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Jenny wiped her clammy palms on the sides of her jeans as she approached the door. She reached out to open it and faked a limp even more when she walked inside. The gaze of the receptionist came to her and she was aware of the older woman’s skeptical expression, but kept her face composed as she closed the door then moved forward.

“Miss Kendrick,” the receptionist said in a curt voice that made no effort to disguise her slight irritation. “What’s the problem with you today?”

Jenny feigned a smile of embarrassment. That it was her third visit to the medical practice in as many weeks was starting to make things obvious, but her crush on Dr. Fraser grew stronger every time she saw him and she couldn’t stop herself. 

“I hurt my leg at softball training,” she said.

Half of the statement was true in that she did hurt her leg, but it was nothing to do with the softball she played. The self inflicted wound was caused by her banging her inner thigh against the edge of a table the evening before. It was sore, but the limp she put on was for effect.

“Did you now,” the receptionist said in a voice that revealed her skepticism. “That’s unfortunate, but I’m afraid Dr. Fraser is extremely busy today. As you can see there are patients waiting already and there are no spare appointments.”

Jenny felt the disappointment wash over her, but she wasn’t about to give up.

“I can come after hours, if that would help,” she said.

“That’s really up to the doctor,” the receptionist said.

There was silence for a few seconds as they stared at each other.

“Could you ask him please,” Jenny went on. “I’m a bit worried I’ve done some damage to my leg.”

The woman narrowed her eyes and lifted a hand to her mouth. Her displeasure was clear to see, but she eventually got to her feet.

“Take a seat,” she said.

Jenny moved across to one of the unoccupied chairs in the waiting area and watched as the receptionist disappeared along a corridor towards the doctor’s office. It was a few minutes before she returned.

“You can be penciled in for six thirty this evening..., if that works for you.”

“OK,” Jenny said and got to her feet. “That’s fine. Thank you.”

She glanced along the corridor towards Dr. Fraser’s office and an image of him came into her mind. He was more than twice her age of twenty, which meant it came completely out of the blue when she developed strong emotions for him. There was no doubt it was a crush on an authoritative, handsome, older man, but it was one she wanted to act on. That was the reason for her visits, although the man she came to see had been nothing but professional up to now. Then again, it wasn’t like there was the opportunity for him to do anything during normal working hours when the place was busy.

That might change with an out-of-hours appointment. Jenny certainly found herself hoping so although for the moment all she could do was go home and wait. She faked her limp as she walked to the door to leave, but eventually stopped doing it when she got on the bus for the journey home. The house was empty when she got to it, with her parents having left for work and she went to her bedroom. She switched on some music when she threw herself down on her bed, but the minutes and hours dragged by slowly as she waited for the day to pass.

She eventually got up in the early afternoon and decided to have a bath. Walking to the bathroom, she switched on the water to leave it running while she went to make herself a coffee and get some magazines. The tub was three-quarters full when she returned to it, so she checked the temperature and added some cold water to get it just right.

Stripping off her clothes, she stepped over the side of the tub and slowly sank down until all but her head was immersed. Sweat ran down her forehead as she lay with her eyes closed for a short while. When she sat up, she dried her hands and grabbed one of the magazines from the floor to start reading. The coffee cup emptied quickly as she drank and she considered making herself a refill, but couldn’t be bothered getting out of the tub. She rested her head on the side of the tub again when she got bored with the magazines and her mind went to Dr. Fraser. In an instant her hand slid between her thighs and she shuddered as a flicker of arousal took hold.

“If only it was his hand,” she murmured.

The idea of opening his white coat to see the muscular body below flitted through her head and her muscles tensed when she parted her legs wider and stroked touches on wet skin. It made her groan and the temptation to play was there as a fantasy came to life in her mind. In it, she was on her knees before Dr. Fraser and caressing her lips along hot, swollen flesh that was erect for her.

“If only,” she muttered when she pulled her hand away.

She cleared the images from her head and quickly got to her feet. The warmth of the water had soothed her injury and it didn’t feel sore at all when she got out of the tub. She sat on the edge to spread her legs and saw the bruise. It was evidence of an accident and suddenly she was thinking of Dr. Fraser examining it. The idea of his fingertips stroking on her inner thigh brought more fantasies to mind and she was quick to stand.

