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Class Reunion with My Dad’s Best Friend

Paul’s ex-girlfriend is a fucking idiot. That or she’s completely batshit crazy. Most likely both. Something had to be majorly wrong with her to dump him. My dad's best friend is the kind of guy that most women only dream of meeting.

I glanced over to where he was running like a Greek statue come to life on his treadmill. A light sheen of sweat glistened on toned muscles that rippled under his deeply tanned skin. Men half his age might have envied that ripped body, and as far as I was concerned the slight dusting of silver in his dark, wavy hair only made him hotter.

The poor guy had never deserved the crap she'd put him through. Joanne, the ex-girlfriend, had taken advantage while he was still reeling from his wife running off with some trust fund baby only a few years older than me. Then, once she had her claws in, she'd soaked him for everything she could before bailing with the obligatory, “It isn’t you, it’s me.”

In the six months since then Paul hadn’t so much as looked at a woman, and I suppose I really couldn’t blame him. But I kept hoping he’d find somebody else and be happy again. It just wasn’t fair for him to have to be alone. He was a stand-up guy and deserved a hell of a lot better. Even though Dad and Mom had moved out of town after I finished high school and I wasn’t his responsibility, Paul was still always there when I needed him.

I turned away to resume sweeping the floor in the foyer. I’d offered to clean his house in exchange for help with a paper in my psychology class. He would have done it for nothing, but he’d been letting things slide since Joanne had moved out, and the place desperately needed a woman’s touch. Since I knew what his house had been like before, I figured I’d use the opportunity to erase the things that bitch had changed. I had hopes it would help him get over her faster so he’d start dating again.

A heap of unread mail had overflowed its bin by the front door and was threatening to spill from the table onto the floor. With a sigh I gathered it all up and carried it to the living room for sorting.

I placed all the bills on the end table by his recliner and went to toss the junk mail into a pile for the recycling bin. Fortunately there were a lot less of the former than the latter—apparently Paul wasn’t so far gone that he was blowing off bills. There had been a period after Joanne left when if I hadn’t put the bills right under his nose he wouldn’t have remembered them. Somehow he’d managed to get through that without the lights getting shut off, but I was still glad to see that he wasn’t taking this breakup quite so hard.

I paused over the junk pile. One envelope stood out. It didn’t look like the usual junk mail. When I studied the silver envelope with its blue lettering I saw that the return address was to The Class of 2000 Reunion Committee back in Paul and Dad’s old hometown.

“What’s that?”

I squeaked in surprise at the deep voice right by my ear and jumped about a foot. “Paul!”

He rolled his eyes. “Paranoid much?”

“I didn’t hear the treadmill stop.” I held up the envelope. “What’s this?”

“Class reunion,” he grunted. “Toss it.”

“Really?” I turned it over in hands itching with curiosity. “You don’t want to go?”

“Nope—not alone. A bunch of those people thought I was a loser in high school. I’m not going to go back and prove them right.”

“You are not a loser!” I exclaimed indignantly.

Paul rolled his eyes again with a sigh. “Holly, I’m thirty-nine, divorced, and single—again. My wife ran off with a guy over ten years younger than me, and according to Joanne I have no idea how to keep a woman. To those assholes it would just prove I'm still the exact same loser they called me as a teenager.”

He needed to do this. His ego had been curbstomped and this was just one more blow. But if he could go to the reunion and make it through all right, it would give him a much-needed boost. He just needed a nudge in the right direction.

“So find someone else to go with.”

He jerked his shoulders in an impatient shrug. “Like who? Everyone I know is in a relationship, and I doubt any of their boyfriends would be thrilled about them going on a weekend trip with me to pose as my girlfriend.”

An idea struck me. That happens sometimes. It left me blinking in awe at the totally blinding brilliance of it. It was perfect. I took a deep breath and held the envelope out to him.

“Take me,” I suggested.

“This isn't really like take your daughter to work day,” he grumbled.

He'd done that for me because I was majoring in psychology, which he has a PhD  in. He's also an MD. See what I mean? The guy is a serious freakin' catch.

“I know that. I meant take me as your date.”

Paul’s eyebrows shot up and he stared at me as though I’d just suggested he have a threesome with his ex-wife and Trust Fund Boy, and then post the video to his social media accounts.

“What?”

“You can be that suave, older guy who can still get a hot girlfriend half his age. Let them call you a loser then.”

His mouth opened and closed again as he struggled to find his words. “You’ve lost your damned mind, Holly,” he finally choked out. “You’re crazy.”

“Just think about it. If you show up with me hanging all over you, are they going to think you’re a loser, or Studly McStudmuffin? All the guys are going to be super jealous, right? And the women? Yeah, they’ll make some bitchy comments behind your back, but deep down they’re all going to think you’ve damned well got something going on and wonder what it is.”

Paul pursed his lips as he considered it then shook his head. “Absolutely not, Holly. The whole idea is insane.”

“Why?”

“Because!” he exploded, throwing up his hands. “It just wouldn’t be right. You’re...”

“It’s pretend, Paul,” I huffed in exasperation. “Like playing dress up. We go and pretend for a couple of hours so you can catch up with some old friends and show off to some people who weren’t nice to you. That’s all. It’s not a huge deal.”

He muttered something under his breath in reply, but I could see he was weakening. I kept my mouth shut and waited for him to talk himself into it, knowing that if I kept pushing it would only set him more stubbornly against the idea. Finally he gave a deep sigh and his shoulders slumped as if in defeat.

“All right. I probably ought to have my head examined, but I’ll do it.”

“Really?” I jumped up and threw my arms around him. “Yay! You won’t regret it.”

“I already regret it,” he grumbled.

“Oh, don’t be like that. It’s going to be fun. You’ll see. Here,” I said, shoving a stack of mail into his hands. “Sort through that. I’ve got to go.”

“What? Where are you going?”

“The outlet mall,” I grinned over my shoulder at him as I bounced to the front door. “I’ve got to go get a new dress for the reunion. Something that will absolutely knock them all dead when they see you with me.”

Paul groaned and covered his face with his hands. “What the hell have I gotten myself into?”

“Fun, Paul. Lots and lots of fun,” I promised him as I bounced out the door.

