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Summary

The flip side of wanting Ty to be more like his father was that somehow she didn’t think it would be nearly as easy for her to tell Mr. Wright no.

Katie is the preacher’s youngest girl, and she tries hard to be good—no matter how hard it’s getting to say no to her boyfriend, Ty. When his patience runs out and he dumps and humiliates her, the young girl is devastated.

But there is someone else who has been watching this drama unfold. Evan Wright is ten times the man his son is, and he’s determined to go where Ty never could. Can Katie say no to the man who is better than his son in every way, or will Evan be the one who claims the innocence of the preacher’s last daughter?
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Nailing Katie

“LAST DANCE, FOLKS!” the call boomed out from the stage.

It was 10:30 and the 85th Annual Briarwood Hollow Street Dance was about to wrap up. As the band kicked off a slow song Ty pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her waist. With a little sigh Katie snuggled against his chest and swayed slowly to the music, adrift in the warmth of his arms and the seductive spice-and-cedar of his cologne. Her boyfriend was a really good dancer and she was more than a little worked up, her body humming with a delicious longing. So far this had been their best night together and she didn’t want it to end.

Ty tilted his head and nuzzled her ear with his lips. “You want to come back to my place?”

She looked up at him and saw the familiar hunger simmering in his dark eyes. It made her shiver, for she knew exactly what he wanted and the thoughts that were running through his head right now. Going to his place was like playing chicken—she never knew if she’d be able to pull away in time. He wanted her and so far she had been able to say no, but his hands on her body felt so good that it got harder and harder to stop him each time. If she had any sense she’d call it a night and go home.

“Okay, but just for a little while,” she heard herself reply.

He took her hand and led her back to his truck, where he opened the door for her and helped her step up into the cab. The grin he gave her when he climbed into the driver’s seat was full of wicked promise, and as he pulled away from the curb she scooted over to lean into him. Before they had even gotten past the Hollow’s single traffic light and into the comfortable darkness off the main street Ty’s hand was on the bare skin of her thigh, gliding slowly upwards beneath her skirt.

Letting him do it was wrong; she knew that and she flushed with guilt as his fingertips brushed the edge of her panties, but she had come to crave the touch of his fingers on her skin over the last few months and just the thought had her wet and quivering already. A shudder rippled through her as he teased her through the thin satin, and she let her eyes close and her head sag limply back against the top of the seat.

Impatient fingers pushed past the fabric and dipped between her slick folds, searching until they found the opening to her sopping little tunnel. Katie whimpered as his middle finger circled her entrance, each movement sending pulses of heat sizzling straight to her core. Blood thrummed and the pressure soared inside of her until she didn’t think her body could possibly contain it any longer.

She gasped as his finger moved away, leaving a hollow ache behind as it trailed fire along her lips and zeroed in on her clit. At the first touch her hips bucked and all the air in her lungs hissed out between her teeth. Katy reached down and grabbed his wrist.

“Stop,” she pleaded. “Not here.”

His grin gleamed feral in the dim light. “All right. It’ll wait until we get home.”

Evan Wright looked up from the TV at the sound of a key rattling in the front door. Not even 11:00 yet—Ty was home early. He sighed, earnestly hoping that his son had come home alone.

A man who looked like a younger version of Evan pushed through the door. Dropping his keys on the table by the entry, Ty headed for his room without a glance at his father. Evan’s heart lurched as though it had been kicked when the pretty blonde girl bounced in after his son and pulled the door closed behind her. The happy smile on her perfect lips left him bleeding inside.

“Hey, Mr. Wright.”

“Evening, Katie. How was the dance?”

“It was great! We had a really good time. This was our four month anniversary, too. Can you believe it?”

“Wow. Four months already, huh?”

To Evan it seemed more like four years since his son had started dating Katie, Holden Trimble’s youngest daughter. The preacher’s girl was bright, bubbly, and so pretty it hurt to look at her. Sure, if you stood her next to Kelsey or the twins you might think at first she wasn’t in their league, but as soon as she smiled you’d know better. It was a movie star smile, the kind that made people around her stop cold and forget what they had been doing.

It was that smile that was the trouble. She had smiled at him four months ago when Ty had first brought her home and that was it—the afterimage of those crystal blue eyes sparkling up at him had haunted him for days. After that, he looked forward to her visits with a mixture of dread and longing that left him so torn and conflicted that half the time he could barely stammer out a hello to her.

The thing that ate at him the most was that he couldn’t figure out why Ty was dating her in the first place. His son had screwed half the girls in Barnett County by the time he started his senior year of high school and had seemed determined to work his way through the other half before he graduated. And then out of the blue he had begun dating Katie. Based on bits of conversations he had overheard Evan was positive that she wasn’t putting out. It just didn’t make sense. Ty didn’t love her—Ty didn’t love anyone but Ty—and he had stumbled across too many hints that Ty was getting some on the side to believe that his son was faithful to her. So why stay with her? What game was he playing?

