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Marty had been
shocked when he’d been called to the top floor. No one from his
level (he called himself a “cubicle slave”) had ever been called up
to meet the CEO before. As he watched the floor numbers flash by,
he tried to remember the last time he’d even seen the CEO, Mr.
Hemmings.

“Ah,” he said,
startling the elevator man.

It had been at
the Christmas party. Marty remembered because it was the only time
he’d gotten his wife, Bernice, to come to an office function.

Mr. Hemmings
had actually come over and shook their hands. Marty had been
surprised at how relatively young he looked up close, and how
strong his grip had been. Bernice had said he held onto her hand
for too long.

“Here we are,
sir,” the elevator man said as the doors parted.

Marty had meant
to ask how to get to the office, but there was no need. There was
one wide, wood-panelled hallway that led to a large pair of doors.
A broad shouldered man in a black suit stood in front of them. He
stared at Marty as Marty made his way forward.

When the
elevator doors hissed shut behind him, a sudden apprehension
overtook him. He couldn’t be getting fired; Mr. Hemmings wouldn’t
bother with something as simple as that.

Marty could see
his reflections in the lenses of the guard’s sunglasses now, he was
so close. What was he supposed to do? Knock?

As he came
closer that, too, was not necessary.

The guard
cocked his head slightly and put one hand to his ear. Marty waited
for a second.

“Mr. Hemmings
will see you right away,” the guard said. He stepped to the side
and pulled open one of the doors. Despite its large size, the door
opened smoothly. Marty smiled at the guard and walked inside.

It was the
largest office Marty had ever seen. At one end, near a massive set
of bay windows that gave an incredible view of the skyline, was a
long desk of polished black wood. Mr. Hemmings looked positively
small sat behind it. As Marty walked closer, Mr. Hemmings stood
up.

“Hello, Marty,”
Mr. Hemmings said, reaching across the expanse of the desk to shake
Marty’s hand. His handshake was as strong as Marty remembered. He
motioned to a seat, and Marty sat.

“Do you have
any idea why I’ve called you here, Marty?” Mr. Hemming said. He
steepled his fingers and looked over them.

“Honestly, sir,
I have no clue. You’re, uh, not firing me, are you?” Marty replied,
a nervous smile on his face.

“No, no. Of
course not. In fact, I see a bright future for you here with
us.”

Frowning, Marty
just felt even more confused. “Then, sir, if you don’t mind me
asking... Why am I here?”

If Marty didn’t
know better, he would have said Mr. Hemmings looked a little
uncomfortable.

“”Well, Marty,
ever since the Christmas party I’ve had my eye on you. Well, not on
you, your wife.”

“Bernice? What
about her?”

Mr Hemmings
stood up from his chair. He walked over to a bar at one end of his
desk and filled two tumblers with scotch. Walking back, he handed
one to Marty before sitting back down. Marty sipped at it. He’d
never been a scotch fan, so he was surprised at how much he liked
it.

Maybe, he
figured, he’d never been much of a scotch fan because he’d never
had any of the good, expensive stuff.

“Well, Marty,
let me get straight to it. I want your wife.”

Marty choked on
his next sip, sitting up straight in his chair. He began to
sputter, his anger suddenly flaring.

“Now, wait
before you react. I can make life very good for the two of you.
Your wife is a very beautiful woman. I am a rich and handsome man.
And Marty,” Mr. Hemmings leaned forward, “I want you to watch.”

In spite of
himself, Marty felt his cock harden. He’d never told anyone, but
he’d always fantasized about watching another man fuck Bernice’s
brains out. There was something about being there, having it happen
right in front of him, that made it so erotic.

He needed a
moment to think. He gulped back the entire tumbler of scotch,
making a face as it burned its way down his throat.

When he was
able to speak, Marty said, “What do I have to do?”

Mr. Hemmings
smiled, clearly pleased with Marty’s decision. “You and your wife
will come out to my mansion tomorrow night for dinner. All you have
to do, Marty, is agree with me and help me when the time
comes.”