“Shit,” she cursed. “This is torture.”

In all likelihood, she would be in and out of the doctor’s office in a matter of minutes and there was still more than three hours to go before her appointment. She went to lie down again, but images of her and Dr. Fraser plagued her mind and she eventually decided to go into town. That would stop the growing urge to masturbate and save the fun for when she got home after the events of the evening.

She moved to the wardrobe to pick an outfit and got out a short dress before changing her mind. Wearing jeans would mean she needed to take them down for the examination and that would leave her in only a pair of panties. It might be the catalyst for something happening and a rueful smile spread across her face when she wondered if she was clutching at straws. She quickly put on the jeans and a cut-off t-shirt and it left her toned midriff exposed. The jacket she chose covered her naked skin and she quickly left the house to catch a ride into town.

The last few hours before the appointment seemed to drag by even slower, but she headed in the direction of the medical practice when she saw it was twenty minutes after six. It got her to the place right on time and she reached out to open the door, but found it was locked. A frown creased her brow, but she guessed it was because she was visiting out of hours. She reached up to the doorbell and rang it. There was a few seconds of delay before she actually heard any movement from inside and she prepared herself to greet the receptionist, but her eyes opened wide when the door opened.

“Oh, hi Dr. Fraser,” she let out. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

“My receptionist finishes work at six,” he explained and laughed. “I have to do the job myself if anyone comes here after that, so come on in.”

Jenny was unable to contain the flood of anxiety that swamped her at the prospect of being alone with Dr. Fraser. It was exactly what she wanted, but it was still nerve wracking. She glanced around when she walked through the door, but the two of them were the only people in the reception area and she let out a slow breath. There was no way of knowing if getting her alone was the intention of the man closing the door, but she found herself hoping that it was.

“Follow me,” Dr. Fraser said.

Jenny nodded her head and remembered to fake a slight limp as she moved along the corridor after him. The white coat obscured her view of Dr. Fraser’s butt, but her imagination was going into overdrive and she struggled to clear her mind of impure thoughts. Her gaze slid up his broad back to his dark, cropped hair and she blew the air out from between her lips slowly in an attempt to calm herself.

“Go ahead and take a seat,” he said when he got to his office.

Jenny stepped in the room first and heard the sound of the door closing as she walked across to the desk. She sat down on the chair and tried to slow her racing pulse as Dr. Fraser moved past her to his seat. He shuffled the papers in front of him before raising his gaze.

“So, what happened this time?”

Jenny let out a nervous laugh.

“You sound like your receptionist,” she said.

“Well, you do appear to have become accident prone in the last few weeks,” Dr. Fraser went on. “This is what..., your third mishap in recent times.”

“Yeah,” Jenny said. “I’m a bit of a klutz, I guess. It was softball training this time. I got whacked on the thigh and it hurt like hell. It made me worried I might have done some damage.”

Dr. Fraser nodded his head.

“Then I guess we better take a look. Come over to the examination table.”

Jenny got up to move over to it and saw that her jeans were being scrutinized when she turned to find Dr. Fraser right behind her. She glanced down.

“Jeans weren’t the smartest idea, I guess,” she said.

“You’ll need to take them off,” he told her and pointed to the corner of the room. “There’s a gown you can wear behind that screen.”

Jenny puckered her lips, as if she was contemplating the offer, then shook her head.

“I don’t need it,” she said.

She turned to face away from the doctor and unzipped her jacket to remove it. Her pulse raced faster and there was definitely no controlling it now. She wondered if she was being watched as she loosened the buttons of her jeans and slid the blue denim over her hips. Pushing the material down her legs meant she needed to lean forward and it stretched her panties over her butt.

The tease of what she was doing was a huge turn on and she tried desperately to hold off the flood of desire. Taking the jeans off completely left her wearing only a pair of skimpy panties and a cropped t-shirt. It meant she was putting a lot of naked skin on view.

“Could you hop up on the table for me,” Dr. Fraser said.

His voice still sounded professional, but there was definitely an air of tension around them now. Jenny wondered if she was the only one aware of it as she complied with the instructions and sat on the long, padded table. Her legs dangled down towards the floor and she was aware of Dr. Fraser moving right up to her.

