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*****

 


Abigail Morris curled her hair, applied a
touch of blush, liner, and lip gloss, and then looked again at the
email.

Put on yesterday’s used
panties, it said.

She felt goosebumps on her arms. The pair of
black lace panties lay crumpled at the top of the hamper. She
straightened them and frowned. They were still a little damp from
her orgasm last night. They smelled of her sweat and sex.

Are you sure?
she’d typed back when she’d woken up.

But there’d been no answer. Which, when
dealing with the Doctor, was an answer.

She checked again to make sure she’d shaved
all the way down. Abigail couldn’t resist fingering her
already-aching clit as she stroked her smooth mound. If she closed
her eyes and concentrated, she could still hear his smooth voice as
he talked her through wild scenarios and climaxes. Those steamy
calls had evolved from passionate emails, which had grown from a
brief online flirtation through a kinky meetup site. Abigail had
only joined up to lurk the illicit message boards and read a few
naughty stories. She was a normal person. She’d never expected...
this.

She shimmied into yesterday’s panties. Then
she followed with a pair of black thigh-highs and a matching bra.
Over that, she put on a simple skirt and blouse. She wanted to look
as normal as possible for the walk over, and yet she also wanted to
look good for him. The email told her to otherwise wear what she
wanted, but insisted that she walk in her heels. No sneakers, no
changing shoes, he specified.

“That’s because he wants people to look at
you,” Abigail told her reflection. She tried to see the her
features the way the Doctor described them - pert, kissable
breasts, slim waist, a taut ass, cupid’s bow lips. But the young
woman staring back at her looked startlingly normal.

Well. Except for the too-high high heels.

As she bent to collect her purse, the damp
material of the panties slid against her sensitive bare mound.
Abigail shivered and squeezed her thighs together. She considered
taking five extra minutes, falling to her knees, and rubbing her
clit until she came right there in her doorway. No, she finally
decided.

She had an appointment to keep.

 


*****

 


The heels forced her to take the
several-block walk slowly. She kept her eyes front, her purse
across her chest, and her chin raised as passersby glanced at
her.

Maybe they weren’t even looking, she thought.
Maybe she was just aware of them now, conscious in a way the girl
going to work in a dowdy uniform and flats didn’t have to be. She
felt comfortably invisible in her normal clothes. But in this...
Anticipation crackled through her, raising goosebumps on her arms
and hardening her nipples.

Street by street, Abigail felt the distance
between her ordinary life and her fantasy life close. She told
herself she could turn back any time. But as she continued her
walk, she realized it wasn’t true. She could no more turn back than
forget.

Finally she arrived at a glass-windowed
tower. Its address matched the one on the email. Abigail tossed
back her hair and went inside.

The elevator dropped her off on the eighth
floor. A brass plaque directed her right, to suite C and Doctors
Lowenstein and Brown.

Lowenstein and Brown? Abigail’s heart beat
fast. Which was him? Was he someone else entirely? She tamped down
her curiosity. It didn’t matter. To her, he was simply The
Doctor.

She entered the suite slowly, tottering over
the plush carpeted floor in her high heels.

A blonde woman wearing a tight bun looked up
from her computer screen. “Yes, ma’am, can I help you?”

Abigail paused. She looked around the empty
suite. “I...” She swallowed down her nervousness. “I have an
appointment.” Her voice sounded loud in the quiet reception
area.

“Abigail Morris?”

The receptionist knew her name. She
nodded.

“Please have a seat. He’ll be ready for you
momentarily.” She gestured to the row of chairs in front of the
reception desk.

“Thank you.” She sat. Abigail’s leg shook
restlessly as she glanced around the office’s decor.
Velvety-soft-looking carpet, wood chairs, and dark colors gave the
place a reverential, almost church-like feel.

“...Ms. Morris...”

Abigail heard her name.

The receptionist spoke into the phone. The
blonde woman frowned. “Really? ...Sure, I have plenty to do. But,
sir, I’m banking my vacation time for...” She paused, then laughed
into the receiver. “Absolutely, sir. I will happily make myself
scarce. Yes, sir.”

