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For the man who can have anything, she's the
perfect plaything. But he's not who she thinks he is, and the more
she comes under his spell, the less he's willing to pretend.









Preview






His hand left her breast and wandered downward,
tracing over her abdomen, taking a detour to squeeze her
deliciously tight ass, and then down over the sensitive mound of
her groin. He felt her stiffen as his hand cupped her pussy, and
even before his fingers were at her hole, he could feel how wet she
was for him.

"So wet already, Heather?" he breathed. "Is that all
because of me?"

"All, sir. I'm - I'm always wet when I'm with
you."

He had ample evidence that that was true, but it
didn't make it any less exquisite to feel her sex soaking with
juices, ready for his cock whenever he wanted to take her. It never
got old. Seeing the effects he had on her never, ever got old. He
felt another throb in his shaft, by now standing at complete
attention against the tight cloth on his crotch, but he wasn't
about to rush through this and miss out. The best part was always
watching her squirm.

With a satisfying click, he opened the buckle of his
belt. Heather's hands flew to his zipper at the sound, over-eager
and hopeful it meant he was about to take her. But he pushed her
hands away, and instead raised the belt to her head, threading it
back through itself in a loop. He heard her breath stop as she saw
what he was doing. He brought it up and she bent her head slightly
to let him slip it over and down to her throat, where he tightened
it with an easy little flick.

It wasn't tight enough to choke her, at least for the
moment, but she wouldn't forget it was there, that was for
sure.

He reached into his pocket and found his silk
handkerchief, still crisp and pressed since the morning, and put it
up to her eyes. She stilled, her body taut and at attention, as he
tied the little cloth off with a firm knot.

"Good," he breathed. "Look at how far we've come. It
wasn't that long ago I'd have you going all to pieces on me just
for a little tie-up. But you've learned I can be good to you,
haven't you?"

"Yes, sir," she breathed.

"And you've learned I don't have to be, too."

The answering shiver, nervous and aroused
and eager, jerked through the leather strap of the belt tied at her
throat. "Yes, sir." Her voice was barely audible.
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Resistance

 


Troy sat looking out through his reflection in the
floor-to-ceiling window behind his desk. The view was of the
southern skyline of downtown: glass-and-steel towers rising out of
the sprawling muddle of five to ten story brick and stone
undergrowth. The day was overcast. There was just a hint of rain in
the air but no drops to show for it, at least not so far that
afternoon.

Sometimes his eyes would lose focus and come back to
rest on his own faint image in the glass: his face slack in
thought, his collar open, his dark hair pushed back. It wasn't like
him to be so distracted, losing track of what he was doing, his
mind a thousand miles away. He could deny the reason, but it would
be an empty lie, one of several he had been telling himself
recently. Given a minute or two of freedom, his mind kept wandering
restlessly back to her, even though her name hadn't passed his lips
in two days.

He turned back into the room at the sound of a beep
on the phone system. His finger clicked the button. "Tell me," he
said.

"You have a phone call from Randy Atkins. He says
-"

"Tell him I'll be in touch tomorrow," Troy cut off
the voice.

"I will, sir, but you know he's tried three times
this week, and all because you asked him to get back to you about
-"

"Not now, Jenna."

"Yes, sir." The receiver clicked off, and Troy eyed
the black device thoughtfully. It wasn't his usual intercom. In
fact, this wasn't his usual office. He was a squatter - making use
of the office of one of his vice presidents at the Group while his
own office a floor above was being renovated. That certainly had to
do with why everything seemed a little bit off. The VP was an older
woman, and her tastes couldn't have been more different from
Troy's.

With its several broad sofas and rich oriental rug,
it just didn't feel anything like home. Troy liked sleek and
minimal. He liked modern. He liked big open spaces where new ideas
could get up and dash around, whirling and banging into each other.
He liked the harsh silence of an empty room full of hard surfaces,
not this soft, muted quiet of upholstery, where every sound was
muffled. Where every thought felt muffled.

It was as if the woman who had decorated this wanted
people to be ... comfortable. Comfortable people didn't take risks.
Comfortable didn't care if they made mistakes.

But there was only so much he could blame on the
temporary change of scenery. Truth be told, he had been avoiding
his real problem. Avoiding her name, even. Heather. The business
trip that had taken him out of town for three days had been
unnecessary. It really hadn't mattered if he was personally present
for the ground-breaking on the new development out in Los Angeles.
He hadn't needed to swing through Sacramento on his way back - his
business there could have just been done with a few phone calls. He
certainly could have been back last night, instead of this morning.
But he had needed more time before he saw her again.

He had endured a terrible two weeks, thinking his
pride might have let her slip away forever, that she might never
come back. When he had seen her standing on the tarmac, waiting for
him, it had been ... like the world had started turning again. Like
everything had been hanging frozen, and now he could breathe
without shattering it.

He had never expected to feel that way about another
person. He was afraid to feel that way.

And as if the universe were fulfilling his fears the
moment they popped into his head, that very night when everything
seemed healed, everything had changed again instead. He had caught
her in the doorway of his private office, and for a terrible moment
he'd lost everything, forgotten everything. It was as though ten
years had never passed.

He had lost control. For one terrible moment he had
lost control, and he had seen the look in her eyes. He knew the
emotion he'd seen there too well to pretend he didn't know what it
was. He had seen it in the eyes of so many people over the years as
they looked at him: fear. He had worked to make people fear him,
savored it, loved it, reveled in it.

But ... not anymore. Not with her. That was not what
he wanted. Why was it there, of all places? And why did it still
effect him the same way? Why had it stirred all those old
instincts? Why could that look still pump adrenaline into his veins
and make him feel so powerful.

He shouldn't want that. He didn't want
that.

But seeing the fear there had stirred something he
wasn't comfortable with. Something he had never been comfortable
with, and recently had begun to dare think he had finally
escaped.

It was a trick of the light, a trick of the light
that brought up old memories - that was all. And he'd needed time
to recover from a shock when he had least been expecting one, when
he had allowed himself to get too comfortable. Too vulnerable.

It was a simple thing, really. Something to be
forgotten, and three days was enough. He was over it. It wouldn't
be a problem. He could forget he ever saw it. She had hidden it
quickly enough, after all, and the rest of the evening had quickly
reminded him why he had missed her so much.