“Where did you get struck?” he asked.

Jenny held her breath as she slowly parted her knees to reveal the bruise.

“That doesn’t look too bad,” Dr. Fraser commented almost to himself as he moved forward.

The touch of his fingers on her thigh almost brought the breath rushing out of her mouth. She needed to clamp her lips together and let the air seep out slowly to avoid showing her growing excitement.

“Does this hurt?” he asked as he pressed fingers on the bruise.

“A little bit,” Jenny replied in a strained voice.

“It seems to be soft tissue damage more than anything else and that will heal given time,” Dr. Fraser went on. “You managed to avoid damaging any bones or cartilage. In future you need to be more careful.”

“I’ll try,” Jenny let out.

Dr. Fraser’s touch continued to prod at the injury and the flutter of arousal grew stronger between her thighs. She was aware of how much she was trembling, but was unable to stop it.

“You better try hard,” Dr. Fraser joked and laughed. “You don’t want to be visiting here every week. I’d be forced to spank you if you keep appearing at my door.”

“You can if you want.”

Jenny slapped a hand to her mouth as the words came out before she could stop them. She closed one eye in a grimace as Dr. Fraser straightened up. He glanced between her thighs to her panties and she knew there would be a hint of a moist patch showing on the light material.

“Sorry,” she let out when she moved her hand from her mouth and couldn’t stop the nervous laugh coming out. “I shouldn’t have...”

“You didn’t hurt yourself at softball, did you?”

Jenny screwed up her face and bit her bottom lip as she shook her head.

“And you wore the jeans on purpose.”

She nodded her head now.

“So you came here to waste my time,” he let out.

“No, I...,” Jenny started, but didn’t get the chance to finish.

“That definitely deserves a spanking then.”

She gasped as her hand was grabbed to get her down from the table and the rush of exhilaration was strong when she was hauled across the room towards his desk.

“What are you going to do?”

“Teach you a lesson,” he replied, without looking at her.

Jenny’s arm stretched out as she was led around the desk. Dr. Fraser dropped into his seat and his grasp on her wrist pulled her face down across his legs. Her fantasy was suddenly coming to life like she could not believe and it was clear straight away that she wasn’t the only one getting excited. The white coat might have hidden her view of his crotch, but the way she ended up draped across his lap meant she could feel the evidence of an erection coming to life.

“You’re a bad girl, Jenny Kendrick,” Dr. Fraser said.

“Yes,” she agreed and her voice became even more strained.

“And that means you need to be punished.”

Jenny closed her eyes and wriggled around. It made her taut belly rub on Dr. Fraser’s lap and she could make out his erection becoming ever more solid. The caress of his fingertips on her lower back made her shudder and the touch slowly trailed lower to slide onto her ass. The flush of hot panic was intense and her trembling grew worse as his fingers stroked over the silky material of her panties.

“These should come down, shouldn’t they?”

Jenny knew there was only one answer.

“Yes,” she replied.

“Bad girl,” he said and his laugh was almost growling.

Jenny squirmed even more when his fingers slid under the waistband of her panties to ease the material lower. It was rolled half way down her thighs before his fingers traced slowly upwards. A shiver raced down her spine as the soft caress got her wetter and she let out a whimpering moan as a fingertip slid along the crease of her ass. She clamped her lips together to hold in the noise and her breathing grew more ragged as she waited for the gentleness to turn to something else.

Dr. Fraser shifted in the seat as he lifted his hand and Jenny tensed her muscles in anticipation of what was coming her way. It was no defense against the hot rush of painful pleasure she was engulfed in when the doctor’s hard cracked firmly down on her buttocks. It made her buck up and the sound of the spank was drowned out instantly by her loud cry.

Her hands tightened into fists and she clenched her teeth as the burning pain seared through her veins, but she was still all too aware of the hardness digging in her belly as she squirmed around. She instinctively went to cover herself when he lifted his hand from her butt again, but he was quick to grasp her wrists and hold them out of the way.

