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Juliana

 

“Where’d you say you got these?” I said. 

Eve played with the pair of handcuffs in her lap. They were large and shiny and heavier than they looked. 

When Eve had brought them up she’d let me hold them and they had a real heft to them. 

“My dad has them in the basement. From when he used to be an MP in the Marines,” Eve said. 

Eve was a sandy blonde girl with a spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks.

She and I were about the same build, the both us on the petite side. My hair was much lighter, though, and I didn’t have any freckles. On my face, at least. 

We’d known each other forever. May as well have been sisters. We even shared the same birth week, and we now both went to the same college after taking as many classes as possible together in high school.

In fact, we’d both be turning 19 in a little over a month.

“So wait, he actually arrested people and stuff?” I said. 

We sat on the couch in Eve’s living room. The couch was a plush leather thing and I had to be careful to keep my shorts pulled down my legs or my skin would stick to it. 

“Yeah! Totally! Can you imagine it, being in these?” Eve said.

She jumped up to her feet and pointed her finger at me like a loaded pistol. 

“Oh no, what did I do?” I said, slapping my hands to my cheeks in mock surprise.

“Up on your feet, you criminal!” Eve said.

We both giggled when I stood. 

“You’re under arrest!” Eve said, shuffling in behind me. 

“I have rights!”

“Not with me, you don’t,” she said.

Then she grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back. I didn’t think she’d actually cuff me.

But then I felt the cold shackles of the steel cuffs on my wrists. The arms clicked into place one notch at a time.

“Too tight!” I said.

"I'll say what's too tight," Eve said.

I tugged experimentally at the cuffs. Yep, they were real all right. And yep, I was cuffed. The steel bit into my wrists enough that my fingers tingled a little. 

"Guess I can do anything I want to you now," Eve said.

"Oh?" I replied, looking over my shoulder, "Like what?"

"Like this!" Eve said.

She grabbed the chain connecting the cuffs and yanked back on it, pulling my body back against hers. My rested against the taut flatness of her stomach. I could feel the warmth of her through the school shirt she wore. 

She could feel me too, and she did. She wrapped her hands around me, her fingertips pushing against the top of my pubic bone.

I gasped at the sudden pressure. Then my whole body prickled when she kissed along my shoulder, letting her lips graze that bit of flesh where it connected to my neck. 

My pussy throbbed and relaxed. When it did, I felt that flush of heat and wetness. Eve's lips were so soft against me.

"Eve..." I groaned, "What about your dad, isn't he coming back soon?"

"Not for a while. We have the time," Eve said.

She ran her hands up my body and cupped my breasts gently. My nipples perked up at her touch. When she felt that, she gave them a squeeze that I was sure left my panties sticking to the bare, shaved skin of my lower lips. 

It had started when we moved away for school. Hey, college is where you're supposed to experiment, right? And experimenting with each other seemed better than with strangers. 

Besides, I had to admit that the idea of getting caught by Eve's dad, Darcy, was kind of turning me on even more.

She kissed my neck again, her fingers still that gentle pressure against my breasts. Fuck, I wanted her tongue on me. In me.

"Hurry up, before your dad gets back," I said.

"Just relax. I want to make you beg for it..." she said. 

"Eve!" I moaned.

"Exactly!"

I gave in. Let go of my reservations. I needed this, needed her. And she knew just how to touch me, with those slender fingers of her finding their way between my thighs to add some delicious pressure there, too. 

"Your shorts are damp," Eve said. I could feel her lips when she smiled, she kept her mouth so close to my ear.

"Stop teasing!" I said, rolling my hips back against her.

She sucked my earlobe in between her teeth and nipped it until I gasped.

Then we both heard it. The sound of a car pulling into the driveway. 

"Fuck, my dad's home!" Eve said.

"Quick, uncuff me before he gets in," I replied, lifting my wrists towards her. It was as awkward as it sounds.

We didn't have long. Darcy liked to put his car in the garage and make sure the automatic door shut completely behind him.

"Shit!" Eve said.