He looked at the clock. Five-thirty. Late enough.
With a deep breath, he became a different person.

He clicked the intercom. "Jenna, could you dial
Heather and put it through?"

There was a click, and then the sound of a ringing
telephone answered his request.

There was another muffled click and the sound of air
in a microphone. "Hey," Heather's breathless voice answered. "I was
hoping I'd hear from you. You got back today, right?"

"Heather," Troy said, his eyes closed as he savored
the sound. "Do you know how crazy it's been driving me to be away
for three days?"

Heather laughed a little, the way she did when she
was blushing. "I have some kind of idea," she said. "Are you
working very late tonight?"

"No, I don't need to get much more done, actually.
Not tonight. Tonight I need something else."

He could hear her breath tighten a little on the
other end. "What kind of 'else' did you have in mind?"

He felt himself smiling into the receiver in spite of
himself. Sometimes it wasn't really as hard as he let himself make
it out to be. "Well, all the time I was away I was having these
fantasies of what I might find waiting for me at home. If a
beautiful woman had happened to wander in off the street, lost
track of all those clothes she normally wears, and just needed
someone to be good to her. I'd be good to her, of course."

"Of course."

"But only if I really knew she was mine. There's a
specific woman I know who I put a collar on a few weeks back. I've
been out of town long enough she might have forgotten, but if she
happened to turn up, I would certainly reward something like
that."

He could hear her breathing was tight. "I think I
know the one."

"Good. I'd hate to think I was coming home to someone
else's toy."

"She certainly isn't that, sir."

"Well," he mused. "I'll have to make sure she proves
it."

 


 


 


 


An hour later - almost to the second - Troy stood
poised before the heavy doorway to his suite in the Williams Tower.
His hand felt the cool grains of wood, and he breathed in a long,
deep breath that filled his lungs with slow, frigid ecstasy. He
always felt this way before he saw her, so powerfully alive and
ready and turned on. It was like slipping into another self, an
extreme, perfect mindset: animal and aggressive but controlled,
controlling.

He flicked the door open easily, letting it bang
deafeningly into the wall of the hallway beyond. He could tell she
was already here, waiting for him. He had given her a little extra
time, just to be sure. She needed a few minutes to prepare for him.
He didn't want her distracted or restless or out of breath. He
wanted her calm, meditative, fixated on what was about to happen.
It made it so much better when he could tell how she had been
dwelling for hours on what he would do to her - how he would take
her, how he would use her.

He set down his coat by the door and walked into the
side hall where he had once trained her to wait for him. She had
heard him come in, of course. She was already there, kneeling: her
face flushed, her body naked, her thin silver collar fastened
around the base of that perfect, delicate throat.

He stood in the doorway for a moment, savoring the
sight and savoring her intense anticipation. He felt his cock
harden in his pants. God but she was beautiful when she was like
this. The light was dim, accentuating every shape and contour of
her body. Her soft, bare breasts swayed a bit as she looked up at
him. Her face was flushed, and her shoulders trembled slightly.

"Sir, it's good to have you back."

"It's good to be back, Heather. It's very, very
good." He stepped into the side hall and approached her. He brushed
aside a lock of auburn hair that had fallen across her face. "Did
you miss me very much?"

"More than you could possibly know, sir."

"And were you a very bad girl when you were thinking
about me?"

"No, sir. You know I save myself for you."

"Really? Three whole days and not a single bad deed?
You'll be so much fun to play with, all pent up like that. It'll
almost make up for not having anything to punish you for." He ran a
finger up the side of her neck and felt her shiver a little in
anticipation.

"All pent up, sir," she agreed, the shiver even
audible in her voice.

He took her right nipple between his fingers and
rolled it slightly, experimentally, and was rewarded with a slight
gasp. With a slight pull upwards, he prompted her to stand, and she
scrambled to her feet as best she could with her breast in his
grip.

His other hand found its way around her head. He ran
his fingers through her hair, his face close to hers. Her breath
was tight and shallow, and he could see the wetness of her mouth as
she ran her tongue over her lips.

He kissed her just to feel that wetness against his
own mouth, the hot, shallow breaths, the soft trembling
anticipation. Her body fulfilled every possible fantasy, the way it
responded so exquisitely. She softened in his embrace, conforming
to his body and pressing against him anywhere she could be touched.
He loved the way she tasted, the way she smelled, the way she felt.
The way she felt, especially.

His hand left her breast and wandered downward,
tracing over her abdomen, taking a detour to squeeze her
deliciously tight ass, and then down over the sensitive mound of
her groin. He felt her stiffen as his hand cupped her pussy, and
even before his fingers were at her hole, he could feel how wet she
was for him.

"So wet already, Heather?" he breathed. "Is that all
because of me?"

"All, sir. I'm - I'm always wet when I'm with
you."

He had ample evidence that that was true, but it
didn't make it any less exquisite to feel her sex soaking with
juices, ready for his cock whenever he wanted to take her. It never
got old. Seeing the effect he had on her never, ever got old. He
felt another throb in his shaft, by now standing at complete
attention against the tight cloth on his crotch, but he wasn't
about to rush through this and miss out. The best part was always
watching her squirm.

With a satisfying click, he opened the buckle of his
belt. Heather's hands flew to his zipper at the sound, over-eager
and hopeful it meant he was about to take her. But he pushed her
hands away, and instead raised the belt to her head, threading it
back through itself in a loop. He heard her breath stop as she saw
what he was doing. He brought it up and she bent her head slightly
to let him slip it over and down to her throat, where he tightened
it with an easy little flick.

It wasn't tight enough to choke her, at least for the
moment, but she wouldn't forget it was there, that was for
sure.

He reached into his pocket and found his silk
handkerchief, still crisp and pressed since the morning, and put it
up to her eyes. She stilled, her body taut and at attention, as he
tied the little cloth off with a firm knot.

"Good," he said, so very softly. "Look at how far
we've come. It wasn't that long ago I'd have you going all to
pieces on me just for a little tie-up. But you've learned I can be
good to you, haven't you?"

"Yes, sir," she breathed.