Abigail pretended to look at a small stack of
magazines.

The receptionist cleared her throat. “Ms.
Morris?”

“Yes?” Abigail raised her hand, as if she
were being called on in class.

“The Doctor will see you now. Please go down
the hall, last room at the end. He’ll be with you shortly.” As she
spoke, the receptionist gathered her things and shut off the lamp
at her desk.

Abigail stood. She nodded at the receptionist
and went to the hall. Fluorescent bulbs lit her way over more
carpet. Doors on either side of the hall were closed; the one at
the end stood open a crack.

From behind her, Abigail heard the door close
and keys rattle; the receptionist was locking up. Was she locked
in? she wondered. She didn’t turn around to check. It didn’t
matter. A force she didn’t quite understand drew her to the end of
the hall. Her heels made barely a sound on the carpet.

Finally, she pushed into... an empty exam
room. A raised exam table covered with white paper dominated the
space. Abigail spotted a jar of tongue depressors and cotton balls.
A sink. A stool. Huh, she thought. She’d somehow expected...
more.

Then she spotted the card.

It was simple, white, with her name spelled
on the front in black ink. Abigail picked it up off the edge of the
exam table and opened it.

Please have a seat.

Abigail shivered. “Sit down. I can do that.”
Her voice seemed to echo in the empty space. She put down her
purse, took off her coat, and stowed them in the corner. Then she
clambered onto the edge of the exam table. The card hadn’t said to
undress, and since the email had specified shoes, she left them on.
Her heels dangled in the air.

It was just a hair too cold in the exam room.
Her nipples stood out through her lacy bra and her crisp blouse.
She considered touching them. Or touching herself. Abigail pressed
her knees together as she remembered the things the Doctor had told
her the previous night. The stiff paper crackled under her thighs
as she shifted, remembering the things he’d said.

Suddenly, the overhead light dimmed.

“Hello?” Abigail almost stood, but realized
it hadn’t been a power surge - the lights had dimmed by design.

A crackle sounded from over the door, where
an intercom’s speaker hid.

Lie down,
a voice as smooth as chocolate ordered.

His voice. Abigail’s heart skipped a beat.
Could he see her? Was there a camera? Or did he just expect her to
do as she was told? She leaned back on her elbows on the padded
table. Her legs hung off the end. Was that enough? Finally she laid
all the way back. She swallowed.

The light above her shone the brightest in
the dim room, putting her body in the spotlight. Abigail’s sex
throbbed with want. Her breath sounded so loud in her ears.

Unbutton your blouse.

There must’ve been a camera. Or had he seen
her on the way in? Her fingers shook as she opened her shirt one
button at a time. She untucked her blouse, and sat up to shrug out
of it.

Lie still.

She did. Abigail focused on her breathing as
she heard a noise outside the door. Her hands balled into fists. He
was here!

The door opened.

She didn’t dare lift her head. At first,
Abigail could only see the dark silhouette of a man.

“Close your eyes,” said a deep, smooth male
voice.

One she recognized instantly. Arousal shot
through her like an electric current. How could she already be so
weak? She did as she was asked. “Can’t I see you?” Abigail
asked.

“Perhaps. Once you’ve earned it.”

“How would I...?” She heard footsteps and
listened to strange sounds - drawers being opened, bottles being
moved.

“By being an obedient patient. Can you do
that, Abigail?”

“Yes, Doctor,” she breathed.

“Very good, my pet.”

A hand stroked her hair. Abigail let herself
lean into the affectionate gesture. She gulped as the Doctor’s
fingers caressed her cheek, her lips, her neck. A single finger
traced a line down her front, nudging the sides of her blouse apart
and tripping over the clasp of her bra as it traveled all the way
to her waist.

“Take a deep breath for me, Abigail.”

She inhaled. Abigail felt her chest
expand.

“And let it out slowly.”

She did.

“Again.”

As she drew in deep lungfuls of air, she felt
something shift at the foot of the table. Fingers alighted on her
knees and skimmed her stocking-clad calves.

“Trust me,” the Doctor said. Suddenly he
seized her ankles and with a forceful tug, pulled her down the
table.