Jenny’s cry was louder when his hand smacked down on her exposed ass cheeks again. Her skin reddened as the burst of agonizing ecstasy erupted and she knew that she’d got herself in over her head. It seemed Dr. Fraser’s fantasies involved more than straightforward sex and she was about to experience his punishing kinks in all their glory. She begged for mercy as the chastisement continued and the bursts of erotic pain grew more vivid as his hand came down with firmer intent.

“Should you have lied to me?” he demanded.

“No,” Jenny yelled. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s too late for apologies, little girl.”

Jenny shook her head and pleaded louder for the punishment to stop and it finally got her what she wanted. She shuddered and let out harsh gasps as the touches became gentle again to stroke across her reddened skin. Dr. Fraser’s fingertips found the crease of her ass once more and this time stroked down between her thighs. There was no hiding the slick wetness of her excitement and she groaned as his fingers teased along her swollen pussy lips.

“I think someone likes it rough,” he said and let out a quiet laugh.

“No,” Jenny protested, but the evidence was there for him to feel on his fingertips.

She could lie all she wanted, but he wasn’t going to believe her and she wondered what she’d gotten herself into. It was scary and exhilarating all at once and she groaned as the tips of his fingers dipped just inside her.

“You’re going to be a good girl now, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Jenny let out in a gasping voice.

Dr. Fraser leaned forward to open the top drawer of his desk. He searched around for a few seconds before he brought something out. Jenny didn’t see what was in his hand at first, but the surprise showed in her voice when she did.

“That’s a cable tie.”

“Well spotted,” Dr. Fraser said and laughed. “I need to keep the wiring in my office neat and tidy. I can’t have a patient tripping over a loose cable and injuring themselves.”

Jenny struggled as her hands were brought together behind her back, but she was no match of the strength of Dr. Fraser. He easily held her wrists as he secured the tie in place around them. She squealed as she was pushed to the floor, but her eyes remained on the man in front of her. The fantasy of seeing what was below his white coat was one she’d enjoyed often in recent times, but the circumstances of it happening for real were beyond her wildest dreams.

She watched as all the buttons were loosened before she was trapped against the desk when Dr. Fraser got to his feet to tower over her. He dragged her up to her knees and her eyes opened wide when she found herself staring at the solid outline of his rampant erection. She sucked in ragged breaths as he hurried to get it out, then wrapped his finger around its thick girth.

“Is this what you came here for?” he asked.

“I didn’t expect this,” Jenny answered in a quiet voice as she glanced up.

“But it’s what you’re going to get,” Dr. Fraser said when he stepped forward.

Jenny’s tongue peeked out from between her lips as he spanked the head of his erection on her lips. It wasn’t like it was her first experience of oral sex, but having her hands tied behind her back made her feel vulnerable. However, there was a certain allure to it that she couldn’t deny. She was at the mercy of an older man’s lust and it seemed his kink was for tying up his lovers and treating them roughly. That she was getting so excited showed it wasn’t only him getting a thrill from their kinky encounter and she was finding a submissive side to her nature she didn’t even know she possessed. She was certainly letting herself be used and the man looming over her was taking full advantage in a way she never expected.

A bead of pre-cum bubbled up and she got the taste of it when he stroked the tip of his cock across her mouth. She glanced up as she licked around her lips and was forced to part them wider as he moved forward. The head of his cock stretched her mouth open and she sucked in a deep breath before she gave him what he wanted by bobbing her head.

The sensation of her lips sliding down hot, hard flesh made her groan, but the sound was muffled as Dr. Fraser jabbed his hips forward. He grasped her hair to hold her in place and began to throw himself forward. His head rocked back as the surge of hot bliss flooded his body and she heard his gasping grunts as he took his pleasure from the wet, warmth of her pretty mouth.

He fucked his cock deeper with each thrust and Jenny struggled for breath as spit spilled over her bottom lip to slide down her chin. She strained against the bonds around her wrists, but there was no escape and she couldn’t get her hand free to slow the onslaught. The grip on her hair tightened as Dr. Fraser used her mouth as his plaything, but he let go when he finally relented.

Jenny gasped for breath and hung her head down. The lines of spit dripped from her chin, but there was no way for her to wipe them away. She eventually looked up and saw the smile on the face of the man standing over her.

“Getting wetter?” he asked.

The flush of heat erupted on her cheeks, but she knew there was no point in lying. He knew that she was.