I just hoped the whole thing didn’t backfire on me. I was going to have to make this look good for him so his classmates bought it.

When we arrived in the small town where Paul and my Dad had grown up together, I started getting butterflies. Could I really pull it off? In the days leading up to the trip I’d had to coax and cajole him from changing his mind more than once, and after all the work I’d put into getting him this far I was determined that the chance wouldn’t go to waste. Now, as we stood in front of the reservations desk at the hotel, though, it was getting harder to squash the doubts.

That didn’t get any easier when things started to immediately go sideways.

“What do you mean, the rooms aren’t available?” Paul demanded.

The harried-looking young man behind the counter shrugged helplessly. “The reservations were canceled and someone else has already occupied the rooms.”

Anger darkened Paul’s features and he leaned menacingly across the counter. “Canceled? Who canceled them?”

“It just says canceled by customer in the system.”

Paul glared at the clerk. “Well, I’m the customer, and I sure didn’t cancel them.”

“I’m sorry, sir. All I know is what’s in the computer.”

“Then give us two other rooms.”

“We don’t have two other rooms,” the clerk informed him apologetically. “There’s a high school reunion and some kind of business convention going on this weekend.” His fingers flew over the keyboard, spurred to action by the thunderous scowl on Paul’s face. “The only thing left in the whole hotel is one single with a queen bed.”

Paul glanced at me, clenched his jaw, and then turned back to the clerk with a deep growl in the back of his throat. “Not. Acceptable.”

“I’m very sorry, sir. Really, I am. But that’s all we have.”

I had to do something before the whole trip was ruined. I peeked around Paul’s shoulder.

“We’ll take it,” I told the poor guy.

“Holly...”

I ignored Paul's protest and turned my best smile on the clerk. “Does it have a couch?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Fine. Then I’ll sleep on the couch.”

Paul turned his angry frown on me. “Like hell.”

“Fine. We can arm wrestle for it.”

His gaze flickered down to my slender frame, and he rolled his eyes with a derisive snort. “Whatever.”

Behind the counter, the clerk wet his lips nervously. “Do you want the room?”

I nodded. “Yes, please.”

Paul was still grinding his teeth in barely suppressed fury when he slid his credit card across the counter, but I patted his hand.

“It’s okay,” I told him as the clerk checked us in. “It’s just for a couple of nights anyway, right? It won’t kill me to sleep on the couch.”

He kept muttering under his breath, but I’d gotten us past this stumbling block and that was all that mattered. Things would get better—I was sure of that. I was determined to make this the best class reunion ever for him.

By the time we dropped off our bags in the room it was late afternoon. I glanced out of the window at the cool, blue water of the pool below with longing, but my stomach picked that moment to rumble.

“Getting hungry?” Paul asked.

“No. My stomach just randomly growls like that when I’m looking out a window.”

He pretended to aim a swat at my bottom, which I pretended to dodge.

“Smart ass. Let’s go get something to eat.”

“Is there a Chick Fil-A?”

“I want real food. There’s a place on the town square that’s really good. Or at least it used to be.”

The parking spaces in front of the restaurant were all full, so we ended up having to park down the street and walk about half a block. As we emerged onto the square I reached over and grabbed Paul’s arm and scooted close to him—really close. The heat of his body went straight through my thin sun dress and seemed to sizzle against my skin. My whole body was suddenly alive and tingly, and I became acutely aware of just how masculine he was—the hard muscle of his bicep under my hand, the sandalwood and leather of his cologne, the rugged handsomeness of his tanned face.

 I gulped a little at my bizarre reaction to a simple touch, but continued to hold onto him. Now was not the time to chicken out of our charade.

Paul froze and looked down at me in surprise bordering on panic.

“What are you doing?” he whispered.

“We might run into someone you know,” I explained patiently. “We’re supposed to look like a couple, remember?”

“What the hell was I thinking?” he groaned.

I grinned up at him. “Just relax, Paul.”  I gave his arm a reassuring squeeze as I rested my head against his shoulder. It felt strangely good, comforting and exciting at the same time. “It’s okay,” I promised. “Everything is going to be just fine.”

If I’d had any doubts about how people were going to react to seeing me and Paul as a couple, they were quickly dispelled. A couple of women close to his age who were waiting to be seated glared daggers at me before pointedly ignoring us. I clung a little more tightly to him just to rub their noses in it.

Poor Paul wasn’t sure what to do or how to react, but I didn’t give him any chance to back away. When a waitress took us to our booth I made sure to sit beside him and not across from him like I usually did. I chatted, and laughed, and tossed my hair, and made a big show of flirting with him while holding onto him as though he was the last life preserver on the Titanic. If I could just get him used to this, comfortable with this degree of closeness to me, the rest would be a piece of cake. Or so I hoped.

What I didn’t expect was how comfortable I got with it. The closer I got and the more I flirted, the more real it felt, and somewhere along the way my body started thinking it was very real—and Paul was an incredibly sexy man. By the time we left the restaurant to head back to the hotel, my nipples were hard and my panties were damp.

It was embarrassing, and I couldn’t understand what was wrong with me. Sure, he was sex-on-a-stick hot, but this was Paul. I wasn’t supposed to feel like this! It was just supposed to be pretend. The constant quivering between my legs was very, very real, though, and my imagination kept popping up extremely inappropriate erotic thoughts that made me want to hide under the seat in shame. I had to get over whatever this was in a hurry. If Paul caught so much as a whiff of what was going on, he’d cut this trip off and bolt for home so fast it would make time run backwards.

Once we were back in our hotel room, I managed to get myself under control. We’d dropped the couple act, and I made myself keep to a safe distance while we watched TV and vegged out.

I could do this. I’d get through tomorrow, help him impress his former classmates, and we’d go home and everything would go back to normal. I could forget all about these weird feelings and pretend like nothing had ever happened. Except I couldn’t seem to avoid those disturbing thoughts, no matter how hard I tried.

Neither of us felt like staying up, and I threw a blanket on the couch while he got ready for bed. I changed into my sleeping shirt and shorts in the bathroom then brushed my teeth. When I came out, Paul was looking at the couch in disapproval. He glanced up at me, and for just a second something flared in his sapphire eyes as his gaze swept up from my bright pink toenails to my high blonde ponytail. Deep inside, my pussy twitched in reaction to that look.