Abigail yelped and grabbed for the sides of
the exam table. Paper crackled underneath her. “What are you
doing?” she asked.

“Don’t you trust me?”

Trust a voice on the telephone? Trust a man
she’d known only through email, and up until now without so much as
a name? A man she hadn’t even seen? She swallowed. “No,” she
whispered.

Two hands cradled her left foot, raised it,
and fitted it into a stirrup. The Doctor chuckled. “And yet you’d
put yourself in my hands? Totally at my mercy? Reckless of you, my
pet.”

Abigail wanted to shake her head and deny it.
A part of her - the part that’d stayed away from college parties,
had avoided running with ‘bad crowds’ and shied away from risk -
screamed at her actions even now. But another part of her - one
that had become louder as time passed - insisted that if she never
took a risk, never strayed from a predetermined and safe if
unfulfilling path, she’d die never knowing real pleasure or
passion. “I decided it was worth the risk.” She concentrated on
keeping her breaths deep and calm as he lifted her right foot into
another stirrup.

“Ah, but how much risk are you prepared to
take? Are you ready to submit to me totally, or are you just
another scared little girl in over her head?”

In the stirrups, her legs were spread wide.
She felt the lightest brushes of air on her thighs. Was he looking
at her pussy? Checking to make sure she’d worn the panties? A light
slap against her thigh made her breath catch. It didn’t hurt,
exactly, but the audible smack of skin on skin got her full
attention.

“Are you frightened, my pet?”

“No,” she whispered. Not frightened. Her mind
wandered to all the conversations they’d had over the past few
weeks. Her pussy throbbed in response. “I want this.”

“What exactly is this?”

Abigail heard the Doctor move, felt his hot
breath on her face. She wanted badly to look, to finally see her
mystery man’s appearance. But she didn’t dare.

“Did you come here so I could fuck you,
Abigail?”

He was close; she sensed that if she just
turned her head, she might brush his lips with her own. “I d... I
don’t know.”

“Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want me
to take my hard cock and slide it so deep into your pretty little
bare pussy that it’s all you feel? Do you want me to make you come
like the slut we both know you are?”

“Yes.” Abigail whimpered. She felt hands open
her blouse. She imagined how her breasts looked, her hard nipples
poking through the lacy fabric.

“Oh, but that won’t be enough for you. No, my
pet, you’re special. Please raise your arms, Abigail. Overhead,
that’s right.”

She frowned, but did as he asked. As she
stretched her arms overhead, she felt her wrists encircled - wrist
restraints! As she pulled against them, she heard metal rattle on
metal. Some kind of handcuffs? But padded material cushioned her
wrists.

The Doctor sucked in a breath. “Now that...
that is very nice. My lovely new pet, all chained down and ready
for me. Do you like being chained?”

“Um.” Abigail’s excitement edged into panic.
With her hands stretched overhead, she was effectively trapped. And
the cuffs felt very secure. Could she get them off, if she needed
to?

“Oh, you don’t? Well. Remember. Say the word
‘red’ and it all stops. But be careful, my pet. When I say it all
stops... that means everything. You’ll be free to leave... but you
can never return.”

She gulped. Abigail felt a hand on her
breast; warm fingers gently kneaded her soft flesh. His fingers
found a nipple and rubbed circles on the sensitive nub. She cried
out and instinctively tried to move her hands between her legs, but
they caught against the cuffs.

“Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. But was he serious?
Would he really let her out if she asked? So far, he hadn’t even
caused any... “Ahh!” she cried as he twisted her nipple.

“What a delightful sound, my pet. Let’s see
if we can produce it again.” The Doctor opened the front clasp of
her bra.



Her breasts spilled out. She gasped as the
Doctor’s fingers pinched and twisted her other nipple. Abigail bit
her lip.

“No? Not enough?”