“Yes,” she confessed and squirmed.

“Then no lubrication will be needed for your pelvic exam.”

“Wait, what...,” Jenny exclaimed, but her words came to an end when her arm was grabbed to haul her up to her feet.

The panties sitting midway down her thighs made it difficult to walk as she was taken across the room to the examination table, but were dragged from her when she got to it. It left her naked from the waist down and she was made to sit on the table. She watched as the stirrups were extended into place before she was ordered to lie down. Having her hands tied together behind her back made it uncomfortable, but Dr. Fraser didn’t remove the cable tie until her ankles were strapped tightly into the stirrups. It left her trapped in place, with her legs spread wide. She was feeling even more vulnerable now, but her excitement surged and she shuddered when the doctor moved in between her legs.

“Show me,” he commanded.

It made her realize that her hands being freed wasn’t only about her comfort on the table. The breath stuck in her throat as she slid them in between her thighs and she shuddered when her fingers touched on sensitive skin. She closed her eyes tightly as she spread herself open for a dominant, older man. The sound of his quiet laugh came to her and she glanced down her body to see him dropping to his knees. He shuffled closer until she could feel the warmth of his breath on her glistening skin. She bit her lip as his tongue flicked out to dip inside her and knew she was about to experience the kinkiest examination of her life. 

“Wider.”

The instruction made her force her fingers into soft, slick skin to stretch herself open and she groaned when Dr. Fraser’s tongue found her clitoris. Her ass bucked up from the padded surface as the flush of burning heat erupted between her thighs and her breath came rushing out. The touch circled around the erect bud and she knew that the gentleness was the prelude to something more.

Dr. Fraser continued to tease and torment her clit as he trailed his fingertips up her inner thigh. She knew where they were going and a knot of tension grew in her belly as her anticipation grew. Her teeth sank into her bottom lip firmly enough to make it painful, but her mouth opened wide in a whimpering cry when the touch of fingers dipped inside her wet entrance. She started to shake as the penetration plunged deeper inside her and her body was set alight when she took their full length.

The touch of Dr. Fraser’s tongue rasping over her clit continued when he started to pump his fingers in and out. The rhythm was slow to begin with, but quickly gathered pace and her back arched up from the table. She released her grip on her pussy lips as the pressure in her belly grew and every muscle in the body seemed to tense as the finger fuck grew rougher. The climb towards an orgasm started to run out of control as her body was used as the sex toy of an older man, but she didn’t quite get to where she wanted when the fingers pulled out of her.

They were quickly replaced by Dr. Fraser’s stiff tongue and she squealed as his head pushed right in between her legs. The stubble on his chin prickled on her inner thighs as he licked her out and she gripped the edge of the table as his tongue lashed around frantically in her velvety inner depths. She wanted the release of the orgasm so badly, but the pace of the oral sex slowed every time she reached the cusp of losing control and it held her tantalizingly on the edge. It was an exquisite torture that made her beg to be taken all the way.

There was only one person in control of the action though and she heard his gasp when his head moved away. He was quick to rise to his feet and she saw the way his erection still stuck out through the gap in his pants. It seemed that was the way he was going to fuck her and her knuckles whitened as she grasped the edge of the table tighter. A step forward was all it took to have his stiff shaft rubbing on her pussy and he wrapped his fingers around the base.

“Show me,” he told her.

Jenny let go of the table to slide her fingers between her thighs once more. She sank them deep in her flesh to stretch herself open and her groan was loud when the head of Dr. Fraser’s cock spanked on pink, glistening skin. The air spilled from between her lips in gasping breaths as the delicious punishment continued and it took her so close to losing control.

She lifted her head to watch as the thick head dipped inside her before Dr. Fraser threw his hips forward to slam his full length in her exposed pussy. Her head dropped down to the table when he leaned forward to place his palms on either side of her body and she was swept up in a rush of exhilaration as he pumped his hips. The fierce penetration drove inside her harder and faster until she was unable to cope with it. She dragged her hands from between her thighs and they balled into fists as the tension climbed to breaking point. Dr. Fraser slammed his swollen shaft in her with a furious passion and it tipped her over the edge.

