm she’d gotten on
the outside as well as the inside.

It was getting
harder for him to keep up his pace, not only because she’d gotten
much tighter around him, but also because he wanted to come so
badly.

“Your white
cock is so hard, teacher,” Amy moaned.

He
couldn’t contain it after that. Yanking harshly against her bound
wrists, he pushed his cock balls deep into her straining hole. She
cried out as the walls of her pussy closed their grip on his shaft,
making sure his cock couldn’t escape while he pumped her full of
his hot cum. It came out of him in long spurts, making his whole
body clench up every time.

“Yes, fill me
up, teacher,” Amy said.

Scott could
feel his toes trying to curl up inside his shoes.

He left
his cock inside her for a while after he’d finished. Scott just
didn’t want this
fantasy-come-true to end. Taking in as much of her body with his
eyes as he could, he untied her. His tie was a little wrinkly now,
but he still expertly knotted it around his own neck and then fixed
his shirt collar around it. Her wrists were red from the yanking
he’d given them.



As his
cock got softer (despite his best efforts), the tightness of her pussy pushed it
out. Some of his cum came out, too, running down her slit. Stepping
back, Scott stuffed his shirt back into his pants and did those
back up as well.

“Is the
punishment over, teacher?” Amy said.

“Yes, Amy, it’s
all done. For now, anyway.”

She
started collecting her clothes and putting them back on one article
at a time. When she had everything back on, she sat down on her
chair and started looking through her worksheets as though Scott
hadn’t been stuffing her with his big white cock just minutes
earlier.

Scott sat back
down beside her, his balls feeling a little sore from their recent
emptying. He felt so calm and relaxed, and happy. He’d never once
imagined that this might have happened to him. He smiled; he’d been
able to fuck a hot Asian student. All he could think about as they
finished class was when he would see Amy next.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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“So you’ll be
here in about half an hour, then?” Hannah asked, pressing the phone
to the side of her head with her shoulder. She was trying to do her
nails at the same time.

“Great!” She
said. Then, carefully grabbing the phone, she hung up.

Putting the
finishing touch on her toes, she laid back in her bed against the
pillows. She wore nothing but a white bra and a pair of white
panties.

Smiling, she
thought about how nice it was to live by herself (well, except for
the roommate), away from home. College was going great. It was only
Hannah’s first year, but she’d already rushed her sorority and made
so many friends.

Something
knocked against the wall. It was her roommate, Anne. Hannah didn’t
live by herself, but she did live away from her parents.
And that’s what
counts, she
thought.

Living at
home, she wouldn’t even think of running her hand slowly down the
smooth skin of her stomach. She wouldn’t think of how it felt to
run the tip of her index finger down her underwear over her slit.
The fabric was a little damp, already. Tonight is going to be so
hot, she
thought.

There were
three other girls coming over for a little girls-only night. There
would be movies and talking and some other things, too. It was the
thought of these other things that made Hannah moisten her
panties.

Hannah
gently ran her fingertip up and down her slit, passing the time
until her nails dried. She could feel her pubic hair moving beneath
the fabric, tickling at the tender flesh around her pussy.
That has to
go, Hannah thought. She
sucked in her lip between her teeth. She badly wanted to move the
fabric to the side and find out how wet she was making herself, but
she resisted. There would be time for that later.

When everything
was nice and dry, Hannah slipped on a pair of tight shorts and
pulled a tank top down over her bra.

Stepping out
into the hall, she nearly ran into Anne. Anne was shorter, had dark
hair, and a very perky set of tits that Hannah secretly envied.

“Oh! Sorry,”
Hannah said. She looked Anne up and down. The other girl was still
in her PJs. “Going to stay in those all day?”

Anne grinned.
“Yeah,” winking, she said, “Easier to slip out of.” Anne was in on
the girl’s night. She knew about the extra special event. Hannah
knew she was going to finally be able to see those nice tits all
bare, and everything else, too.

Hannah had just
finished setting everything out in the living room when someone
knocked on the door. Answering it, Hannah was greeted by three
pretty and smiling faces. They were all her sorority sisters. First
to come in was Jan. She was tall and had an ass that everyone
wanted to squeeze. Following Jan and bearing a couple sleeping
blankets under her arms was Tara, a smoking redhead with tits
almost the same calibre as Anne’s. The third and final sorority
sister was a first year like Hannah. Her name was Allie. She was
short and petite, with platinum hair. She was also a little
shy.

“Everyone just
make yourself comfy by the TV,” Hannah said, waving her hand in the
direction of the living room.

Even though it
was only late in the afternoon, Hannah and Anne managed to convince
the other three to change into their pyjamas early. The three
visitors grabbed theirs out of their bags while Hannah went up to
her room to change. She didn’t do much, basically just changing out
her shorts for some PJ bottoms and taking off her bra. Her nipples
were plainly visible under the thin fabric of the tank top now, but
that was fine. It was all a part of the plan.

Back
downstairs, Hannah was delighted to see that none of the other
girls had their bras on under their shirts, either. She had to
force herself to stop looking at Tara, whose hard nipples poked at
the very tight shirt she wore.

“Are you cold,
Tara?” Anne asked.

All the girls
snickered while Tara’s face turned a red that almost matched her
hair. For the first part of the horror movie Hannah put on, Tara
kept her arms crossed over her tits. Hannah squeezed herself
between Tara and Allie, the shy girl. Their legs felt warm against
hers. She popped her arms out over their shoulders, and was happy
when they smiled at her.

When the movie
had finished, Hannah grabbed an empty popcorn bowl and stood up. “I
am going to make some more popcorn, be right back.” Anne made
excuses as well, following Hannah into the kitchen.

There, they
grabbed a washbasin that they filled with warm water, five razors,
and a few cans of shaving cream.

“God, I can’t
wait for Tara to take her shirt off,” Hannah said, “Just looking at
those puppies makes me all wet and tingly.”

“I know,
right?” Anne said. She grabbed a few hand towels and shoved them
under her arm.

They giggled as
they carried the supplies to the living room. Allie was the first
one to turn around. She scrunched up her cute face as she saw what
they had.

“What’s with
all that stuff?” Allie asked.

At this, the
other two girls turned around. They all watched in various states
of confusion as Hannah and Anne put the basin with its warm water
on the floor. They put the shaving supplies in a neat pile beside
it. Hannah grabbed the remote and turned off the TV.

“I thought of a
great activity to really help us get to know each other,” she
said.

“What’s that? A
bath? You forgot the rubber duck, silly,” Jan said. The other girls
tittered at the joke.

“No, actually.
I don’t know about you girls, but I like having my pussy licked,”
Hannah said. She smiled inwardly as Allie’s mouth opened and shut
with a click. Tara moved one hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh,
revealing her still-stiff nipple.
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	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

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

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