"And you've learned I don't have to be, too."

The answering shiver, nervous and aroused and eager,
jerked through the leather strap of the belt tied at her throat.
"Yes, sir." Her voice was barely audible.

He tugged forward slightly on the leash, bringing her
lips forward to press against his. His free hand found its way back
between her legs, and he kissed her tightly as his finger wrapped
around into her tight, soaking hole. She gasped against his lips,
her body tensing. He pushed deeper, his thumb circling her swollen
clit.

She was breathing in shuddering gasps. In only
moments it seemed like she was on the verge of orgasm. It had been
an understatement to call her pent up. His fingers pushed into her
and slid slowly back out, touching only the most sensitive places.
He had pushed her back against the wall, and she moved weakly
against him in anticipation of what was coming. Or rather, what
wasn't coming. Just as he felt her body quivering on the edge of
release, he stopped, held his fingers against her wet, hot flesh,
feeling the pounding rush of blood in her body, but not giving her
that last inch. Not letting her go over the edge.

It took her a second to understand what was
happening, and he could feel the desperate shudder as she realized
that he wasn't going to let her come yet. Her breath was ragged in
his ear.

"Would you like to come?" he asked her.

"Yes, sir. Please let me come, sir."

He let his lips find hers again, savoring how
helpless she felt. She could barely focus on his mouth, preoccupied
as she was with the fingers that possessed her body by another
route.

After a few moments, she had started to regain
control of herself, and it took another caress to bring her back to
that desperate, quivering edge. Again he didn't let her over,
didn't let her come. One more, maybe two, until he was satisfied.
Until she begged.

And when it was enough, when it was time to make her
come, he slowed down even more. He wanted to feel her locked in
each moment, lingering an eternity on the edge, writhing helplessly
to feel it pour out through her body.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped tightly. "Fuck."

"Thank me, Heather."

"Thank you, sir," she choked out. "Thank you for
letting me come." Her hips thrust forward, pushing her pussy down
onto his fingers, grinding at him desperately. And then nothing:
limp, helpless ecstasy. He could feel the lock of her muscles as
she came, impossibly tight, and how the muscles one by one
released. She sagged against him, pinned to the wall.

Now.

He let her go slowly, and she slipped down for a
moment before she remembered how to use her legs. She stood
swaying, blind, flushed, gasping. He pulled the leash taught and
led her out of the side hall, through the kitchen. She followed him
weakly, her body still throbbing with the rush of orgasm.

God but she was sexy when she came. He had intended
to take her all the way to the bedroom, but he had held out as long
as he could. He had been gone three days, after all, and here she
was, impossibly wet for him, leashed, ready to be taken. The
bedroom was at the far end of the apartment, and he was just a man,
wasn't he?

He pushed her down against the low kitchen table, the
belt tightening as she fell forward against it. His hand pushed
into her back, forcing her down and her ass out. He would never
stop loving how it felt to take her from behind.

His cock ached with readiness as he pulled it out and
pushed it in between her legs, feeling the slick, hot flesh of her
inner thighs where her juices had leaked out to coat her groin and
legs. He drew once along the outside of her lips, feeling her body
pulsing for him, and then he put the head of his cock right against
her hole, eliciting another sexy little gasp that made his balls
tighten.

He pulled a little on the belt, pulling her back
towards him and sliding her down his shaft. Jesus she was tight.
Wet and perfectly, exquisitely tight. He could feel her body
stretching slightly to accommodate him, but she was so wet that he
could slide into her easily, all the way, until his cock was
completely inside her.

He looped the belt around his hand to get a strong
grip, pulling it back a bit harder - enough to make it hard to
breathe but not enough to stop it completely. Just the right amount
to force into her every thought how totally and completely she was
in his power.

Every moment was both an ecstasy and an agony. She
made it so hard not to come right away, the perfect sounds she
made, the way her pussy massaged and squeezed at him in response to
his thrusts, the sight of her flushed, perfect skin in the dim
light.

She came before he'd really gotten started. Her body
clenched around his shaft, and it was almost enough to make him
come right there and then, but he managed to resist. He wasn't done
with her.

He pounded into her harder, faster, pushing to the
limit of what she could take. And she was coming again, moaning
weakly into the tablecloth, her hands balled into fists.

Finally, he knew he couldn't hold off any longer, and
he let himself explode inside of her, pumping his seed deep into
her body, surge after surge, seeming like he'd been holding it in
all his life.

He stood, chest heaving, blood surging. God, this
woman made it feel so good to be alive.

 


 


 


 


An hour later, Troy lay holding Heather. Between the
first and second fucking, Troy had managed to find them the
bedroom. Now they lay in the soft sheets, her head resting on his
chest, her breathing light and slow. She might have been asleep, or
maybe on the edges of it.

He always felt a little conflicted after such an
intense episode. He couldn't entirely escape the idea that it was
wrong to enjoy treating her the way he did. The fact that she
enjoyed being used and toyed with and tortured didn't really
absolve him of guilt. That sweet, sadistic impulse was never
entirely acceptable. It would never not be at least a little bit
wrong.

But the sense of power over something so delicate and
beautiful was overwhelming. She was his, this gorgeous, vulnerable
woman. She was his in every sense of the word. When he loved
something, he wanted to possess it. The more he possessed it the
more intensely he wanted it, over and over, until he breathed and
felt through it and was consumed by it.

That's how it was with Heather.

He dominated her, owned her, possessed her, savored
her fragility and vulnerability. And she was perfect in response,
quivering in all the right places, gasping and moaning at the right
times, orgasming whenever he wanted her to, coming so intensely
that he could actually see that soft helplessness in her eyes as he
unleashed her body's intricate wiring of pleasure and pain.

When he backed away, when he regained control of
himself, he could remember who each of them were. She was a
beautiful, intelligent woman, someone he could respect and whose
company he could enjoy. He was just a man, and he tried to be good
to her and do right by her and remember that she lived a life, her
only life on this planet, and that it did not belong to him. But
... God, did it feel good to forget all of that for a fleeting,
exquisite moment.