The surge of hot, searing pleasure erupted out from her core as the orgasm ripped through her and she was wracked with shudders as she rode the wave of ecstasy all the way up to a writhing high. Dr. Fraser didn’t let up and his pounding thrusts continued to crash between her spread thighs to fuck in her quivering cunt. She was sure he was going to take himself all the way, but it appeared he still had ideas for her limp, trembling body as the peak of her passion started to drain away.

Jenny tried to catch her breath as the straps around her ankles were released. She was easily flipped over onto her belly to leave her lying face down and could only watch as Dr. Fraser moved around to the side of the table. She hadn’t even noticed the wrist restraints attached to the metal edge. They were obviously a means of holding a patient in place during an examination, but it was bondage sex they were about to be used for now. She lay compliantly as first her left then her right wrist were secured in the restraints.

Dr. Fraser returned to the bottom of the table and grabbed her feet to haul her towards him. Her arms stretched out as her legs slipped off the table and it left them dangling down to the floor, but not quite touching. She was now completely at the mercy of the man behind her and pressed her face into the padded surface as her reddened ass cheeks were groped. It was humiliating to have them spread apart and she knew his gaze was feasting on a forbidden sight.

Jenny held her breath as the tip of Dr. Fraser’s erection circled around her tiny puckered hole, but it was something else he craved. She gasped as his cock slid lower to brush on her wet entrance and her muscles tensed again as the thick head dipped inside her. There was no doubt what was coming and she strained against the bonds around her wrists when his body slammed forward to drive every hard inch in her. She squealed as his palm cracked down on her buttock and heard his grunt as the tightening of her muscles clamped her pussy around his stiff shaft.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he let out and Jenny knew what it meant.

She clenched her buttocks against the frantic onslaught as his hand punished her ass and he began to thrust as he continued to spank. He eventually gripped her hips to help pull himself on to her and in seconds his body was crashing against her butt as he took his pleasure from her silken depths. Jenny winced as fingers sank deep into her flesh to hold on and Dr. Fraser threw himself forward with a growing vigor that shook her limp body. She was his to use and he was going all out to fuck his cock roughly in the wet cunt of his helpless captive until the thrill of it overwhelmed him.

His punishing thrusts became erratic as his balls tightened up to his crotch, but he clenched his buttocks tightly to hold back the inevitable for as long as he could. He released the grip of his right hand on Jenny’s hip and she squealed when he grasped her hair to yank her head up. It made her cry out, but there was little she could do but take what she was being given as Dr. Fraser went all the way.

When he fucked deep and dropped down on her, she knew he’d lost control and his body bucked when a streaming spurt of cum erupted to splash inside her. She groaned each time his cock jerked to unleash more powerful streams of thick white until her pussy was flooded with his seed. His shudders slowly died away as the release came to an end and her head dropped to the table when he let go of her hair.

Jenny could sense his cock throbbing inside her as the encounter came to an end, but Dr. Fraser seemed in no hurry to pull out. When he did, she was all too aware of the trickle of heat that ran down the inside of her thigh. She squealed as a final spank landed on her ass and gasped for breath as she tried to regain her composure.

“Same day and time next week,” Dr. Fraser said as he zipped his pants up and closed his white coat.

“Yes, sir,” Jenny replied.

Her answer got the restraints removed from her wrists and her legs shook as she dropped to the floor. She picked up her panties to put them on and it held his cum inside her.

“Don’t be late,” he went on.

Jenny nodded her head as she went to fetch her jeans and jacket to put them on. She turned to see Dr. Fraser now sitting at his desk and he smiled when he saw her looking.

“I hope you liked your medicine,” he said.

Jenny let out a slow breath as she stared at him. She’d liked it more than she cared to admit and knew she would be craving their next meeting long before it came around.

“Am I a bad girl because I did?” she asked.

Dr. Fraser let out a quiet laugh and nodded his head.

“Yes,” he said. “And I’m expecting you to be just as bad every time we meet from now on.”

“I will be,” Jenny replied and turned to walk to the door.

A glance over her shoulder showed his gaze on her and a shiver trickled down her spine. They both knew she was his to use as he wanted. It made her wonder just what she would be walking into when the door closed to leave her at the mercy of his lust again the following week.
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	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

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

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

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

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

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

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

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

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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