Boys had looked at me that way before, but never him. He was looking at me like a woman, not a little girl, and it was a kind of scary. But there was a part of me that liked it, too, that grew excited by having an older guy as smoking hot as Paul looking at me like he wanted to rip my clothes off. And some tiny part of me wanted him to do exactly that, no matter how wrong it was.

But as quickly as it came the look vanished, and he was back to the same old Paul he’d always been. Had it even been real, or was I going crazy? I chalked it up to my overactive imagination and the weird situation we were in.

A frown tugged the corners of his lip down as he gestured towards the couch. “You are not sleeping there,” he said.

The couch was more the size of a love seat, and the flat cushions had about as much padding as a bicycle seat. I wasn’t exactly thrilled about sleeping on it, but what other choice was there?

“You’re going to take it?” I asked with a laugh. “It’ll barely fit me.”

His frown deepened. “I’ll sleep on the floor. You take the bed.”

“If you sleep on the floor you’re going to be miserable tomorrow, and you won’t be able to enjoy yourself. Just let me sleep on the couch.”

“No,” he insisted stubbornly. “You’d have to twist up like a pretzel to sleep on that thing.”

I blew out a sigh. He could be really difficult when he wanted. There was only one other answer.

“Fine. We can share the bed.”

He scowled at me and a warning rumble started in his throat. “Holly...”

I just shrugged. “It’s a queen-sized bed, and there’s plenty of room. We’re not going to be sleeping on top of each other.”

Paul closed his eyes, and I could practically hear him counting to ten inside his head.

“I should never have agreed to this trip in the first place,” he gritted between clenched teeth. “This whole thing has been fucking insane.”

“It isn’t that bad. And it’ll be worth it.”

He shook his head. “I find that very hard to believe.”

“Will you just trust me? It’s going to be great. Now let’s go to bed so we’re both ready for tomorrow’s big show.”

He was still grumbling when he crawled under the covers and moved to the very edge of the bed, as far away from me as he could get. I slipped in on the other side and turned out the light. Why did he have to make such a big deal out of everything? I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.

Instead, I found myself staring up at the ceiling for what felt like hours. I wasn’t used to having anyone else in bed with me, certainly not a man. I seemed to have grown super senses since I’d laid down and I was acutely aware of the slightest thing Paul did—every tiny movement, every soft breath as he drifted off, the warm, masculine smell of his cologne mixed with his natural male scent. I kept remembering how I’d felt at the restaurant, the forbidden, exciting thoughts that kept popping into my head all night, and the way he’d looked at me when I stepped out of the bathroom.

It was a long time before I finally got to sleep.

When I woke up the next morning I was burning up, and my whole body was tense with need. My breath caught as I realized that Paul was spooning me from behind. His thin cotton pajamas did nothing to hide the thick, steely erection pressing into my bottom, and the arm he’d draped over me allowed him to cup one of my breasts beneath his large palm. My nipples were puckered hard, and with every tiny motion of his hand desire sizzled down into my center.

I could tell from his breathing and the dead weight of his arm that he was still asleep. What was I going to do? My mind told me to ease out of bed and run for the bathroom, but I ached from his touch and my body cried out with the need to have that hard, thick cock inside of me. Even through our pajamas the feel of it made me tremble inside with longing, and I moaned in frustration.

It was wrong, so very wrong to even think about wanting it, but I couldn’t help myself. Slowly, tentatively I rubbed my bottom against his swollen shaft. God. It was torment, but it felt so fucking good I couldn’t stop. If it hadn’t been for the thin fabric of our nightclothes I could have had him inside of me in a second. My pussy grew slick and trembled at the idea. The more I rubbed the wetter I got, until my sleeping shorts were soaked through and the itching between my legs became unbearable.

Just as I started to slide my fingers down there to touch myself, Paul stirred in his sleep. I froze with my heart hammering in my chest. Oh, shit. What would he do if he woke up and found us like this?

The part of me that was boiling with need didn’t care and even offered some extremely graphic suggestions about what Paul could do with that cock from that position. That certainly did nothing to ease the tension twisting in my core, and when he settled once more I eased my fingers through the waistband of my shorts then down until my fingertips found the hard knot of my clit.

I lasted only seconds before I shattered in an orgasm that curled my toes and left me shaking, and I bit down hard on my lip to keep from crying out. It went on and on for what seemed like hours, while I trembled, and moaned, and prayed that I didn’t wake up Paul.

But when it finally subsided he was still sleeping peacefully beside me, his breathing low and regular. I waited for my heart to stop pounding then eased the covers back and slowly slid off the edge of the bed. The crotch of my shorts was soaked through, and the insides of my thighs slick where my cum had leaked out. I had to get myself cleaned up before Paul woke up.

I tiptoed into the bathroom and closed the door with a sigh of relief. My reflection stared back at me from the mirror with accusing eyes. What had I just done? This was Paul! I wasn’t supposed to even think things like this about him, much less get off on them! Dad would kill us both if he ever found out! But there was no denying that I had, or that I’d enjoyed it—enjoyed it far more than anything I’d ever experienced. And as I stared deep into my own eyes, I knew that if he’d woken up I would have begged him to give me what I’d been imagining.

By the time I got out of the bathroom Paul was awake, watching the news from the bed. I’d scrubbed myself again and again until I was sure that there was no lingering smell of sex on me then dressed in a demure bathrobe that covered me down to my ankles. As I padded into the room he glanced at me with a smile.

“You’re up early.”

“Yeah, I woke up and couldn’t go back to sleep.”

His eyes were still droopy from sleep, his dark hair tousled with adorable little cowlicks. My fingers itched to touch it, to run through its softness, and I wanted to curl up on his lap and wrap myself around him like a blanket and soak him up through my skin. A blush crept up my cheeks, and I hoped that he didn’t notice it or see the guilt written in my eyes, but he’d already turned back to the television.

“I’ll get a shower and then we can go hunt down some breakfast.”

My breath whooshed out in a sigh of relief as he disappeared into the bathroom and the shower started. Despite my guilt, the sight of his muscular body, those powerful thighs, the broad shoulders and ripped biceps bulging against the sleeves of his white t-shirt, had me moist and quivering all over again. This was going to be hard, so much harder than I’d ever imagined. I had no idea how I was going to make it through the day like this.