When he had first seen her in the back hallway of the
club on Cross Street, he hadn't expected anything like this. She
had seemed like interesting prey. It wasn't any one thing in
particular; there was just this odd sense that she wasn't like most
of the women he spent time with. There was something different and
unplaceable about her: a mystery, and Troy had always been a sucker
for mysteries.

How little he'd expected to fall for someone at all,
let alone a chance encounter in some downtown club. It had taken
him a bit long to realize it. Perhaps a bit too long, but that was
a mistake gone by, now. He recognized her for what she was:
well-disguised perfection. He'd never known what he was missing
until he had unlocked her, an exquisite, blossoming spirit that had
just been waiting for him to find her.

It was funny how the world worked. A long string of
women - beautiful, often famous and wealthy, too - had all assumed
his world would revolve around them, and he had never managed to
care. Heather came along and captured him in a way he'd never felt
before, and she was terrified that she meant nothing to him, even
tortured herself over it.

He bent slightly to put his face in her hair,
breathing in her smell and the lingering scent of their passion
still strong on her. But I won't lose myself to you, Heather, he
thought. You're too dangerous for that.

She stirred at the contact, and her eyes opened. She
smiled as she looked up at him, and then bent to brush her soft
lips against his cheek. "Don't go away for so long next time," she
said softly.

Troy ran his fingers through her hair. "You're making
rules now?" he asked, smiling.

"Just a request."

He considered it. "If I have anything to say about
it, I won't."

She sighed happily and nestled in tighter against
him. "Good."

"Now let's have something to eat."

"One more minute?"

"Just one. If I let you waste away on me, I'll never
forgive myself."

 


 


 


 


The following day, Troy sat in the limo, drumming his
fingers on a glass of soda-water as he scrolled down a screen of
the latest headlines from Beijing. For a state-controlled press,
there sure was a lot of bad news leaking out of China these days.
It was almost enough to make an honest capitalist wonder about his
supply chains.

He looked up at the sound of the partition
lowering.

"Alright, this is the address, boss," the driver said
back through the crack in the barrier.

Troy peered curiously out through the window at a
quiet residential block, lined with small houses and green little
lawns. They were about thirty minutes out of the city, in somewhere
called Bilverton. "Which one?" he asked.

The driver pointed at the small grey cape house
directly to the right. "That's it. Carlisle Road, number 224."

"Alright, thanks."

Troy got out, jumping a little to avoid a puddle
under the door. The house had a quiet, homey sort of look to it.
The paint was a bit weathered on the southern face, but overall it
seemed in good shape. He made his way up the brick walk to the door
set into the front.

He gave it two solid thuds and waited. No one
answered. He tried the doorbell, and again nothing. He checked his
watch, and then stepped back to reread the brass numbers set above
the garage. This was definitely 224. He tried one more time,
pounding on the door and the frame. "Mary," he yelled. "It's your
brother. Anyone home?"

There was a clatter from above, and he looked up to
see a familiar face looking down at him through an open window. Her
face was flushed with exertion, but she had a smile on her face
that seemed to go a mile. "Hey!" she called out. "Up here. We're
just the second floor. Sorry, I should've said something. The
stairs're around back."

"Oh. I'll be right up."

Troy circled around and found the old stairs, red
paint peeling to reveal an older yellow coat and the bare wood
beneath. His foot was barely off the top step when a small,
dark-haired woman hurdled into his arms.

"Troy!"

Troy struggled not to let the momentum carry them
over backwards down the stairs, and after a long, sickening moment,
was able to regain his balance.

"Mary. Do you always have to do that?"

Mary gave him a final squeeze and stepped back.
"There you go again, pretending like you haven't missed me."

"Of course I've missed you. I just, well, never mind.
This is the new place?"

Mary stepped back into the doorway and waved an
artfully bent arm across the facade. "This is it. Do you like
it?"

He stepped over the threshold and looked around.
Boxes of all sizes stood lined against the near wall. The interior
had the same, sort of cozy feel as the outside. There was already a
couch and table placed in the little living room, and in the
kitchenette beyond he could see several towers of mismatched dishes
on the counter.

"It's crazy what you can get at the thrift stores
around here," Mary said exuberantly, following his eyes. "All those
plates and the glasses in the cabinet for ten bucks."

"I'd say you did pretty well."

"Come on, I'll show you the bedrooms." She gestured
him down the little hall leading to the right.

"Are the girls around?" Troy asked as he started to
follow.

"They're across the street. There's another pair of
kids about their age in that rust-colored house, and the pack of
them are already practically inseparable. Can you believe it, two
days moved in and we already feel like the neighbors are family."
She paused to gesture in to the first door. "This is the girls'
room. We're going to try to find a bunk bed so they can have more
space for other stuff. And then that's me at the end of the hall."
She pointed into the door separating them: a small bathroom already
looking a bit cluttered. "Three little women on a mission, the pack
of us. We sure can make a mess quick, huh? And really it's just me
and Samantha; Katie's still too young. Just imagine what it'll look
like when they're both teenagers."

"I've seen worse," he assured her.

"Give us time, believe me." She attempted to push a
pile of cotton balls back onto the counter and inadvertently sent a
hairdryer on the far side of the sink crashing to the floor. She
winced and backed away, her hands in the air. "You want something
to drink? I just unpacked the coffee maker."

"Sure, that sounds great."

He let her squeeze by him in the hall and followed
her back to the kitchenette.

"This is all really coming together," he said.

"It's going to feel like home in no time."

"Well, I'm just glad to see you all settling in so
fast. And ... well, I know you just got here, but I just want to
let you know my other offer still stands. Down the line, I
mean."

"About the job?"

"Yeah."

Mary shook her head. "Look, you know how much I
appreciate ... everything, I mean - where to start ... but I can't
come work for you. I've got to do my own thing."

Troy waved his hands. "Sure, I understand. I just
wanted to make the offer. You know I'm always there, whenever
you'll let me help."

"Thanks. You've done too much already."

He shook his head. "The money's just sitting there,"
he said. "What am I going to do with it if I can't give you a
little breathing room."

"You have." She said, gesturing around. "This is
breathing room. After what me and the girls have been through, this
is a little spot of paradise, believe me. We'll be happy here. I
don't want more than this."

Mary went to fiddle with the coffeepot, and Troy took
a seat on the couch. Looking down, he realized he recognized
it.