“Ha-ahh!” she cried as he gave both at once a
savage twist. Before she’d taken another breath, he pushed her
breasts together. A warm, wet suction surrounded one of her
nipples. With a ‘pop!’ he released the first, then suckled her
neglected nipple. Abigail’s hands balled into fists; they shook
against the handcuffs. “Please,” she called out as he tortured and
teased her nipples. She felt the edge of teeth and yelped as he bit
her soft, sensitive flesh. She winced in pain as he applied the
same bite to her opposite breast. But the pain was tempered with
her realization that she’d probably see marks the next morning.

He’d bitten her; claimed her. She wanted
that, wanted to be his. Her pussy felt so wet. Her clit throbbed.
Abigail’s legs quivered. She was grateful for the stirrups; she
wasn’t sure she could even hold up her knees.

With a final slap across the sensitive tips
of her breasts, the Doctor stepped back.

Abigail panted. “Thank you, Doctor.”

“You’re very welcome, my pet. Now let’s see
if you did as instructed...? Lift your hips.”

She felt the paper behind her back crinkle as
she shifted. She raised her hips and felt the Doctor’s hands skim
her back until he found the zipper on her skirt. As he slid the
zipper down, Abigail shivered at warm breath blown over her taut
stomach.

“Oh, dear,” he said as the zipper stopped.
“How will we get this off you?”

Before Abigail could lift her feet, the
Doctor stepped away. She heard a strange shik-shink! sound. Metal
on metal? A knife? She’d said no cutting. No cutting. The color red
flashed behind her eyes.  She braced her wrists against the
handcuffs. “Wait,” she began.

Metal brushed her stomach, slid under the
waistband of her skirt. The Doctor’s scissors sliced neatly through
the material.

Abigail let out the breath she’d been holding
as the scissors finished their work. She felt the Doctor peel open
her sliced skirt. Air kissed her inner thighs, and she knew her
panties were in full view. She heard the Doctor sniff, then moaned
as she felt his nose and lips nudge at her sex through her
underwear.

“Still wet from last night? Or wet all over
again? Hm...”

Fingers pressed at the material of her
panties, rubbing the soft lace against her sensitive labia. He
grazed her clit. She hissed at the sudden shock of pleasure.

“Tell me, my pet, did you come again after we
hung up?” The scissors returned. The smooth flat side of them
caressed her lower belly.

“Yes.” She didn’t know if he wanted to know
more, but forged on anyway. “I didn’t even make it into the
bedroom. I just leaned over the bathroom counter and rubbed my
clit.” And all after he’d brought her into her bathroom, made her
shave in front of the mirror, dress up for him, and talked her
through an orgasm in her panties over the phone.

“That’s all?” The scissors sliced through her
panties.

Abigail’s neck felt hot. She raised her hips
to help him slide her panties off. “I wanted to feel something in
me.”

“And?”

“I tried the curling iron,” she
whispered.

“Filthy girl. Did you get it in your pussy?”
The Doctor asked. He stroked her newly-shaved mound, teasing
without going lower.

“Yes. It was - I imagined it was you,” she
confessed. “I fucked myself until I couldn’t stand, then knelt on
the floor and rubbed my clit until I came again.”

“Perhaps someday, I’ll have use your curling
iron to fuck your pussy while I plug your ass.” The Doctor’s
fingers slipped lower, delving between her folds. Two blunt fingers
discovered her wetness. They dipped into the mouth of her wet
pussy, then rubbed and teased her sensitive lips before penetrating
her tight slit.

Abigail reached up and found the chains that
held her cuffs. She grabbed them and held on as the Doctor sped his
strokes. “Oh, shit.”

“That’s right, my pet. Squeeze your cunt
around my fingers.”

She moaned as the Doctor finger-fucked her
fast and hard. His hot fingers made slick, wet sounds as they slid
inside her, filling her up so nicely. She heard herself keening and
whimpering as the onslaught continued. The Doctor’s free hand
pressed against her stomach, holding her down. She wanted to reach
for her clit, but knew she couldn’t. “Please,” she cried. “Please
touch my clit.”

Wordlessly, the Doctor continued fucking her
with his fingers. A third slid into her pussy.

It was so much already! Abigail groaned as he
pumped her full. She tried squeezing her pussy around his fingers.
It wasn’t quite enough. “Please touch my clit. Please, oh please,
Doctor.”