***

“You’re sure
this dress isn’t too short?” Bernice asked for the 10th
time as she fingered the hem above her knees.

They were in
the back of a limo Mr. Hemmings had sent for them. Marty couldn’t
stop staring at Bernice’s crossed legs. He kept imagining Mr.
Hemmings’ long and hard cock ramming into her pussy, all covered in
her juices as she screamed and moaned. Marty had to lean over to
hide his erection.

“Of course it’s
fine. I helped you pick it out, remember? I wouldn’t have you put
on something embarrassing.”

Bernice put her
hand on his. Marty looked out the window. They’d entered some gated
community. The houses were all massive, and had plots almost big
enough to be farms. He hoped Mr. Hemmings liked the dress he’d
convinced Bernice to wear.

The night
before, he’d been thinking about this so much that he’d woken
Bernice in the middle of the night and they made hot and sweaty
love. She’d gripped his shaft so tightly, had dug her nails into
the flesh of his back as he fucked her hard. They hadn’t made love
like that since their wedding night.

The limo
turned. A gate opened and the long car made its way up the
driveway. A valet opened their door for them, and they got out.

A butler led
them into a dining room. The table was already set with candelabra,
and a chandelier suspended from the ceiling illuminated the massive
and sumptuous room. Mr. Hammings rose from his seat, walking around
the table.

He shook
Marty’s hand. When he took Bernice’s hand, he bowed before her,
giving the smooth and soft flesh on the top of her hand a long
kiss.

Marty felt a
flutter in his chest when he saw color rise in his wife’s chest and
cheeks.

Dinner was
fairly light. Marty figured Mr. Hemmings didn’t want heavy food
weighing on them. Marty noticed how Bernice kept glancing up from
her plate to their rich and handsome host.

Afterward, he
invited them all to another room. There were no windows. It had a
bed, but Marty didn’t think it was a bedroom. Various things that
looked like torture tools, from whips and handcuffs to pieces of
equipment Marty couldn’t begin to describe, were on shelves or
tables.

“Quite a
collection of... things you have here, Mr. Hemmings,” Bernice said,
eying something that looked like a pair of handcuffs connected to a
large dildo.

Marty fought
against a surge of apprehension. He figured that Bernice would be
asking him to get them out of there any second now.

“Well,” Mr
Hemmings said, “They are just things. Until they are used. Then,
well, then they are something else entirely.” He stepped closer to
Bernice, taking one of her hands. He let his eyes wander down to
her cleavage, then back up to her face.

“I imagine you
and Marty have lots of fun with things like these back home.”

“No,” Bernice
said, glancing back at Marty, “No, we don’t.”

“Bernice, if I
asked you to take off all your clothes right now in front of me,
would you?”

Here, Bernice
looked back at Marty again. He saw a hunger in her eyes, and her
chest was heaving as though her body felt very hot. Marty felt his
cock harden again. A little shiver of excitement ran up and down
his spine, giving him goosebumps. He nodded at her, smiling.

Looking back to
Mr. Hemmings, Bernice pulled the straps of her dress down her
shoulders. With a few deft moves, her dress fell down around her
ankles. Bending over, her ass thrust out at Marty, she pulled down
her panties. Straightening, she unhooked her bra and let it
fall.

Mr. Hemmings
glanced at Marty over Bernice’s bare shoulder, gesturing with his
eyes at a chair. Marty fell down into it, watching. He let his
fingers play over his hard cock.

“My God,” Mr
Hemmings said, devouring Bernice’s naked body with his eyes, “You
are gorgeous. I think you would look even better all tied up. Don’t
you, Marty?”

“Yeah,” Marty
said, wondering how it would look if he pulled out his cock and
started stroking it.

Bernice giggled
as she arched her back a little, accentuating the curves of her
body and breasts. Marty wondered if her nipples were hard, though
the view of her ass was quite nice from where he sat. He watched as
Bernice kept looking around at all the toys. He knew that something
about the sight must really be turning her on. He also knew that
they had been way too tame in the bedroom if she was already this
horny.