"This was Mom and Dad's," he said.

"Yeah, it was. They let me take it after the wedding.
It figures; it was the ugliest piece of furniture in the house.
Even Mom knew it, and she has the single worst sense of style of
anyone I've ever met."

Troy nodded in agreement. "How're they doing these
days?"

"Don't you all talk anymore?"

"No. It's been years. You know how it is. I haven't
spoken to either of them in years." He looked up to see her look of
surprise. "Three years ago I sent them a check, not much, just
enough to make sure Dad wouldn't have to go back to work after the
surgery. Maybe they thought it was a bad gesture from a son, but I
don't care. Not after how they treated me, and certainly not after
how they've been treating you. If that means I don't have a word
with them the rest of my life, so be it."

It was Mary's turn to nod in rueful agreement. "Well,
I'm not a great source of news on them, either, now. But they moved
into town. You know Mom still does those little stencil woodcuts to
hang on people's walls. She's trying to sell them now - just as a
hobby I think. Lord knows there's enough kitschy little roadside
shops in that part of Ohio that at least one of them would try
stocking a few."

Troy nodded thoughtfully. "And Chris is finally
leaving you alone at this point."

Mary's face grew dark. "Yeah." She glared at the
coffeepot for a long minute of silence, and Troy kicked himself for
mentioning the name. But just before he could apologize, Mary was
talking again. "You'd have to ask Mom and Dad how he's doing. He's
still at all their little family get-togethers." She shook her
head, biting her tongue.

She only managed to last a few seconds before she
burst out again. "That's healthy, right? Disown their daughter,
adopt her abusive ex-husband as their own. That's, like, chapter
six of all the good parenting manuals, I think. I just - I mean, I
almost get them saying divorce is a sin. Almost. But that ..."

"Sorry, I shouldn't have said anything -"

 

"No, it's okay. I'm not scared of him. You can say
the name all you want. It doesn't affect me."

It was a transparent lie, but if repeated often
enough Troy recognized it might be true one day. That was the hope,
after all. He could understand that kind of thing. Stubbornness
wasn't an endangered quality in their family, that was sure.

"Well, you're here now," he said. "Things are looking
up. We've got our own little Baldwin exclave. The Baldwins
non-grata."

She nodded, a fierce look in her eyes. "Thank you. I
- I know we haven't always been close. But ... the way you've
helped me. You've saved my life. You know that, right? Me and the
girls - you saved our lives, when you came in and got us out of
there."

"I just did what any brother would have done. You had
to do all the hard parts."

She turned away, and he saw her wipe a tear from her
eye. She recovered quickly. She always had. "Well, forget all
that," she said, turning back around and bringing a cup of coffee
over to Troy. "Here's to the future."

"The future," Troy repeated smiling, taking a sip of
the hot liquid.

She sat down next to him with a sigh of contentment.
"I'm thinking a painting right there," she said pointing at the
wall opposite them. "Something with a lot of deep browns and reds
to match the table."

Troy nodded. "That would look nice."

"But then I was also thinking of maybe hanging a wall
lamp there instead. Does it seem too dark in here to you?"

"Well, definitely not during the day," he said. "You
get a lot of good sunlight in here."

"We do, don't we?" she agreed happily. "I was so
proud of myself for finding it." She took a sip of her own coffee.
"You know, is it weird to say I kind of liked the process?"

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah, like all that poking around off the beaten
path. Talking to people, negotiating. I've been thinking maybe I
could get into that sort of thing."

"Real estate?"

"Yeah, I hear it doesn't take that long to get a
license. I think it's something I could be good at."

Troy nodded. "I could see that being you. You should
talk to a friend of mine who owns a few agencies out here. I'll
give you his number. I'm sure he's got people who are looking for
people - " He fell silent as he caught sight of Mary trying not to
laugh.

"You just can't help yourself, can you?"

Troy shrugged a little self-consciously. "I don't
know, it's just what I do."

She squeezed his arm affectionately. "Don't ever
change."

They were quiet for a minute, brother and sister,
together against all odds after years on two very different
paths.

Mary coughed a little, and got up and started
bustling around. "But that's enough of that. Did you just stop by
to compliment my dishes, or are you going to help me unpack?"

 


 


 


 


There was something wholesome and exciting about
unpacking boxes. Everything seemed fresh and new. Everything seemed
possible. The emotion of the act was infectious, and Troy was still
in a good mood that evening as he found Heather waiting for him at
a table at the Bistro La Ripaille. She was looking beautiful in a
small brown dress and delicate, crystal earrings that caught the
light as she turned to see him. They had been a gift in Florence,
and the memories they brought back brought a smile to his face.

"Sorry I'm late," he apologized. "I was out of the
city."

She rose to her feet as he approached, and he slipped
an arm around her waist and kissed her. It was a soft, lingering
kiss, the kind that made her go to pieces in his arms. He loved
feeling the way her body weakened in response, the way her she
trembled slightly and her balance swayed. "You look stunning," he
breathed before releasing her.

She stammered for a moment, never entirely ready for
the effect Troy had on her. "I - ah, thank you. I wasn't - it
wasn't a long wait." She put a hand to her mouth and sat back down.
"It's good to, I mean, you look incredible, too."

He lowered himself into the seat across from her and
motioned to the waiter with the bottle of Bordeaux he had brought.
They had a decent in-house selection here, of course, but what was
the point of the wine cellar he rented if he wasn't going to use
it?

 


As the waiter uncorked the bottle and poured out two
glasses, Heather's eyes never left him. "Out of the city on
business?" she asked.

"Running out to see my sister, actually," Troy said.
He normally evaded these sorts of personal questions - more out of
habit than anything else at this point - but he was in a good mood.
Maybe it would be nice to talk, just talk, the way people did. "She
just moved into the area. I've been ... well, I've been helping
out. I wanted to make sure she was getting set up alright, settled
in and everything. She's got two daughters and enough else on her
plate. It gives me peace of mind to know she's nearby if she needs
something."

"That's really nice of you. Where was she before
this?"

"Not too far from where we grew up, near Cincinnati.
It's ... it was for the best to get her out of there. But she seems
to be doing well now. I can't remember the last time she seemed so
... okay."