My stomach went cold. "Eve, where are the keys?" I said, turning to her.

She bit down on her lip and shrugged. "I, uh, I guess I didn't bring them up from the basement."

"Well hurry up and get them!" I said. 

She rushed towards the basement door, but before she could, Darcy came inside through the garage.

"Dad!" Eve said.

But it was too late. He saw me. I stood between his couch and coffee table, my hands cuffed behind my back. My nipples perked even harder against my shirt. And in this light I knew he could probably see the deep blush in my cheeks and neck. 

Darcy was a tall man with broad shoulders and dark hair. His eyes were ice blue and I felt their chilly gaze on me. 

“What is going on here?” he said. His voice was deep. In my current mood, just the sound of it was enough to leave my skin prickling with goosebumps. 

This was dangerous.

But at least Eve was there with me.

“We were just having some fun!” Eve said, stepping between us. 

Darcy stalked past her, he put his hand on my shoulder and turned my torso enough that he could see the shiny shackles binding my wrists. 

He was so much bigger than I was. And he had this sort of casual strength about him. I got the impression he could toss me about like a rag doll if he wanted.

I swallowed hard when I caught the hint of his aftershave. He didn’t take his hand off my shoulder. It was a heavy, warm presence. 

“Go get the damn keys,” he said.

“Dad!” Eve complained, the whine plain in her voice.

“Go!”

She tore out of there, down into the basement. We both listened while she rummaged around down there. 

But the sound of the rummaging became more and more desperate. Things crashed and fell down there.

“Eve!” Darcy said.

The sounds all stopped. Eve made her way up the stairs slowly. She grabbed the edge of the basement door and peered around it, as though to use said door as cover against her dad’s anger. 

My stomach dropped. This wasn’t good.

And I was still so fucking wet. I wished he’d take that hand of his off me. Because I kept thinking about what it might feel like if he slipped it between my thighs and pushed against the pulsing desire there. 

“Well?” Darcy said.

Eve couldn’t meet his eyes. Her cheeks burned. “I… I can’t find them.”

“Figured as much. Why do you think I put these in a box? I don’t have the keys for them anymore!”

My stomach did a somersault. “What?” 

Darcy shook his head. “Dan has a spare set still.”

Eve brightened. “That’s great! How fast do you think he can get here? He’s like, what, 40 minutes away or so?” 

“You’re going to go pick them up, actually,” Darcy said.

Eve’s jaw dropped. I was both mortified and a little pleased. Mortified that I was gonna have to wait a couple hours to get out of the cuffs. Pleased that Eve got some comeuppance. 

“Dad!” she said.

“Get out of here before I think of something worse,” Darcy replied, fixing her with a stony look.

She went and grabbed her car keys hurriedly, and we both listened as she rushed out of the house. She chirped the tires on the car when she left. 

And then I realized I was all alone with her dad. That my pussy was slick and sopping wet, with my panties basically glued to my mound.

And that Darcy was pretty good looking for a guy old enough to be my dad. 

“What now?” I said.

He raised an eyebrow at me, and I could see it in his eyes that he knew this was half my fault. That I’d let Eve cuff me without first making sure she had the keys handy. 

“Now you wait here until I get back, gotta get something from upstairs.”

I sat down on the couch, wincing when the cuffs bit into my wrists. I kept shifting around, unable to find a good position.

Darcy went upstairs. I heard him stomp up into his room, heard a dresser drawer pull out and then shove back in.

Then he came back down. He had something small in his hand.

A set of keys. Handcuff keys. A pair of them on one loop. 

I leaned forward and stood up awkwardly, grinning the whole time. “You remembered some extras!”

He shook his head. “Nope. Knew they were there the whole time.”

I frowned. “What? Why did you send Eve out?” Without really knowing why, my heart started chattering in my chest. 

“To get here out of here for a while,” Darcy said. He walked over and set the keys down on the coffee table.

“Why? What’s going on?”

“What’s going on is that Dan doesn’t have any keys. I have the only set. So here’s the deal: you do what I say and I uncuff you. Don’t do what I say and you stay in those cuffs until someone takes you to the cop shop to get them off you. And that’s not going to be for a few hours, at least,” Darcy said. 