“Are you ready
to do as I say, Bernice?” Mr. Hemmings asked.

She nodded
after a pause of a few moments.

“Then take off
my clothes.”

Her hands leapt
forward, pulling off his tie. Mr. Hemmings grabbed it out of her
hands and put it around her neck, tightening the knot as she undid
the buttons of her shirt. Bernice worked quickly. Soon, she was
pulling down his pants and underwear. Mr. Hemmings already sported
a rock hard erection, springing out from his pants and
trembling.

Soon, they both
stood there naked. He reached out and stroked her face, letting his
fingers trail slowly down her chest to one of her nipples. His lips
trembled as he tweaked her nipple between his fingers. Bernice
flinched.

“That’s a good
girl. You like that, don’t you? Yes... Now, come over here.”

He led her over
to a very thin table that looked something like a sawhorse with
leather straps to Marty.

Mr. Hemmings
grabbed a handful of Bernice’s hair and forced her over the table.
He pulled her arms out along its length, strapping her wrists
securely. Using more straps on the floor, he bound her ankles as
well. The table was quite low, so she had to keep her back arched,
her ass sticking into the air. Marty could see the lips of her
pussy. They glistened with wetness.

He couldn’t
take it anymore. Trying to be quiet, he undid his own pants and
pulled his hard shaft out.

“Is that
uncomfortable, Bernice?” Mr. Hemmings asked.

“Yes,” she
said, trying to look over her shoulder.

“Do you like
it?” He continued.

Again, Bernice
answered, “Yes.”

A small smile
curled Mr. Hemmings’ lips as he grabbed her ass. He played with her
cheeks, pulling them apart to get a good look before squeezing them
hard enough to make her yelp.

Marty started
stroking himself, precum already leaking from his cock.

“Do you want me
to fuck you in front of your husband, Bernice?”

“Please,”
Bernice said, longing and desire in her voice.

Mr. Hemmings
walked over to a shelf. He grabbed a long, thin black stick. He
checked its suppleness, bending it slightly between his hands, as
he walked back. He raised it into the air and then whacked it
against the backs of Bernice’s thighs. She screamed and struggled,
unable to move.

Marty jumped a
little and almost came. He had to take his hand off his cock for a
few moments.

“Tell me again
what you want,” Mr. Hemmings said. He hit her thighs again. An
angry red welt already stood out on her pearly flesh. As she
whimpered, Marty moaned as he tried to pace himself.

“I want you to
fuck me in front of my husband,” Bernice said.

He caned her
again. Marty could see every muscle in her body standing out for a
moment, her head pulled back in pain.

“Do you want
more?” Mr. Hemmings said.

“Yes.”

He dropped the
cane as she begged him to hit her again. He dropped to his knees
behind her. Grabbing one of her thighs for support, he slapped her
on the ass. Marty sucked in a breath as a shock of electricity
moved up his shaft.

Now Bernice had
angry red marks on her thighs and one perfect ass cheek. Even from
where he sat, Marty could make out a strong handprint, each finger
leaving its own mark on her flesh.

“Don’t scream.
Don’t make a single sound. Do you understand?” Mr. Hemmings
said.

Bernice opened
her mouth to speak, but instead nodded. The next moment, Mr.
Hemmings spread her ass cheeks and thighs apart, revealing the pink
and wet folds of her pussy.

He stuck his
tongue into her. Her body clenched up again, and she opened her
mouth in a silent scream of ecstasy as he pushed his tongue deeper
into her wetness. He made hungry, grunting noises as he ground his
mouth and tongue against Bernice’s sopping cunt. She sucked in her
lip between her teeth, struggling with the inability to make a
noise.

It seemed to
turn her on so much. Marty thought about how she tasted, about how
warm she got inside. He jerked himself harder and faster.

She started
grinding her pussy back, her hips moving in increasingly more rapid
and out of control ways. She could no longer bite her lip for
control. Instead, her mouth was wide open and her eyes were closed.
Marty recognized the look and knew that Bernice was about to
come.