“Not yet. I’d like to see if you can take my
whole fist.”

Abigail’s eyes flew open in alarm. The
overhead light blinded her; she caught the barest glimpse of a
shadow between her legs. Like the Doctor was some sort of ghostly
monster. Quickly, she shut her eyes. Had he seen? “No, please. I
can’t.” Her body quaked with arousal and fear. And despite her
panic, she couldn’t help humping her hips up into the Doctor’s
penetrating fingers.

“Say red, and we stop, my pet. Do you want to
stop?”

No. But yes. But... “I don’t think I
can.”

“I have such faith in you, my pet.” The
Doctor stroked her quivering abdomen, then withdrew his
fingers.

“No,” she moaned as he left her pussy. She
needed him to fuck her, needed to be filled up and made to come.
“Please,” she begged.

And like a blessing, the Doctor’s fingers
returned. As they slid inside, Abigail felt her inner muscles
flutter around them. She couldn’t get any sensation against her
throbbing clit, but nevertheless a delicious kind of pleasure
built, radiating from the inside out as he stroked into her cunt.
His fingers also felt wetter than before. He’d added lube, she
realized. Because he was going to fit his entire fist inside her.
“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, unable to suppress a shiver.

“That’s right. Here’s number four.”

And as she squealed, the Doctor eased yet
another finger inside her.

Abigail felt so, so full. She couldn’t
possibly take any more. As he moved, she felt her muscles clench
down on his fingers.

“Relax, my pet. Or say red.”

Abigail shook her head. She’d broken into a
sweat from the effort. “I can’t.”

“Perhaps you need something to distract you.”
The Doctor’s free hand alighted on her thigh.

Abigail tensed.

Smack! The Doctor’s palm kissed the sensitive
flesh of her inner thigh.

“Ahh,” she cried out, and could only hold on
as the Doctor’s slaps stung her skin. She shook the cuffs and
stirrups as her thighs tensed; the Doctor rewarded her with a hard
slap on the outside of her thighs.

“I saw you try to look at me, Abigail,” he
said between blows. “That was very naughty of you.”

Excuses ran through her mind, but none good.
“I’m sorry,” she begged. “I’m sorry! Please forgive me?”

“You beg so sweetly, pet.” A hard slap landed
at the apex of her pussy, right against her neglected clit.

Abigail squealed. She screwed her eyes shut
and let herself moan as she felt an unexpected orgasm hit her like
a wave. Her body shook and shivered. Her pussy tightened down
painfully against the Doctor’s fist.

His entire fist.

She’d done it!

Abigail’s moan turned into a surprised laugh.
She’d fit his whole fist inside her! Shivers of pleasure wracked
her body, and the gentle pump of the Doctor’s hand coaxed forth
even more. “Ohhh, whoa.” She rattled the cuffs and shivered as
pulses of pleasure raced through her. “Nngh,” she moaned as she
finally relaxed into a blissful haze.

“How are we doing, my dear?” the Doctor asked
in a seductive purr.

“Good,” Abigail said, panting slightly. She
let go of the chain and made a thumbs-up sign.

The Doctor chuckled. “Excellent, my pet.
Enjoy the afterglow for a moment. I’ll be back.” His fist slowly
slipped out of her.

Abigail groaned at the loss of the fullness.
But she did as she was told. She let her head relax against the
padded table; she’d tensed her neck up more than she’d thought. Her
pussy felt very empty, but her satisfaction flowed through her
veins like sunshine. Distantly, she heard the sounds of water
running.

Then the Doctor returned. He slipped her feet
out of the stirrups.

When he got to her handcuffs she couldn’t
help asking, “Is that it?”

“Oh, no, my pet. I’m not finished with you.”
Instead of uncuffing her hands, he made another movement.

Abigail felt the chain slacken. She pulled
her hands down. Her wrists were still cuffed together, but now were
held only by a length of chain. The chain must’ve been unclipped
from some part of the table, she thought.

“Sit up, pet. Slowly.”