Somehow I did it, making it mostly on autopilot while we went out for breakfast then he showed me around the town where he’d grown up. That gave me something to focus on besides him, and when we were alone in the car I did my best not to notice the mouth-watering man sitting so close to me. During those hours, I tried to wall off the forbidden feelings and distance myself from the wicked desires that kept giving me little twinges between my legs. I almost managed to convince myself that I had it all under control by the time we got back to the hotel.

Then it was time to get ready for the main event. Only a few more hours and this torture would be over. I could to this. We were going to pull it off.

When I emerged from the bathroom with my hair done and wearing my new dress, I thought Paul’s eyes were going to pop out of his head.

“Holy crap, Holly,” he breathed in a husky voice.

I’d picked out a white lace mini dress that fit like a second skin and reached only a couple of inches down my thighs. As soon as I saw it in the shop, I knew that this was the one for the job. I wanted to make an impression, after all. Well, I certainly made one on Paul. His mouth worked soundlessly for a couple of seconds as he stared at me in shock. I twirled around to give him the full effect.

“Like it?”

He swallowed hard. “You’re wearing that?”

“The whole idea was to put on one hell of a show, right?”

“Yeah, but...” His voice trailed off, and he gulped air. “One of my t-shirts would cover up more than that.”

“Oh, pooh. It’s just a dress. All the girls wear them out.”

“It’s more like half a dress,” he muttered.

But he never took his eyes off of me, and this time there was no doubt at all about the desire smoldering in his gaze. Warm prickles of excitement sizzled in my center, and my breasts grew hot and heavy under the thin fabric of my dress as my nipples puckered.

I was dismayed to discover that I liked him looking at me this way. I actually enjoyed knowing that Paul thought I was beautiful and sexy. It wasn’t right, and I wasn’t supposed to, but, God help me, I did. I wanted him to keep right on doing it and half-hoped that he’d give up on the whole idea of the reunion and just strip the dress off of me and throw me onto the bed right then and there. What the Hell was wrong with me?

“I need to finish getting dressed,” Paul mumbled as he practically sprinted to the bathroom.

I finished primping as he did, putting the final touches on my hair and makeup. It was only a few minutes before he returned wearing a new suit and it was my turn to stare.

Paul rocked the suit. He looked like a GQ ad or something. The tailored charcoal coat emphasized the breadth of his shoulders, while the slacks showed off his long, powerful legs. He’d have every woman in the place swooning over him when we walked in.

The jealous tug I felt in my gut over that was best left unexamined.

“Ready?” he asked.

I nodded. “You look great, Paul.”

His answering smile left me warm and tingling. In the car I pressed my thighs together to try and quell the quivering within, but the leather and sandalwood of his cologne kept me at a low boil the whole ride to the high school so that I was half in a daze when we walked up the long sidewalk to the front doors.

“Here we go,” Paul said under his breath as he opened the door for me.

If he was nervous, he didn’t let it show. I clung to his arm when a pretty but severe woman his age came up and flashed a smile at him.

“Paul! It’s so good to see you.”

“Hello, Mary. You look lovely.”

“Why, thank you. And who is this?”

“My girlfriend, Holly. Holly, this is Mary Ferguson.”

“Nice to meet you, Holly.”

I shook her hand, but I couldn’t help noticing the way her lips tightened when she looked at me. She wasn’t thrilled with me, and I was perfectly okay with that.

“You, too,” I said. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting Paul’s friends.”

“Well, we weren’t exactly friends,” she tittered. “He had an awful crush on me our junior and senior years.”

“Really?” I cooed back, cocking my head to look at her closely. “But that was so long ago. I suppose his tastes have changed since then.”

Paul’s arm tightened around my waist. “Why don’t we go check in and get our name tags? Great to see you, Mary.”

She jabbed a curt nod at him and stomped off into the crowd milling about the entryway. Paul rolled his eyes at her departing back then shot me a stern look.

“Behave,” he warned.

I batted my eyes back at him. “Me? I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He made small talk with the woman passing out name tags, who directed us towards the gym where everyone was supposed to gather. As we turned down a hallway someone called out behind us.

“Paul!”

Two men hurried after us to catch up. Paul’s face lit up with a grin as they approached.

“Hey, guys!”

They clapped each other on the shoulders and shook hands. I stayed quiet and just listened to them, hoping that this wouldn’t be as awkward as the introduction to Mary. Once their greetings were out of the way, the two newcomers turned to me.

“Who’s this? Your daughter?”

“My girlfriend, Holly,” he corrected.

That earned me a closer look.

“No shit?” one of them asked in naked appreciation.

The other man punched him hard in the arm. “Jesus, dude. Manners.” He smiled at me without bothering to hide his admiration, but there was no malice in it. “I’m James Varley, and this loser is Chuck Mastrovich. The three of us were best buds in high school. It’s nice to meet you.”

I gave him a sparkling smile in return. “You, too. I was hoping to meet some of his friends.”

Chuck snickered. “Yeah, we saw you run into Mary. She looked like she bit into a lemon or something.”

With a playful squeeze of Paul’s arm I grinned back. “I’m guessing she wasn’t very nice to Paul.”

“That’s putting it mildly. She knew he liked her, and she treated him like shit for it.”

“For two whole years,” James broke in. “It was just sad.”

“Thanks for bringing back such wonderful memories,” Paul remarked dryly.

“What do you care about that crap?” asked Chuck. “You’ve got Holly, now.”

Paul looked down on me with an odd expression. “Yes, I do, don’t I?”

His friends led us to a long table crowded with a mixed group of other old acquaintances of theirs, and I sat next to Paul and stayed as close to him as I could. They were all nice enough, and apart from a few sidelong glances none of them appeared to care about my age. I noticed Mary sitting with a bunch of women across the room, though, and they kept looking our way so I could tell they were making snide comments about us.

When I was sure that Mary was looking, I slipped my arm around Paul’s shoulder and began toying with his hair then leaned in and blew into his ear. Paul jerked up in his chair and gave me a quelling look, but I just smiled at him innocently.

“What?”

“Stop that!”

I blew him a kiss. “Want some punch?”