“Come on, Katie.”

She blushed prettily and started after Ty. “See you later, Mr. Wright.”

When she was gone Evan went to the kitchen, pulled the bourbon out of the cabinet, and sloshed four fingers’ worth into a tumbler. After a brief hesitation he shrugged and carried both the glass and the bottle back to the living room and settled onto the couch. Flipping through the channels he finally found an old war movie that was a favorite. With a little luck, between that and the booze he could avoid thinking about what they were doing in his son’s room.

Naturally it didn’t help at all.

Katie smiled as she headed towards Ty’s room. She liked Mr. Wright, even if he was a gruff old bear sometimes. Underneath the rough persona he put on he was a nice man and she could tell that deep down he meant well. To be perfectly honest, there had been a number of times that she had wished Ty was more like his father. She couldn’t understand why he was still single so long after the divorce, because he was totally hot—secretly she thought he was maybe a smidge hotter than Ty, actually. She wasn’t sure if it was his maturity or his rough-around-the-edges good looks compared to Ty’s more polished features, but whatever it was worked for him.

She bit her lip, considering. The flip side of wanting Ty to be more like his father was that somehow she didn’t think it would be nearly as easy for her to tell Mr. Wright no.

As she stepped into Ty’s room her boyfriend yanked her up against him and kicked the door shut. Demanding lips descended on her mouth, his tongue flickering hungrily against her skin until she opened to him. Hot, wet velvet slid into her with the taste of cinnamon and Coke and Katie’s pulse began to race. She kissed him back hard, her hands sliding up the hard muscles of his back to pull herself even more tightly against his body. Her libido had started to cool down on the ride over, but now her nipples swelled and crinkled again and heat swirled deep in her belly. Ty’s hands ran down her sides and gripped her ass so that his erection pressed against her through his jeans, a thick rod that might have been made of iron from its hardness.

Katie moaned as her sensitive nipples slid against his chest, and then she was falling backwards onto the bed with Ty on top of her. Her giggle turned into a gasp when his fingers brushed her thigh on their way up her skirt. This round he didn’t waste any time—pushing past her panties his thumb massaged her clit while a finger toyed with her drenched pussy so that she trembled inside with an intensity that left her aching from need.

Inches away his eyes bored into hers. “Beg me.”

“Ty,” she moaned.

“Do it. I want to hear you.”

What they were doing was a sin, but by then Katie was too far gone to make him stop. Forcing her to beg for it left her feeling dirty and guilty, though, and she hated the weakness in her that gave in to him so easily. Inside she burned, her body screaming for release.

It came out as a whimper. “Please, Ty.”

“You want me to make you come?”

“Yessss,” she hissed as his finger thrust deep into her slick hole.

Throbbing wildly inside she fucked herself on his finger while his thumb worked her clit. Her hips rotated on the bed to grind herself against him, tingling fire swelling between her legs and twining up into her belly. Inside of her Ty’s finger stroked faster, matching her thrusts and pushing deeper each time. Coated with the juices pouring from her, his other fingers left wet trails along her skin until another finger pushed down past her pussy into the tight cleft of her ass. A slippery fingertip swirled over the puckered entrance there and her whole body went taut as a bowstring.

With a cry she bucked against his hand again, and more juices leaked out of her pussy to slick Ty’s hand and her thighs as every muscle clenched at once. The orgasm hit her fast and burned through her like a fire through dry grass, leaving her shaking and gasping with her tunnel contracting around Ty’s finger from the aftershocks.

She opened her eyes and blinked to find him looking down at her with a smug expression.

“My turn,” he said.

In a flash he was on his back and had his jeans unzipped. A tug at his underwear set his swollen cock free and it sprang up from his body like a jack-in-the-box, the purple head glistening with a thin sheen of pre-cum. Katie slid up next to him and wrapped her fingers around the pulsing rod. His cock still fascinated her; this was the source of all those lectures on sin her father had delivered while she and her sisters grew up. While it looked completely harmless Katie knew from experience that it was anything but. It was temptation. It was the fulfillment of the wicked need that ached so desperately between her legs, demanding to be filled.

With a little shiver she let her fingers stroke along his length, up to the head to feel the smooth skin there with her thumb, and then down again to the base and beyond to caress his balls. He twitched and strained under her fingers and as another drop of pre-cum oozed out to build on the head she knew that he wasn’t going to take long tonight.

“No,” he said as she began to stroke him. “I’m sick of hand jobs, Katie. It’s been four months.”

“But what, then?”

His eyes met hers then dropped to linger on her lips. “I want you to put it in your mouth. I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around my cock while you suck me off.”