"There were problems?"

Troy shrugged. He didn't like airing his family's
dirty laundry. They weren't all his secrets to tell. "Just issues
at home. Well, issues in a couple homes. It's funny, because I was
always the one my parents had a problem with. She was the dutiful
daughter." He took a long drink. "But in the end, loyalty only gets
you so far, especially where those people are concerned."

Heather's face was troubled. "I'm sorry. I didn't
mean to ask about a difficult subject."

"No, it's fine. I just ... they aren't all happy
memories. But I think my sister's going to be alright. I haven't
seen her that much in recent years. It's not always easy to tell,
but she seemed good."

"Can I ask her name?"

"My sister's?"

"Right. What's your sister's name?"

"Mary."

"Mary. I always liked that name. It's so strong. And
she has two daughters, too. You're an uncle."

"I am. Two little girls. Samantha's ten and Katie's
seven. They barely know who I am, but I'd like that to change."

"I bet they're adorable. I was a little monster at
that age, but I was always an exception."

"They're wonderful. They really are. They take after
their mother."

Heather was smiling. "You know, I love hearing about
your family. Or just ... about you. I never hear you talk about
yourself, and I wish I could get you to do it more often." She held
her hands. "Don't get me wrong, the enigmatic aristocrat thing is a
lot of fun, but at some point a girl starts to get curious about
the man who's trying to make off with her heart."

Troy snorted. "I'm very, very far from an
aristocrat."

"Well, alright. What are you, then? What did you get
your start in? You weren't always in business were you? You're so
well traveled, I'd almost think you must have been in some kind of
foreign service. Like diplomacy or something."

"Well, I guess not always in business; I just wound
up ... " Troy fell silent as her oddly specific suggestion finally
registered in his brain. What had she just said? "At a certain
point, everything becomes business, I suppose," he finished a
little hesitantly. There were alarm bells going off somewhere
nearby.

"That's a very -"

"Something brought this up," Troy said suddenly,
cutting her off.

"What? No, it didn't. I just want to know more about
you. Isn't that normal?"

"You're trying to find something specific out. You're
doing it very artfully, or at least you were up until now, but I
can tell. Don't play coy with me."

She started to deny it again, but when she looked up
and encountered his gaze, she fell silent. He held her eyes. His
expression was cool and calm, a decent mask.

"I saw something I didn't understand in your desk,"
she admitted after a long minute.

He felt a cold surge of adrenaline. It was almost
better now that it was out in the open. "I thought so. Four nights
ago."

"I didn't see much, it was just - "

"What were you doing in there?"

"I told you. I was just looking for a pen. I didn't
mean -"

"Bullshit."

"What?"

"You were snooping. Going through my papers. I was
almost ready to think I'd imagined it. I almost gave you the
benefit of the doubt."

"Honestly, Troy, I just wasn't thinking about it. All
I needed -"

"We've been taking things pretty fast." He said
shortly. "Maybe you were just getting a little ahead of yourself.
I'll take the blame. I must not be clear enough. We're not at the
what's-mine-is-yours stage of this relationship."

"I'm sorry I stumbled across it. I really am. I won't
so much as look at that door again. I just ... what did it
mean?"

Was this woman still pressing? Troy's annoyance was
very close to becoming anger. But that was obviously not what was
happening, because Troy didn't get angry. He didn't lose control.
He wasn't angry about this. Everything was normal. Calm.

"There was a medal from the Director of Intelligence
or something," Heather pressed on. "How can I just pretend I didn't
see it?"

So that's what she'd found. And probably Mitchell's
letter. It explained the look in her eyes that night, easily
enough.

The clamor of other diners around them suddenly
seemed very loud. Chaotic. Troy tried to shut it out, to just have
a moment's quiet. What was this stupid obsession he had with public
places? He could have hired a dozen personal chefs and be eating in
peace ...

"Don't ask me about that," he said. "That's ...
that's a different time in my life. It's behind me. It's staying
behind me."

Heather's pale, dismayed face made it all the worse.
He needed this to be over. He took a deep breath and forced an
apologetic smile.

"I'm sorry," he managed to say. "That was just a very
long time ago. I was different in those days. It's not something I
want to ... well, you just saw the thing by accident. I shouldn't
have reacted like that. Let's not make anything more of it."

Heather lapsed into silence, and looked down at the
menu.

"Try the duck," Troy suggested. "It's
incredible."

There was that look again. Fear. He knew he'd gone
too far. Again. But there was no unsaying it. Heather was quiet,
but over the course of the meal he brought her back. Slowly,
surely, finding little ways to coax her back.

Maybe that was all his charm was good for these days:
undoing his own mistakes.
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Book Two

 


"You can't be serious."

"I am. I've had people on the idea for three
months."

"I'm thinking of the right VSP? The electronics
manufacturer that everyone remembers from the nineties? They built
those laptops with those annoying rubber nubs in the middle of the
keyboard. What's next, Yahoo? You're either a lot dumber or a lot
crazier than I always thought you were."

"As a good friend of mine, I'd hope your opinion of
me has a lot of room beneath it," Troy said.

Jake laughed. The man was sunk a little
off-centeredly into one of the deep-cushioned couches of Troy's
borrowed office. His broad, open face was split into a grin, and he
ran a hand through his tousled blond hair. "The first lesson of
business school is never waste as a friend someone who could
instead be a worthy opponent. Don't flatter yourself."

It was Troy's turn to laugh. Jake was infuriating at
times, but Troy had never been able to help himself from liking the
man. They could trace their friendship back to their days as VPs at
Dockson-Crick almost a decade ago, and in all that time, Troy had
never known him to miss the chance for a good argument. On this
particular day, he had dropped by to poke holes in a business
venture Troy had floated by him a week ago.

"I've looked at this stuff. Their server architecture
is incredible. Cutting edge. But all of the division's profits are
getting pumped into propping up the consumer products division.
It's insane. It's a company living in 2004."

Jake held up his hands. "Hey, Troy, I understand a
fun little pet project as much as the next guy. But a pet project
usually isn't listed on the Fortune 500. I mean, go buy some nice
little R&D firm. Don't sink yourself into a sixty billion
dollar company."