“Sure.”

To get to the punch bowls, I had to walk right past Mary’s table—which was the whole reason I went, of course. I was hoping to overhear what they were saying, and I got my wish.

“There’s no way he’s actually with her,” Mary whispered, loudly enough that I couldn’t possibly miss it.

“She looks like a hooker in that dress,” another woman chimed in.

“Whatever he’s paying her, it’s worth it,” the man sitting next to her said.

“Bill!”

She smacked him hard on the arm, but he was still grinning when I got to the table with the punch bowls. I got two glasses and carried them back to my own table, adding a little extra sway to my walk for my audience.

So they thought Paul was paying me to be with him? I’d just have to see about changing their minds about that. I made sure to sit even closer and kept my arm around him and flirted for all I was worth.

That was just the warm up, though. The real opportunity came later, when they turned on the music. I waited through a couple of songs until a perfect one started to play.

“Let’s dance,” I suggested.

“Holly...” Paul groaned.

I stood up and tugged on his arm. “Come on. You’re not getting out of this.”

He came along, dragging his feet like he was on his final walk down Death Row. It didn’t matter. I found a spot that wasn’t too crowded and slid into his arms, pressing my body against his. Paul stiffened for a moment, but relaxed as our bodies began to sway.

“That’s better,” I told him. “Try to look like you’re enjoying yourself.”

He grumbled a little, but I just snuggled in closer. I closed my eyes and soaked it in. It felt amazing to be in his embrace, like I was made for him, like I belonged there. And more than ever I wanted to.

As the song ended, I looked up at him and our eyes met. Electricity crackled in the air, and without quite realizing what I was doing I lifted my lips to his. His mouth brushed against mine, setting flames of desire prickling along my skin, and then his arms tightened around me and he kissed me back with a passion that left me breathless. I lost all track of time, forgot all about the people around us as our kiss deepened, our tongues twining together in a sinuous dance that left me hot all over and my pussy fluttering in need.

When our lips parted, my nipples were rock hard, and my panties were damp. Paul’s face was studiedly blank, but there was no mistaking the heat in his eyes or the possessive grip on my waist as he guided me back to our table.

I hadn’t planned what had just happened, but somehow I knew that it had changed everything between us forever.

Paul didn’t say a word about it the rest of the evening, and he was quiet on the ride back to the hotel. I was just as glad. I no longer knew how to feel about what had happened, and I was drowning in a deluge of second thoughts. What had I done? Had I messed up our relationship forever with that kiss?

His silence lasted until the hotel room door closed behind us.

“What the hell is going on, Holly?” he asked in a soft, dangerous voice.

“I don’t know. I didn’t mean to...”

He barked a laugh. “Sure, you didn’t. Just like you didn’t mean to get yourself off this morning while you rubbed against my cock?”

All the blood drained from my face. “You knew?” I squeaked.

“Of course I fucking knew. Did you really think I wasn’t going to wake up?”

“I didn’t know,” I replied lamely.

“So what the fuck is going on? Are you just cock teasing? Or did you have this whole thing planned?”

“Neither! I didn’t plan on any of this. It just happened!”

“Why don’t I believe you? Especially since this whole thing was your idea from the beginning.”

“I just wanted you to have a good time.”

“A really good time, apparently,” he drawled.

“It wasn’t like that! But when we started pretending, it started to seem so real.”

“It’s about to seem a lot more real,” he said grimly.

Before I could react he had crossed the short distance between us, and his mouth crashed down onto mine. It was nothing like our kiss on the dance floor. This time he was angry, demanding, as his tongue drove between my lips and ravished my mouth. While he kissed me, his hands found my hips and slid around to squeeze my ass and grind my hips against his manhood. It was already hard—a thick, iron rod pressing against the softness of my lower belly.

I drenched my panties, my pussy slick and loose with the swelling ache of need between my legs. Despite my earlier feelings, I was suddenly mortified. This was Paul, and this was very, very wrong. What on earth had possessed me to push things this way?

I whimpered, whether from need or fear I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that this wasn’t what I’d imagined at all. Any thoughts of seduction had vanished. Suddenly, I was a little girl again, and my dad's best friend was angry with me because I'd been naughty.

“Is this what you want?” he growled when he pulled away from my mouth.

I quailed at the mingled fury and desire burning in his eyes and shook my head.

“Liar.”

Holding me still with one arm, he slid his free hand under my dress and his fingers brushed against my panties. He held his fingertips up before my face, glistening with a thin coating of my juices.

“You’re lying to me. Again.”

Abruptly, he shoved me backwards onto the bed. His anger was scary—he was so much bigger and stronger than me. I felt small and helpless in the face of his fury. He could do anything he wanted to me, and I couldn’t stop him.

“Do you know what happens to bad little girls who lie, Holly?”

The sudden calmness in his voice was more frightening than his anger had been, and then I did remember. Oh, shit. I tried to roll over and escape to the other side of the bed, but Paul was too quick. He landed on the bed beside me and dragged me over his lap, pinning me with one arm. When he dragged up the back of my dress and began tugging down my panties, I let out a squeal.

“No!” I wailed.

“They get a spanking.”

I squirmed on his lap, but I couldn’t get away. Instead, his broad hand came down hard in a slap on my bare ass that sounded like the crack of a whip. The pain made me buck against him, but his powerful arm held me firmly on his lap. I barely had time to gasp before the next blow landed. Stinging heat spread through my burning bottom as Paul continued to spank me. It hurt, and I was whimpering in pain, but with every smack I got wetter. My nipples stiffened and my clit tightened to a hard, little knot at my root.

“Please, Paul. Please,” I moaned.

“Please what?” he asked, bending low so his mouth was close to my ear.

The hand that had been spanking me pressed between my legs and skimmed along my slit. Fingers probed at my soaking entrance, the tips dipping inside. I gasped as Paul slid two fingers into me, and I stretched for them. The hollow itch of need in my center had become almost unbearable, and I squeezed my thighs together to keep his fingers inside of me while I rocked my hips down trying to get more.

Paul gave a harsh laugh. “My date is a slut.”

“No,” I said, but my hips kept moving of their own accord.

“You are,” he insisted. “You’re soaking wet. You’re enjoying this.”