“What… what do you want?” I said, first eying the keys, so tantalizingly close on the table, then looking at Darcy.

He stepped in front of me, put his hands on my shoulders. My breath caught. Worse, my pussy started throbbing. Tingles danced up and down the front of my stomach. 

“I told you. To do what I tell you to. So…” his hands slid down my shoulders and he cupped my breasts. He rubbed my stiff little nipples through my shirt with the balls of his thumbs. The feeling was absolutely electric. “Don’t say no to me.” 

I couldn’t help but whimper a little. My nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. And I ached on the inside. 

“Mr. Chance… you’re my best friend’s dad,” I said. 

The rubbing of his thumbs turned to pinching. I squealed a little when he gave my nipples a slight twist.

I started stepping back, but the couch was behind me. The backs of my bared calves hit the plush leather of the cushion.

“I’ll let you call me daddy, if you want,” Darcy said, “I can tell you want it. I’ll bet that little pussy of yours is sopping wet already, isn’t it?” 

I tried swallowing. It took a lot of effort. Part of me couldn’t believe I was handcuffed in my best friend’s house while her dad squeezed my tits and played with my nipples through my shirt. 

But there was another part, too. And that part was just a little bitch in heat. There was just something so hot about being powerless with a man like Darcy. 

“What do you want me to do?” I said.

He tweaked my nipples again and I sucked a breath in through clenched teeth. 

“Let’s start with you down on your knees.” His hands shifted back up to my shoulders. This time instead of resting there, they pushed down. 

I sank beneath the force of it. My heart absolutely pounded in my chest. When I looked up at Darcy from the floor, he seemed so huge. 

So did the growing bulge in his jeans.

He put one hand on my face, cupping my cheek. His thumb played out gently over my bottom lip. “You’ve always had such a pretty mouth. I want you to show me what you can do with it.”

He pushed his thumb into my mouth. “Suck.”

Before I could even really think about it, I locked the loop of my lips around his finger. I sucked. I let my tongue unfurl around him. Saliva squirted into my mouth. He tasted a little salty. I kept my eyes on his the whole time. 

“That’s it, be a good girl for daddy,” Darcy said.

He pulled his thumb out of my mouth. It made a popping sound. Then he smeared my saliva around my lips, got them good and plump and glistening.

“What else do I have to do for the key?” I said.

“I’ll let you know,” he replied, “Let’s start with seeing what you can do with something bigger than a finger.”

He popped the button on his jeans, then unzipped his fly. The bulge of his hardening cock sprang into the space.

My pussy did that thing where it flexed, tensed, relaxed. Then got even wetter. It cried out to be touched and stroked and toyed with. My fingers kept balling up into useless fists while my frustration built. 

Then he pushed his briefs down so that his cock could spring free. He was long and thick, and his shaft pulsed with every beat of his heart. 

It pulsed quickly.

“This is so fucked up,” I said.

“Then get up and get out of here, if that’s what you want. Walk your ass on down to the cops. But I think you’re going to stay right here and let me do whatever I want to you.”

My legs tensed. I meant to stand. I really did. But his cock was just so close to my face. And when I looked at it my mouth watered all over again, and I couldn’t help wonder what he tasted like. 

Or how big he got when fully hard. 

My legs relaxed. He saw my shoulders slump. Nodding, he reached down and grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up. He couldn’t take it off me of course, what with the cuffs. But he didn’t intend to. 

I didn’t have a bra on, and my breasts with my stiff little nipples popped out. The cool air swirled around them and my skin bunched together with goosebumps. 

“That’s more like it. Now look up at me again,” he said.

He stroked himself. I watched his shaft harden. Watched the purple flesh on his crown swell up and go taut while he used his other hand to squeeze first one breast and then the other. 

He paid more attention to my nipples. Tweaking and pulling on them until I couldn’t help but gasp at the sharpness of the sensation. 