He smiled. He
knew Bernice was a screamer. He wondered what Mr. Hemmings would do
to her and felt his cock swell in his hand. She pulled at the
leather bindings around her wrists, her hands balled into
fists.

Marty could see
the sweat on her forehead from where he sat.

She sucked in a
breath as she came, her body entirely rigid for a moment, then
relaxed.

When Mr.
Hemmings pulled back from her, his entire face was soaked in
Bernice’s juices. His cheeks and lips were red, and he panted.
Standing up, he put one hand on Bernice’s red ass. The other, he
used to jerk himself.

Marty knew that
look. Mr. Hemmings wanted to fuck Bernice, wanted to feel her tight
and soft pussy wrapped around his cock. There was something else in
that expression though: resistance.

Mr. Hemmings
struggled to pull his eyes away from Bernice’s body. His gaze moved
around the walls and shelves filled with various devices of
pleasure and pain.

He smiled
suddenly, walking away from Bernice. Marty stopped masturbating as
he waited to see what his boss was going to next use on his wife.
Mr. Hemmings pulled down a spiked leather collar. On the end of a
short chain attached to the collar was a large, shiny dildo. Mr.
Hemmings looked at Marty as he walked back over to Bernice. He
didn’t at all seem to care that Marty was jerking himself off.

“Marty, have
you ever fucked Bernice in the ass?”

Bernice looked
back at Marty, her eyes wide. He smiled. She still wasn’t allowed
to say anything.

“No,” he
replied.

Mr. Hemmings
just smiled as he crouched in front of Bernice. He stroked her
cheek a few times before strapping the collar around her neck.

“Open your
mouth,” he said, holding up the dildo, “We’re going to need this
good and wet. Saliva always makes the best lubricant.”

When she didn’t
open her mouth right away, Mr. Hemmings grabbed her jaw and eased
it open. Marty saw his boss’s cock twitch as he looked into
Bernice’s wide-open mouth.

A moment later,
he eased the dildo between her lips. He kept pushing until she
started gagging, then he pulled it back out a little. He kept
running it in and out of her like that until he finally withdrew
it. The entire length that had been inside her was covered in spit;
so much that it hung down from the rubber in strings.

Making sure not
to get the chain tangled, Mr. Hemmings stepped around the
table.

“Now, Bernice,
I’m sure you noticed that this dildo is connected to your collar by
a chain. That means that when I put this in you,” here, he used one
hand to spread her ass cheeks apart and run the head of the dildo
down her cleft, “Whenever your body jerks, you’ll pull on the
chain, which will, in turn, pull on the dildo. Do you
understand?”

 

She nodded. Her
nod was cut off as Mr. Hemmings frowned and pushed. Marty shifted
in his seat, trying to get a look. He had always wanted to fuck his
wife in the ass, but she’d always said no. He wanted to know what
her little pucker looked like straining around a big dildo like
that.

“Don’t clench,”
Mr Hemmings said, “It will only hurt more.”

The length of
chain became quite taught, and Bernice had to keep her head cocked
back to keep from pulling it. Mr. Hemmings got almost the entire
length of the dildo into her. Marty marvelled at the strong lines
of her fit and lithe body. He knew it was amazing that she managed
to keep this much control. He wanted to fuck her again so
badly.

When Mr.
Hemmings positioned his cock at the sopping hole of her pussy, she
jerked a little. This pulled the chain, making the dildo wiggle a
little in her ass. Her eyes clenched shut and her nostrils
flared.

Mr. Hemmings
groaned as he held onto her hips and entered her. Bernice’s pink
lips swallowed him up. Marty could see how tight she was from the
way her pussy pushed back the skin on his boss’s cock.

When he pulled
back, his cock was all slimy and glistening with Bernice’s juices.
The dildo in her ass wiggled again as she tried to keep her head
and neck steady at that awkward angle. She moaned a little, and Mr.
Hemmings slapped her ass good and hard and couple times so that she
knew her mistake.