“Am not!”

When he pulled his hand away from my pussy, though, I caught the unmistakable scent of my arousal. I pressed my face against the comforter with a groan. This whole thing was crazy. I wasn’t supposed to want this. I shouldn't have been excited by Paul spanking me. I certainly shouldn't have wanted his fingers back in me, or to think about what the thick, stiff cock which was pressed into my side would feel like inside my pussy.

Paul’s hand caressed my bottom, which was still hot from my spanking, before diving back between my legs. One fingertip found the hard nub of my clit and massaged it while his thumb teased against my entrance. As pleasure surged from my clit and my walls fluttered in need, I writhed on his lap with a low moan. Slowly, he pressed his thumb deeper into my clinging folds, rubbing it back and forth while his fingertip swirled against my swollen little pearl.

“How many boys have touched you here?” he demanded gruffly. “How many cocks have you had in this pussy, Holly?”

My face flamed with embarrassment even as I grew wetter at his touch.

“None,” I whispered.

His hand froze. “Are you lying to me again?”

“No, Paul, I swear.”

I’d wanted to. Sometimes the hollow ache between my legs had swelled to a scream demanding fulfillment, and it wouldn’t go away no matter how much I rubbed my clit. Then I wanted something, someone inside me so badly that I thought I’d die from it. Half a dozen times I’d come close to giving in to one boy or another just to make it stop, but I’d never gone through with it. Somehow, with them, it had never felt right.

So now, when I knew it was totally wrong, why did I want it so much more?

Gently Paul eased his thumb deeper, until he brushed against the thin barrier of my hymen. He gave an odd little sigh then went back to stroking the edges of my quivering pussy.

“Good girl,” he told me. “You’ve been saving yourself?”

“Yes,” I mumbled, my face still buried against the bedclothes.

“Why?”

The shame I felt at that question was almost enough to overcome the waves of desire pounding through me. Those other boys hadn’t been who I’d wanted, who I’d dreamed of. I’d always known that the feelings I had were wrong, but I just hadn’t been able to help myself. When I’d rubbed my clit in bed late at night or played with myself in the tub, it had always been Paul I was thinking of, and being forbidden only made it that much more exciting. I’d never, ever imagined that he’d find out, though.

“Because they weren’t you,” I told him. “It's always been you.”

“Naughty little girl,” he murmured. “What am I going to do with you?”

The hand which had been pinning me down in the small of my back moved to caress the still-stinging flesh of my ass. Paul’s palm was cool and soothing against its angry redness, but when his fingertips trailed lightly down into the sensitive crease between my cheeks, I moaned. One finger probed deeper still to tickle against the puckered hole hidden there. I wriggled on his lap, uncomfortable at the filthy pleasure of that touch, but his fingers were already gliding back down to my soaking pussy. I was leaking so much I’d probably left a wet spot on Paul’s pants, but his fingers on my clit got me even wetter.

“Oh, yes,” I hissed, humping myself against his hand.

I was long past caring what Dad was going to think if I did this with his best friend. I was no longer capable of caring about anything except the itching need which swelled and throbbed in my center.

Paul yanked my panties all the way down my legs, and I kicked them off my ankles. As soon as I was free of them, I lifted my ass up to give him better access to my pulsating sex. Instead of rubbing me to orgasm as I’d hoped, though, he slid his legs out from under me. His big hands gripped my thighs, lifting me up and pushing my legs further apart.

“Such a pretty pussy,” Paul murmured. “So pink and wet.”

Heat flushed across my skin as I realized that he was looking straight at my most private places with nothing at all hidden from his eyes. Even with my dress still covering half of my body I felt more naked than I’d ever been in my life. Embarrassed, I tried to cover myself with my hands, but Paul shoved them away.

“This is my pussy, now,” he told me.

“Yes, Paul,” I agreed. All of me belonged to him, now.

“You’ll never let any other man touch you, will you, Holly?”

“No. Never.”

I gasped in shock as the soft tip of his tongue ran up my inner thigh towards my center. It moved with tantalizing slowness, leaving me in an agony of anticipation. I shuddered as my walls fluttered and my clit throbbed in frustration. I wanted it on me, craved the sensation of it on my pussy so much.

“Please,” I moaned. “Oh, please,” I begged him.

With a little laugh he buried his face against my pussy from behind, and I cried out in joy as his tongue dove into my hole to lick up my oozing cream. It felt so fucking good I could barely stand it, and then even better as he licked along my furrow and found my clit. My breath caught, and I clawed at the bedclothes as though I was afraid I was going to fall off the bed.

Sparkling tingles exploded between my legs as he licked and sucked on my pearl until I writhed on the bed, overwhelmed by sensation. My walls thrummed, and pulses of hot bliss coursed through my whole lower body. As I began to gush, he moved back to my pussy and lapped wildly at my juices like he couldn’t get enough of them.

My breath came in a long series of low moans, now, and I thrust my hand back to rub my clit while Paul buried his tongue in my hole. I was so lost in pleasure I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. It felt as though I was floating over the bed, lifted high by his warm tongue on my pussy. I hovered right on the brink, felt it building to a crest between my legs, and rubbed myself faster in desperation.

My tunnel clenched hard, and I threw my head back with a hoarse cry of ecstasy. Muscles locked, and my whole body froze as my pussy spasmed again and again to push out a flood of hot fluids.

“Paul!” I shrieked. “Oh, Paul!”

The juices his hungry tongue didn’t catch dribbled down my thighs while I trembled from head to toe with the aftershocks. I was still shivering and trying to catch my breath when Paul pulled away.

I heard the sound of a zipper and the rustling of fabric. Paul was taking off his clothes! A twinge of fear tickled cold in my belly. Having his hands and tongue on me was one thing, but I wasn't sure if I was ready for this. The muscles of my ass clenched tightly as I realized how vulnerable I was to him with my bottom up in the air. I risked a glance over my shoulder and found that he was already naked, his manhood a thick, rigid pole jutting proudly from his hips.

I gulped hard as I grasped the size of it for the first time. While I’d seen some on the internet, I’d never seen one in real life before, and it was more than a little intimidating. Even when I’d rubbed against it this morning, I hadn’t realized how big it truly was. That was supposed to fit inside of me?