Abigail did as she was asked. The Doctor
guided her to her feet. She felt wobbly walking. The Doctor held
the chain for her and warm hands brushed the small of her back as
they left the exam room. She considered asking where they were
going, but decided it didn’t matter. Though for all she knew the
office was empty, her naked breasts, bare ass, and dripping pussy
made her very conscious that there could be prying eyes. Not for
the first time, she wondered what the Doctor looked like. Would she
ever be able to open her eyes?

Finally, a door opened. The Doctor led her
through. She heard the door shut. He led her further into the room.
“Kneel.”

Abigail did. She settled on soft, plush
carpet.

The Doctor held the chain between her cuffs.
“I can fuck your mouth and come down your throat. Or I can fuck you
and come inside your pussy. Your choice.”

She frowned. She thought about feeling his
hot, hard cock in her mouth - how much she’d imagined sucking him
as they’d shared fantasies. Then she thought about taking him in
her pussy, feeling him explode inside her. “In my pussy, please.”
She paused. “Wait. Was that a trick? I want what you want, I
want...” A light slap landed on her exposed breast. Abigail went
quiet.

“If I want something, I’ll take it. Be
assured that if I ask for your opinion, it’s because it’s wanted.
Now let’s get you settled.”

A tug on the chain urged her forward. Abigail
felt a soft piece of raised furniture - an ottoman. She leaned over
it. She imagined what the Doctor was seeing; her naked body draped
over the ottoman, her pussy exposed and hungry.

“You are such a pretty pet, my dear.”

She gripped the ottoman as she heard the
sound of a buckle, a zipper. Without warning, the Doctor slid his
cock right into her hungry pussy. Abigail was now grateful for the
earlier stretch; the Doctor’s cock felt huge! As he thrust in,
Abigail rocked against the ottoman. She felt the Doctor’s heavy
balls slap against her from behind. She grunted and groaned as he
fucked her harder. Hot breath skated over her back.

“That’s my good little pet, my good little
bitch,” he whispered. “Take my cock.”

Abigail tossed her head back. She rode back
on his cock, surprised to once again find herself moaning and on
the verge of another orgasm so soon. Suddenly, the chain pulled
back on her hands. She let go of the ottoman and adjusted the
position of her wrists as the Doctor drew the chain and her hands
back behind her. Her hands touched but the chain kept tightening,
forcing her up off the ottoman and back onto the Doctor’s impaling
prick.

He finally let go of the chain and grabbed
her forearms as he drove his cock into her cunt. “Yes, my pet, so
good. You’re so good. ...Open your eyes.”

For a moment, Abigail didn’t process what
he’d said. Then, her eyes flew open.

Beautiful blue sky spread out before her. The
ottoman had been placed right next to the building’s window. She
looked out over the city, awed and then thrilled as she realized
how exposed they were. All anyone had to do was look up.

Abigail arched her back - for the Doctor, for
anyone watching - and howled as the Doctor fucked her pussy with
renewed vigor. The leather ottoman underneath them creaked with
every thrust. Abigail’s heels skidded against the carpet. “Yes,
Doctor, fuck me! Fuck my dirty pussy.”

He growled, then leaned over her, pinning
Abigail against the ottoman. She felt his balls twitch. Suddenly
his thrusts sped then stuttered as he drenched her pussy with his
hot come.

Abigail rocked her hips back to meet his
cock, making sure to milk the Doctor for all he was worth. She
relished the wet sounds as his come mingled with her juices. She
couldn’t move much, still pinned underneath him, but the weight
felt good.

Finally, he slid out of her. But instead of
getting up, he put his arms around her and gave her a gentle
squeeze.

A hug? she wondered.

The Doctor kissed the back of her neck. “That
was lovely, my pet.”

She wasn’t sure how to respond to this
tenderness. “Thank you, Doctor.”

“No, thank you.”

Slowly, she pushed herself up into a sitting
position. In the reflection in the window, she could see the shape
of the Doctor’s profile. But not much more. “Can I... can I look at
you?”

“Yes, pet. I think you’ve earned it.”

Abigail turned. She smiled.

“What is it?” A man with kind eyes asked.

“You look just as I imagined,” she said.
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	// 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";
	}
}