He started
fucking her hard enough so that their flesh slapped together with
each thrust. He began moaning more, looking first down at Bernice’s
ass as it slapped his hips and then up to the ceiling to gain back
some control.

Bernice tried
to let her head fall forward, pulling against the dildo. Her mouth
opened again.

“Come on my
cock, now,” Mr. Hemmings said, “And moan.”

Bernice did as
she was told, though her moan was more like a scream. Marty
couldn’t stop himself anymore. He stroked his cock hard and fast as
he watched his wife’s pussy clench around another man’s shaft.
Marty jerked himself until hot cum shot out onto his fingers, his
body stiffening.

Then Mr.
Hemmings grunted. He pulled his dripping cock out of Bernice’s
pussy, resting his shaft on one of her ass cheeks. His whole body
trembled as cum shot out of his cock onto her skin in long
spurts.

When he
finished, he motioned to a box of tissues on another table. Marty
grabbed them, using some to clean himself while handing the box to
his boss. Mr. Hemmings pulled out some tissues, wadded them, and
cleaned Bernice’s body and his own cock.

“Did you like
that, Bernice?” Mr. Hemmings asked, lightly cupping her red ass
cheek.

“Yes,” she
said, her head still cocked back from the collar.

Mr. Hemmings
pulled the dildo from her ass before undoing the collar. Next, he
unbound her wrists and ankles..

Marty helped
her straighten up. Her whole body was flushed with heat, and her
scent made him feel heady.

“Shall we go to
my sitting room and have some refreshments?” Mr. Hemmings said as
they pulled their clothes back on and Marty did up his pants.

In the sitting
room, Bernice perched lightly on one couch. Her makeup had run, and
she hadn’t been able to entirely clean it up with the tissues.
Though that didn’t stop them from having a few drinks. Mr. Hemmings
kept eying her, and Marty thought that his boss was already hard
for his wife again.

After they’d
finished their drinks, Mr. Hemmings stood up. Marty took this as
their queue to leave, and he and Bernice stood as well and walked
toward the door. There was a butler on the other side waiting for
them.

“That was an
excellent first time,” Mr. Hemmings said as he walked beside
them.

Marty nearly
jumped. “First time?” He asked.

“Yes. I suspect
we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other. And much more of your
beautiful wife, I hope.”

Bernice
blushed.

They reached
the front door. Outside, a limo was waiting for the door open.

Mr. Hemmings
gave Marty another strong handshake, and he kissed Bernice’s hand
again.

“Oh, and Marty?
I hope you enjoy the new office that comes along with your
promotion. I hear the view is great.”

Bernice
squeezed Marty’s hand.

“Th—thank you,
sir,” Marty said. He couldn’t believe it, a promotion!

Though, as they
got into the limo, he wasn’t so certain he’d just be able to sit
back and watch the whole thing the next time. In any case, he knew
Bernice was all his that night, and every other night until they
came back. He felt himself get hard again as the limo pulled out
onto the street.
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This Cowgirl Likes
It Rough

 


It had been too
long since Sally had anything between her legs. The men folk
wouldn’t let her ride a horse for fear of running away. The men
themselves ranged from ugly to old. None of them made her feel that
special heat and wetness.

But it was
paying work, and they let her wear pants instead of a skirt. Though
a few of them did grumble at that.

Sally frowned
in effort as she pumped water into a bucket. The hot sun beat down
on her, and she wasn’t in the big shadow cast by the barn.

That was
another of the perks; there was no more room in the house, so she
got to sleep in the loft of the barn. It could get drafty, but at
least it was private. No one could hear her moans when she sank her
finger into her warm and wet hole.

Sally lugged
the heavy pail of water back into the barn. It was pretty quiet in
the large, shadowed space. The animals were all out cropping the
fields or scratching at the dust. A perfect time for a nice
shower.

She’d set up a
makeshift shower in one corner. There were a few old horse blankets
set up in case one of the men came in. They hid a bucket hung on a
peg with a few small holes punched in the bottom. Sally stripped
down naked, putting her clothes in a neat pile. Hefting the bucket
up over her head, she poured the water in. It started tinkling down
onto the floor.