Then he slapped my cheek with his cock. It made a fleshy sound, and stung a little. He did it again on the other side. I could feel the blood rushing into my cheeks. 

“Open up. Good and wide,” he said.

“Yes, daddy,” I replied, and he smiled.

He grabbed a cruel handful of hair at the back of my head with one hand and took the base of his shaft in the other.

My jaw strained when his swollen crown bumped against my lips.

He sucked in a pleased breath. “You’re so warm,” he said.

Then he pushed. The bottom of his cock pressed hard against my tongue. Unable to stop myself, more and more saliva squirted into my mouth. I felt some of it dribble down my chin.

I thought he wanted me to suck him again. But he wanted something else. 

He didn’t want to stop, for one. He kept pushing, kept guiding more of that monster into my mouth.

He hit the back of my throat and I started to gag. I felt the tears start in the corners of my eyes.

God, have I ever been this fucking wet before? I didn’t think so. But then again, no man had ever just gone and had his way with me like this before. 

I went to jerk back, my fingernails biting into my palms while my knuckles pushed against my spine. 

His hold on my hair tightened. I couldn’t move.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” he said.

He held me there like that for a bit, just enjoying the warm, wet tightness of my mouth and the way the loop of my lips stretched around his girth. 

Then he fucked my face. He pulled his cock back, the bared shaft covered in little gobs and ropes of my shiny spit.

He thrust back in, forcing that swollen head down into my throat. He did it again and again. I couldn’t swallow anything. All my spit ran down his shaft. 

And the thing was, I found that I liked it. I liked him using me as his own personal fuck slave. I liked the strain of my jaw as he forced that monster shaft back into me. Liked the look of pleasure on his face while he did it. 

Then he pulled his cock all the way out. For a few moments, long, thin strands of my spit hung between his shaft and my lips. I took my first good breath in a while. My jaw ached. 

And then I leaned forward towards him, my mouth opening. I wanted him again. Wanted to taste the warmth of his flesh against my tongue.

He yanked back on my hair and kept me away. “No. You only get what I give you. Got it?” 

“Yes, daddy,” I said.

“Come here,” he said.

He put his hands into my armpits and hauled me to my feet. My knees hurt from their time on the floor, and I grimaced at the flow of blood back into my legs.

I could also feel that slick wetness that pasted my panties to my pussy. And standing up like that made things throb hard. 

He grabbed the waistband of my shorts with both hands. I gasped at the roughness of his fingers against my thighs. 

He undid my shorts and shoved them along with my panties down my thighs, revealing the bald, flushed lips of my cunt and the wetness that glistened between them.

He shoved them down around my ankles, then pushed me down onto the couch.

“You won’t need these anymore,” he said, yanking my short and panties off, balling them up, and tossing them over his shoulder. 

“Are you going to fuck me now, daddy?” I said. My inner walls quivered and a fresh round of wetness leaked out of me. I could already feel how I’d soaked the cushion beneath me. 

The cuffs pushed painfully into my wrists, and my knuckles pressed into the small of my back. I was stuck. So absolutely stuck and at Darcy’s mercy. 

He could do whatever he wanted to me. Anything at all.

I’d never been with a guy so big before. But I’d also never been so wet before. My stomach tightened in anticipation of the delicious sensation of stretching out around him.

“Not yet,” he said.

He went down onto his knees, then grabbed me and pulled me so that my ass hung over the edge of the couch.

Then he took me by the back of my knees and shoved my legs apart, completely exposing my sloppy little gash to him. I felt my lips part as my thighs opened wider. 

“What are you going to do to me?” I said. A little afraid, a little excited. My clit had already poked out from beneath its fleshy hood to play.

But he ignored it at first. Ignored it maddeningly. He put his hands on my inner thighs and pulled the lips of my pussy up with his thumbs. Then those big thumbs found my wetness. He ran them up and down my most sensitive flesh until I writhed on his couch. 

And only after I started literally shaking did he start in on my clit. He used one thumb on it. Slow circles at first, a little pressure.

Then building and building. His whole thumb glistened with my juices.  