"But it's a sixty billion dollar company for a
reason. There's an enormous amount of potential for someone who
actually recognizes where they fit into the world these days. Give
me two years. We rebuild its cloud hardware and relaunch as a
datacenter powerhouse. That's the future of processor development.
Mammoth server hubs and portable access devices like cell phones.
Its science fiction going on all around us, and -"

"Troy, VSP hasn't turned a profit in six years. It's
a Titanic that's been sinking for a decade. Do you understand how
much money you stand to lose if this doesn't work out? I mean, the
mind boggles. If you bet the farm every time, you can win every
time except one and you'll still end up broke."

Troy flashed him a grin. "That's what makes it so
fun."

Jake shook his head. "I haven't heard anything about
a sale getting floated around. What makes you think you can get any
meaningful equity anyways?

"I'm just getting things started, but I can put my
hands on a thirty percent share without so much as opening a phone
book. I know the Wheeler Group. I know Simon at Carthouse and Mary
Clarke at LLK. They all remember the favors I've done for
them."

"Thirty? That's not a takeover. That's going long on
a failing company."

"That's why I've got Randy Atkins dropping by to see
me this very afternoon. When I've got him on board, it's a sure
thing."

Jake snorted. "That nincompoop?"

"He's running BGH, you didn't hear? What kind of word
is nincompoop, anyway?"

Jake waved his hand. "Listen, Troy, forget all that.
I'm tired of hearing about this overgrown laptop company. We're not
getting any younger, you and I. Forty's well past time to retire
for men like us. Get in with me on this Puerto thing. We can own
the goddamn Gulf of California if we do it right. Sandy beaches.
Margaritas. Senoritas from half of South America, as far as you can
see. Dark hair, soft brown eyes, that perfect mestiza skin," he
kissed his fingers. "Any man should be so lucky."

"I'm thirty-three."

"Thirty's the new forty. Why not?"

"You want to sit in on this meeting, don't you?"

"Sure, what else do I have going on? When I call you
up and tell you I told you so, I'll have good old Randy Atkins by
my side in a beach chair. You're going to make him rich while
you're pissing away your a respectable-sized fortune. I mean,
you're lucky you can afford it, but still."

Troy ignored the last comment and clicked the button
for the intercom. "Jenna, is my one o'clock here yet?"

"Yes, sir."

"Okay, send him in."

After a minute, the door clicked softly open and a
balding man in a grey suit poked his way into the room. Troy stood
up to shake his hand, and the man took it a bit hesitantly.

"Randy, it's good to see you. Thanks for coming down.
I hope I didn't keep you waiting long. I know it's not the most
comfortable place to cool your heels; I'm just having some work
done upstairs. Come in. Did my secretary get you anything you
wanted? Something to drink? This is my associate Jake Waltham."

"No, I'm fine," the man said. His voice was
low-pitched and soft, velvety. He seemed like he should be doing
voiceover for public radio, not trading on Wall Street.

"Look, Randy, I've been working so hard to track you
down because we've got a problem."

"I tried to return your call six times -"

Troy waved him off. "You know how things can be,
Randy. Business is always business, isn't it? But I've managed to
get you in here for this little talk, and it's really fortunate for
both of us I pulled it off. Now, about this problem: it's your
stake in VSP Systems."

Randy looked confused, and was still hovering behind
the chair to which Troy had led him. "Why is that a problem?"

Troy shook his head sorrowfully. "It's not even just
a problem, Randy, it's a disaster."

"Well, why is it a disaster, then?"

"Because, Randy, this probably hasn't gotten out yet,
but I'm taking VSP. I've got big plans for it."

Randy's eyes widened a little and he rocked back on
his heels, thinking. "Alright, and why is that a disaster?" he
asked at last.

"Look, Randy, you're managing a nice, middlegrowth
firm. Your investors like to see nice, sustainable gains. They're
not in it to bet the house. They're not in it to change the world.
I'm not telling you anything you don't know. When you walk into
that annual meeting and tell them they have their money in the most
boring fund on Wall Street, they cheer their heads off, don't
they?"

"And we like VSP. It's a nice, diversified blue chip
in a strong industry."

"It's been losing money for twenty straight quarters.
It's embroiled in patent lawsuits. It's hemorrhaging money into
bloated middle management. What do you like about it?"

"The market's settling right now," Randy said.
"Margins have gotten razor thin. Almost no one is making money. But
big, stable companies ride out the rough spots."

"No one's making money in the tech sector? Be
serious, Randy."

Troy stood up and walked over to where Jenna had just
entered the room with a cup of coffee, took it from her and pressed
it into Randy's hands.

"You need to start thinking about VSP from my
perspective," he went on. "I'm not in the business of riding out
the rough spots. You know that. Jake knows that. The guy who sold
me a newspaper at the stoplight this morning knows that. I'm going
to leverage it to the hilt and take it for a spin. Those little
losses are going to get a whole lot bigger for a little while, and
all of your nice sleepy investors are going to wake up howling. Do
you really want that big red mark on your annual report?"

The frumpy-looking fund manager was starting to look
a bit unhappy. He shook his head. "You know, I remember a time when
people didn't think doing sound business was boring. Everybody's
flying around with their big ideas these days. Everything has to be
complicated. What's so boring about making money?"

"A very good question," Troy agreed. "There's
absolutely nothing wrong with making money, so why not make
yourself some money right here and now? Unload your stake before
everything goes to hell. I can be very generous. Every last one of
your fifty-thousand shares, paying ten percent above the market.
You walk home five and a half million dollars richer than the
ticker said you were when you woke up this morning."

Randy considered him. "VSP's a big part of our
portfolio. I'll have to mull this one over."

Troy smiled. He recognized a yes when he heard one.
Jake was rolling his eyes on the couch. "Of course."

Randy shook his head sourly. "I was having a pretty
nice, quiet morning before you dropped this on my toes. A good
day's a day when you don't have to make any hard decisions."

"So they tell me."

Randy glanced over at Jake. "How much of what comes
out of his mouth do you believe in a given conversation?"

"If he doesn't have a reason to lie? About thirty
percent."