But the hollow itching between my legs hadn’t been sated by my orgasm. At the sight of Paul’s prick my pussy quivered and the need to have something in there overcame any doubts I had. When he climbed up behind me, I wiggled my butt a little in anticipation.

“You’re so wet,” he said, his fingers tracing along my slick, puffy lips.

When the tip of his cock replaced his fingers, I flinched but didn’t pull away.

“This is my pussy, little girl.” Paul reminded me. “All mine.”

“Yes, Paul. All yours.”

Gripping his shaft, he rubbed the head slowly along my slit. It quickly grew slippery and felt good there, especially when the head bumped against the stiff knob of my clit. Instinctively, I spread wider for him, driven by urges I didn’t fully understand. I just knew that this was what I wanted, what I needed.

Once he was sufficiently slick with my juices, Paul shifted his erection until the head prodded at my entrance. His hands gripped my hips and he eased the tip inside. My breath caught as my opening spread around the thick head, but I was wet and ready. When Paul rocked his hips, his cock slid into the clinging walls of my tunnel.

The thick shaft stretched me, and I whimpered as the tip pushed against my hymen. Biting my lip, I steeled myself for what I knew was coming next.

Instead of pushing through, though, Paul worked his cock in and out a few times until I got used to the feeling of it. I whimpered in frustrated need, wanting more. I wanted it in me, all of it.

Suddenly he thrust hard, and I mewled in pain as I tore. The burning sting inside brought tears to my eyes, and I tried to squirm away.

“Easy, Holly,” Paul murmured. “It only hurts for a minute, and then it will feel good. I promise.”

His fingers dug into my hips and he leaned into me. He was so thick that I stretched and stretched to fit him as he worked ever deeper, but even though I fit him like a glove I was wet enough that he slid all the way in until his hips came to rest against my bottom. Paul’s manhood stuffed me, finally filling that hollow place inside, and I breathed a long sigh of relief as he finally gave me the relief I’d craved. Then he started fucking me.

At first his thrusts were slow and easy, but as I relaxed and adjusted to him he was able to go harder. Before long he was pounding into me, his cock a steel rod ramming into my sopping tunnel. The wet, smacking sound as our bodies met fueled my excitement, and I began pushing my ass back to meet his thrusts.

Each time he filled me, pleasure swirled through my lower body, and I moaned from the excruciating bliss of it. He was shoving me down into the bed now, grunting with every thrust. Wanting still more, my hand snaked between my legs to softly rub my clit while he hammered into me.

My breath came in hard little gasps as the ecstasy built deep within, swelling and tightening at the same time until I felt like I was going to burst. I closed my eyes and rode the wave, soared up on it, higher and higher until I was flying. It felt so fucking good, and I was so glad I’d waited and saved myself for him.

Without warning I exploded, and my cries echoed through the small room. The pleasure dragged on and on while Paul continued to stroke into my pulsing pussy. It was too much. I thought I might die from it, and my back arched and I flung my head back.

“Paul, Paul, Paul,” I moaned, panting for breath.

“You're so sexy when you come,” he growled. “So fucking sexy.”

One hand smacked down in a stinging slap on my ass as he buried himself in me to his balls, and I squeaked in protest.

“My ass,” he said. “I’ll spank it when I damned well please.”

“Yes, Paul,” I gasped.

His warm hand rubbed the spot he’d just slapped.

“Good girl.”

As he fucked me, his fingertips teased back and forth the cleft between my cheeks. My back arched again as that sensitive skin tingled at his touch, and my walls quivered in renewed excitement. He was doing it to me again. Again. My fingers flew back to my stiffening clit to rub it in time with Paul’s strokes.

“You’re my little slut, aren’t you, Holly?” he panted.

I nodded, my forehead bumping the bed. “Yes.”

His fingers pried open my cheeks, exposing the valley inside and brushing against the crinkled ring there. It was slippery from sweat and my own juices, and his fingertips circled it lazily. I whined as one thick finger worked its way inside to the first knuckle, and my muscles squeezed down trying to force it out.

“Wait! Not there!”

“Little sluts take it up the ass,” he said, twisting his finger to work it in even further.

I squirmed at the strange sensation. It felt weird having something there, but having Paul move in my pussy while his finger slid into my ass was also strangely exciting.

“Good girl,” he murmured as I relaxed for him. “You’re going to be a lovely little anal slut for me.”

I whined as his cock suddenly withdrew from my pussy, and my walls fluttered in disappointment.

“I’m going to fuck this ass,” he told me firmly. “It’s all I’ve been able to think about since you were rubbing it against my cock this morning.”

My heart thumped in sudden terror. That thick cock had just barely squeezed into my pussy. How could it possibly fit there?

The rounded head slid inexorably up along my crack until it came to rest against this narrower passage, and I clenched my cheeks without thinking. Paul smacked my ass again, while his other hand fisted in my hair to pull my head back and hold me against his hips.

I groaned when he leaned forward and the pressure against my puckered sphincter increased. His cock slipped away, but he moved his hips until it was in the right spot again and pushed. I was a little loose and lubed there from his finger, and the head popped inside. I squealed as a sharp wave of pain exploded through my bottom.

“It’s too big!”

“Hush, sweetheart. It’s fine. Rub your clit. That will make it easier.”

Obediently, I did as he said. Despite the pain, I was still near the brink of orgasm and the pleasure subsumed any discomfort. Slowly, an inch at a time, he pushed into my ass. It still hurt a little, but the thick shaft impaling my bottom felt good, too. Taking Paul’s thick cock up my ass was so dirty and so exciting. I really was his little slut.

“It feels so good, Holly,” Paul moaned. “So hot. So tight.”

When his balls pressed against me, I knew he was fully inside. I was uncomfortable with his big erection stuffing me, but then he began fucking me, slowly at first, then quickening his pace until he was pounding my ass like he’d done to my pussy.

“Whose ass is this?” he demanded between breaths.

“It’s yours, Paul. All of me is yours.”

A wonderful warmth gradually spread out from my taut little ring to blend with the tingling from my clit. My eyes drifted shut, and I moaned at the unexpected pleasure of it. I was almost there again, so close I couldn’t stand it. My pulse throbbed in my ears, and I couldn’t catch my breath. I rubbed my nub harder, faster, my fingers flying.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Come for me, sweetheart.”