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“That’s so fucking good, daddy…” I moaned. 

He circled faster. Pushed harder. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Please. So bad,” I said. I could feel heat pulsing through my whole body. My tummy was so tight. My inner walls quivered and my hips bucked. My legs started shaking. 

“You want me to push this big, hard cock into this tight, wet pussy, don’t you?” he said. 

His thumb worked me even harder. My whole body was rigid. I could barely hear him over the rush of blood past my ears. 

“Yes! I want it so much!” I said.

“I want you to beg me to fuck you,” he said.

I was so fucking close to cumming. He knew just how to touch and tease me. Just how to torture my little love bean. My legs trembled. 

“Please! Please fuck me, daddy. I want you to fuck me so fucking hard!”

“Have you been a good little slut?” he said.

“Yes, yes I have. Now please, just do it! I don’t think I can take much more…” I said.

“I’ll tel you how much to take,” he said.

Then he put more pressure on my clit.

That was it. I literally couldn’t take anymore. My whole body shivered while the ball of heat low in my stomach suddenly burst open and flooded every corner of my being. 

Darcy knew just what he was doing. As soon as my climax started, he pushed my thighs back. His cock, still slick with all my saliva, bumped against my opening. He pushed hard and sank himself into me. 

That sensation of feeling completely filled at the same time as the tingling, agonizing pleasure of my climax was too much for my young body. 

I came all over his cock. Every inch of him. He forced himself into me, spread my walls apart around his merciless hardness. 

It hurt. It hurt so fucking good.

He leaned in and took one of my erect nipples into his mouth. He sucked on it. Bit it lightly, toyed it with his tongue. 

I couldn’t stop cumming. It was like he broke me. When I closed my eyes, starbursts of intense color exploded in my vision. 

And just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he started thrusting. Started fucking me. Hard and merciless, just like before. He slammed his cock into me again and again while I writhed and undulated beneath him. 

“You’re going to make me cum, baby!” Darcy said.

It was true. I could feel his shaft swelling inside me. Getting bigger, harder. With other guys, this used to be my favorite part of sex. That moment just before the guy lost control. When I felt so fucking good around him that he couldn’t stop himself from blowing his top inside of me. 

Part of me was scared. This felt so good. Better than it ever had before. I couldn’t possibly take his load when it felt this good without getting pregnant, could I?

I knew I should tell him to stop. To pull out and nut all over my tits or something.

But I didn’t think he would, even if I begged him.

And then I realized that I didn’t want him to pull out. It was too good. 

“Please, daddy. Cum inside me. I want your load so bad,” I said.

This time I didn’t have to beg too much.

“Fuck!” Darcy said.

He buried his shaft as deeply as he could in my warm, velvety flesh. I squeezed up tight around him, and that let me feel it so good when his shaft started jerking in my grip. 

Jerking and flexing. Each time it did, he grimaced. Each time he did, I felt the warmth of his cum as my greedy little body swallowed it all up.

Then I felt and saw him relax. Felt his cock, still rock hard, stop its flexing. My inner thighs ached. My pussy was already sore. The strong muscles of my core already burned from all the clamping and relaxing. 

He withdrew good and slow, both of us watching the grip my lower lips kept on him. When he pulled out all the way I felt my inner walls tighten up, locking his nut inside of me. 

I was already so sore I didn’t even think I could walk.

And I’d completely forgotten about the cuffs.

He didn’t.

He grabbed me and rolled me over onto my stomach. Then he took keys and did the cuffs around one wrist and then the other. I sucked in a sharp breath when the blood returned to my fingers, leaving them prickly and painful. 

It was then that he got the text message. He pulled his phone out and thumbed up open.

“Eve said he didn’t have any keys and that she’s on her way back. When she gets back here, it’s her turn for punishment. And you’re the one who’s going to give it to her. Do you understand?” Darcy said. 

“Yes,” I said. 
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"I don't think we should," I said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up again.

"You're giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I rubbed. 

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me? 

"It would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call after all.

About ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up through my throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him? 

But that was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long drive."
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	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	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;

}