Jumping in,
Sally squealed and shivered. The water was cool on her bare skin.
Her nipples perked and her chest and breasts pebbled with
gooseflesh.

Soon enough she
became used to the coolness, getting down to the real business.
Leaning against the poll the bucket hung on, she parted her legs.
She teased her fingers around the lips of her opening, feeling how
warm she already was.

Oh, how I
wish there was someone here worth fucking, she thought,
pressing the very tip of her finger in.

She wanted a
real man: one who could use his mouth and fingers. One who wasn’t
afraid to make their loving rough. So often, she told a man to
spank her and was refused.

She felt her
pussy open up as she fantasized. Slipping another finger in, Sally
thought about the things she wanted to try, like light biting,
having more than two or three fingers in her. Sucking in her lip,
she imagined a strong cowboy tying her up with some reins and
taking her any way he wanted.

Her breath
shuddered out of her as she got closer to coming.

“Howdy!” Anyone
in here?” An unfamiliar masculine voice called. It sounded like he
was close to her shower.

Her whole body
shaking as she interrupted her fantasy, Sally opened up the horse
blankets and poked her head out.

He was tall and
broad. His sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, revealing thick
forearms. He had saddlebags thrown over his shoulders, and wore a
dusty hat and travel-stained jeans.

“Right here,”
Sally said.

When he turned
to face her, Sally’s breath caught. She crossed her legs and
squeezed them tighter at the tingling in her pussy.

He smiled at
her. “Didn’t expect no pretty girl.”

Sally just
wanted to drag him in with her right then, but she wasn’t sure he
was the type. She smiled. No, he’ll be in need of some
seduction, first, she thought.

“What can I
help you with?” Sally asked. She let a bit more of her flesh show
through the opening.

“Uh… The old
guy said to see you in here about a place to sleep. I’m Jessie, by
the way.” Jessie’s eyes shot down to the skin she displayed, then
back to her face.

His
uncomfortable shifting made Sally wet. In the shade, she couldn’t
see if he was starting to get hard. How big is it? She
wondered.

“I’m your girl,
then. Name’s Sally, and ‘til you came, this barn was my bedroom.
Guess I’m going to have to share now.”

Jessie’s mouth
opened, then shut with a click. He looked at his shuffling feet
bashfully.

“Gee, Sally,
I’m real sorry. Look, just tell me which patch of ground outside’s
the softest and I’ll bunk down there, K?” He finished by giving her
a lopsided grin.

“I’ll have none
of that,” Sally said, “You can sleep in here. I’ll find a good
place for you. Say, would you hand me my clothes? The water’s all
gone and it’s getting cold in here!” Sally sucked in her bottom lip
and let it slowly pull out of her mouth.

Jessie walked
over, grabbed her clothes, and held them out to her.

With a sly
smile, Sally “accidentally” let one corner of the blanket she was
holding up slip, revealing almost all of one curved breast. His
Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and he leaned forward. The thought
that she was making him hard again urged her to take him right
there, but Sally wanted the time to be just right.

It turned out
that Jessie was being brought on as a wrangler, since the ranch
owners were planning on sending a herd out to auction soon. He was
basically sitting around for a few days until the owners got
everything sorted out on their end. Sally just couldn’t believe her
luck.

She got him
sorted out on the opposite side of the loft, helping him set up his
cot (though she really just wanted to watch his muscles flex and
let her mind run wild. He had to sit down and lean forward to hide
an obvious erection when she’d bent over in front of him to pretend
to pick something up.

By the time
night fell, Sally was so horny she was practically coming from her
smallclothes touching her pussy.

“Well, guess
I’ll turn in. Think the boss wants us to get on the move tomorrow,”
Jessie said.

Sally was
looking at his cot, also noticing the riding tack he had and
remembering her

fantasy about
being tied up with some reins. God, I am so wet, she
thought. “Say, that’s a nice blanket. Bet it’s nice and warm,” she
said.
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    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";
	}
}