When the dam finally burst, I screamed as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through me. My muscles squeezed down, tightening on Paul’s cock like a velvet vice. He shoved himself into me once more, balls deep in my ass.

“Fuck,” he growled. “Oh, fuck yeah. So goddamned tight.”

My head was still swimming when he gasped and then groaned, and his cock rammed deep, jerking as he came and his cum boiled out to fill my ass. He was panting, and held himself upright with his hands clamped on my hips while he shuddered from the intensity of his own release.

After a minute his pulsating erection slipped from my ass and he flopped onto the bed beside me. My muscles were Jell-O, loose and shaking, and with a sigh I let myself sink into the bedclothes. I was all sweaty, my belly and thighs sticky with my juices, my twitching ass full of Paul’s cum. And I was happier than I’d ever been, because I knew that this was what I'd secretly wanted for years. To belong to Paul

One hand stroked lightly along my flanks, and he sighed.

“My beautiful little slut,” he murmured. “Maybe we should keep the room for another night.”

A fingertip that smelled of my sex found my mouth and traced its way along my lips.

“I still haven’t taken your mouth. You need to learn to take my cock there, too.”

The thought of holding him there, licking and sucking him, sent a thrill through my core and my clit gave a little jolt.

“I’d like that.”

“When we get home you’re moving into my place.”

I felt an instant's panic. “What about Dad?”

“We'll work it out. Somehow. I may have to let him beat the shit out of me a couple of times before he gets it out of his system. But from now on you’re mine, and I want you close.”

I giggled. “Whatever you say. It's your face he's going to punch in.”

I wanted it as much as he did, though. I didn’t care what else happened or what anyone thought. I was with Paul, exactly where I belonged.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Living with My Best Friend’s Dad

HAVE YOU EVER HAD ONE OF THOSE DAYS where life just decides to screw with you? Well, I was having one of those days. It had started before I left the house for work that morning, and I desperately needed to talk things over with Brynn, my best friend. Of course it was Saturday, so a steady stream of customers kept me hopping until lunchtime and I had no chance to text or call. When I had applied for a job at the used video game store two years ago I didn’t know the difference between an Xbox and a pop tart, but the owner had hired me anyway on a hunch. I was young, female, sort of pretty in a wholesome, girl next door kind of way, and most of his clientele consisted of geeky, awkward guys in their teens and twenties. Sales had spiked almost twenty percent in the first month after I started working there and my boss immediately gave me a big enough raise to make sure I wasn’t going to find a better job anywhere else in town. I wondered if he’d be able to give me another one so I could afford to stick around.

As soon as I could break away for lunch I pulled out my cell phone and called Brynn. I had no idea I was about to get nailed with the second half of the double-whammy life had in store for me.

“Molly!” she squealed, “I was just about to call you. You won’t believe it!”

“What?”

“I got the scholarship! The other girl dropped out.”

She had been the runner up for a veterinary scholarship at Texas A&M University, one of the ones they set up to encourage more women to get into the field, and very competitive. Just getting into the program was hard enough, but Brynn had kicked some serious butt to make it into the runner up spot. Icicles started gnawing their way through my stomach—my best friend was going to be moving halfway across the state. I couldn’t help but be happy for her, but I was feeling more alone by the second.

“That’s great news. I can’t believe she bailed on the scholarship.”

“Hey, why don’t you come over when you get off work and I’ll tell you everything?”

I thought about going home to spend the night wallowing in self-pity instead, but it didn’t sound particularly appealing. “Okay.”

“See you then!”

When I locked up that night I almost backed out—this was a big day for her and she didn’t need me spoiling it with my problems. Of course if I didn’t go over she’d wonder why and pester me with a nonstop barrage of texts until I eventually gave in and ended up telling her everything anyway. I figured my best course was to suck it up and keep my mouth shut. My personal issues would keep for another day or two.

Brynn lived with her dad in an enormous, two story farmhouse that was almost a hundred years old and had enough character for a dozen homes. I had been spending nights there since we first became friends back in middle school, and I loved that place more than anywhere else in the world. The stairs creaked and the pipes groaned and some of the windows had a tendency to stick during the summer, but you simply couldn’t beat the place for a wicked game of hide-and-go-seek.

With five huge upstairs bedrooms and the living areas downstairs all sized to match it was far too large for just the two of them. Brynn had been an only child when her mom had died in a car accident, though, and for some reason her dad never remarried. Thinking about it always made me a little sad because she had told me once that when her dad bought the house for her mom they had intended to fill it with kids. I never could understand why he held onto the place rather than moving them into something where they didn’t rattle around like the last two M&Ms in the candy jar. Maybe it was the memories, or maybe it was just inertia. I had never had the courage to ask.

By the time I met Brynn her mom was already gone and her dad, Dr. Jonathan Sanders, just seemed like a normal single father. A surgeon at the small hospital in town, he was often busy and sometimes absent-minded, but always seemed like a good dad. Over the years when he had to work or got called in for emergencies Brynn had spent countless nights at my house, and Jonathan repaid my parents by having me over on school holidays and taking me along with them on trips to San Antonio, Austin, and Houston.

It wasn’t until I pulled up in front of their house that I realized that with Brynn leaving he would be completely alone in that vast, empty place. Sympathy squeezed at my heart—however difficult this was for me, it had to be even harder on him.

“Is that you, Molly?” a voice called from the shadows as I started up the steps. A moment later Dr. Sanders poked his head around one of the tall, white columns that lined the porch. “Thank God you’re here. I was afraid she was going to spontaneously combust if she didn’t have a chance to tell you all about it six or seven times.”

How the man had managed to stay single all this time was one of life’s great mysteries. Ebony hair framed a lean, aristocratic face set with sea-green eyes that could shift in an instant between placid, sunlit ripples and storm-tossed, hoary deeps. Running and hiking were his passions whenever he wasn’t working, and he had a toned athlete’s body that belied the fine age lines around his eyes. By rights every woman in the county should have been beating on his door—and maybe they were. But so far as I could tell none of them had managed to get so much as a foot inside. Their loss.

Continue reading Living with My Best Friend’s Dad…
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	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";
	}
}
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