Randy snorted. "Right. Well, we'll have to look into
this ourselves, if you don't mind." He turned back. "Troy, it's
always a pleasure," he said with a mild tone that Troy would have
almost read as sarcasm.

"Likewise."

They shook hands and Randy turned to leave.

"Hey, Randy, if you're looking for a new place to put
all that money, I've got two words for you: Puerto Vallarta. Jewel
on the Pacific. Rebrand its northern resorts and ..."

"Not interested," Randy said, pushing through the
door.

Jake shrugged. "Have yourself a nice afternoon." He
turned back to Troy as the door closed. "One day someone's going to
call your bluff on that old routine."

"Nothing's perfect," Troy admitted.

"In about three hours it's going to occur to him that
if you were already in a position to buy out VSP you wouldn't be
making him an offer."

"Randy's not as dumb as he looks. The thought's
already occurred to him, but he can do the same math I can. VSP's
an old company, and he knows there's enough equity out in the weeds
that there's really no telling what might happen if I start pushing
through big orders on the exchanges."

Jake wagged his finger. "You've got answers to
everything. I tried to warn you if you kept up that way you'd find
yourself obscenely rich." He shook his head in mock disgust. "Just
look at you. Let's have the Businessman's Weekly photographer in
for your cover story and just get it over with."

Troy made a face. "Bite your tongue."

"Face it, Tee, you're the suit to end all suits. If
you tried to walk within a block of a Grateful Dead concert the
hippies would shoot you on sight. Most of us could get off with
just a tar and feather."

"Alright, alright. That's my two blotters of reality
for the day. If you'd excuse me, I've got some calls to make."

Jake stood, bowed generously, and left. Troy noticed
a 'Paraiso de Puerto' brochure tucked neatly behind the pillow
cushion.

He chuckled and shook his head, but it didn't take
long for the smile to fade from his face as he considered the phone
on the desk in front of him. He'd been putting this one off all
day. This wasn't any way to live: dodging calls and taking
unnecessary business trips. He took a deep breath, and had Jenna
put him through.

Voicemail. Five seconds to decide how to word it.

"Hey, Heather, it's Troy. I'm just calling to
apologize about the way I acted two nights ago. I shouldn't have
accused you of anything. I know it was a mistake, and I understand
why you're curious. I ... used to do some contract work for the
federal government. One of the deals got bungled up, and they gave
out a couple medals to pretend everything had gone according to
plan. The incident wasn't a whole lot of fun, and that's why I
reacted the way I did. I've tried pretty hard to put it behind me.
If you want, we can talk about it - tonight, maybe, if you're
free."

He hung up, his eyes not leaving the phone, lips
pursed. He'd have to be a bit honest with her. He could have
handled it correctly from the start and maybe avoided all of this,
but his overreaction had tipped his hand. It would be an issue
until he laid it to rest. Was that really the position he had
maneuvered himself into?

"Four weeks with this woman and already she's got you
spilling your secrets, Baldwin," he muttered at himself in the
empty room. "When did you lose your edge?"

Well, one victory and one concession on the
afternoon. He balled up a piece of paper and threw it into the
trash can, watching it go in with a satisfying bounce off the rim.
There: 2-1, Baldwin on top, the natural order of things.

With a start, he realized which piece of paper he had
just thrown out and got up to retrieve it.

 


 


 


 


That night, he watched through a window in the
Williams Tower as, far below, his own distinctive white limo pulled
around the corner and approached the building.

It had just begun to rain. As he watched, droplets
spattered the glass, morphing the city beyond into an infinitely
refracted mix of lines and points of light. He watched the
transformation for a moment before turning away.

He moved to look over the table, where he had had his
staff lay out a table setting for two. His hands shook slightly as
he poured himself a finger of scotch and drank it down in a single,
long draught. It burned warmly down into his stomach.

There were questions he very much hoped she did not
ask. Without a drink or two to calm him, it would be hard to hide
his nerves.

He knew from experience that it took around four
minutes for a passenger to get out of a limo at the front entryway
and ride the private elevator up to the 63rd floor. Before that
length of time was expired, he had rinsed the scotch glass, placed
it out of view, and poured two glasses of wine. He took a single
sip and swirled it in his mouth. Calm. Pleasant. In control, as
always.

There was a knock at the door.

"Come," he said.

She entered with small steps, tentative and
beautiful. When wasn't she beautiful?

She was wearing his favorite dress. A peace offering.
It was a light green, dashed with white at the thigh and cut low,
wispy and light. It suited her perfectly. Her beauty was marred
only by the anxious expression on her face. It made his heart
break, seeing her like that. He never wanted her to be anxious
again. Why did she have to push the way she did, only making
problems where there hadn't been any?

"Hey," she said.

"It's good to see you," he said. "You look very nice
this evening."

A little smile broke through her serious expression.
"Thanks."

"I'm not angry," he said. "I'm done with that. I
should have been done with that a long time ago."

She seemed to relax a little. "I'm sorry, too. You're
right that I had no business going through your desk. I never meant
to upset you. If I'd known ... I mean, I never should have brought
it up in the first place. Let's forget it."

Troy appreciated the sentiment, but he shook his
head. "We're not really going to forget it, are we?"

She tilted her head ruefully. "No, probably not."

He sighed. "I didn't think so." He offered her the
glass of wine and led her out onto the covered balcony. The rain
fell with a dull rushing sound on the roof and sides of the
building. The air had a damp taste to it.

She was quiet, waiting for him to speak.

"I always love this city in the rain," he said.
"Isn't that strange? I love the sound of it falling, the smell of
wet pavement. It's at its best in the rain. The sky is dark and
threatening, but the city's still full of light and warmth, beneath
all that concrete, shining out through the glass."

"It can be really beautiful," Heather agreed.

"Comforting, maybe," Troy said. "I remember ... well,
I wasn't always on this side of it, looking out. I remember what it
was like to be wet and cold, on a night like this. It's not
something you forget."

"When was that?"

"I was homeless. Very briefly - just a few months -
when I was sixteen."

"What?" Heather seemed astonished.

It was satisfying, in a way. Sometimes the truth felt
so close - close enough to breathe down his neck - that it was easy
to forget the world around him still bought the myths he had woven
around himself.
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    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";
	}
}