She stared at him, eyes wide in shock. Of course she knew what blowjobs were—theoretically. It was something the other girls whispered about in school, but Katie hadn’t thought about it much and had never for a second ever considered herself giving one. Sex without being married was bad enough, but blowjobs were a terrible sin—unnatural and wicked because that wasn’t where God had intended cocks to go.

She swallowed hard. “Ty, I... It’s not right.”

He rolled back onto the bed with a long-suffering sigh. “Why not?”

“That’s like sex, only it’s worse,” she said.

“And what do you call what I just did to you? And the hand jobs you’ve been giving me?”

“That’s bad too, but it’s not sex. Can’t you see that this is different?”

“No. I don’t see that at all.”

“But Ty—”

“Damn it, Katie, I’m serious. I’m sick of these games. I want a blowjob.”

Her eyes pleaded with him. “I can’t. I just can’t.”

With another sigh he replaced his cock in his underwear and zipped up his jeans. “I think maybe I should take you home.”

“I’m sorry.”

He wouldn’t look at her as he stomped out of the room. “Yeah, so am I.”

Katie was too upset to sleep well that night, and when her cell phone rang early the next morning and Ty’s name came up she almost didn’t answer it. But forgiving is Christian, and she really didn’t want to fight with him.

“Hello?”

“Hey. I was wondering if you’d meet me after church.”

“Okay.”

“In front of the school all right?”

“Sure. Ty…”

“What?”

“Never mind. I’ll see you after church.”

Her daddy’s sermon that morning on the sin of lust and sex out of wedlock drifted by her like wisps of fog, barely noticed and incapable of touching her. As soon as the service ended she walked across the street to Briarwood Hollow’s K-12 school. Mitch Cummins, Ty’s best friend, was sitting in his dad’s Corvette in the teachers’ parking lot. Ty got out of the car and met her by the cheerfully painted “Home of the Briarwood Hollow Bobcats” sign prominently displayed on the sidewalk next to the admin building.

Out of habit she started to reach for him, but Ty stepped away.

“I want my ring back.”

“Huh?”

He pulled a chain out from under his shirt, unfastened the clasp, and removed her class ring. When he held it out to her, she took it in a trembling hand.

“You’re breaking up with me?”

“Yeah.”

“Because I wouldn’t give you a blowjob?”

“That’s right. Or do anything else.”

“Ty, you know that I can’t.”

“Why not? What makes you special? Your sisters all put out.”

That rocked her. “What?”

A bark of laughter answered her dazed look. “Oh, come on. Practically the whole town knew that Kelsey was fucking Deputy Thompson. And Lindsay had to get out of town with her two boy toys before that turned into a scandal. Wouldn’t it do wonders for attendance at your daddy’s church if that got out?”

“Tom and Nick? But they’re just—”

“Friends?” Ty sneered. “Lindsay was fucking both of them long before they went off to college, and now they’re all shacked up together playing house.”

“I don’t believe you,” she whispered. And yet somewhere deep down she did.

“So ask her. And maybe you should ask your other sisters, too. They’re not exactly innocents, either.”

It was too much to take in at once. “I thought we had something good together.”

He gave a snort of derision. “I’m leaving tomorrow to spend the rest of the summer with my cousins in Fort Lauderdale. They’ve promised to introduce me to some girls who aren’t practicing to become nuns, so I’ll be banging beach bunnies before the week is over.”

The callous way he said it brought tears to her eyes, and she brushed them away angrily. “You are such a jerk.”

“And you’re such a prude that you can’t even call me an asshole,” he sneered.

“Fine. You’re an asshole.”

His eyes turned flinty. “It was a bet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“That’s why I went out with you. Mitch bet me $250 that I couldn’t nail you before we left for college. I just forfeited.”

She could only stare at him, her mouth open in disbelief.

“Yep. I was going to fuck Preacher Trimble’s last virgin little girl. As fast as your sisters spread their legs I figured it would be easy, but you’re something else, Katie. I put up with it as long as I could, but frankly it’s worth the $250 to be done with you.”

With an angry twist she yanked his ring from her finger and dropped it on the ground at his feet.

“Take it and get out of here. I never want to see you again.”

“That’s the one thing we’ve got in common, babe.”

Over the next few days she told everyone that they had broken up because they were going to different colleges and neither of them wanted to be in a long distance relationship. Ty wasn’t around to dispute her story, so her friends bought it without much effort on her part. The only person she didn’t convince was Lindsay.

Katie’s favorite big sister called the day after the breakup.

“I just heard what happened,” she said. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” Katie told her, and then ran through the story she had concocted. The lie got a little easier to tell each time.

“Are you sure, hon? You seemed like you were really into him. Now you just break up out of the blue and it’s all cool?”

Katie took a deep breath. “Are you sleeping with Nick and Tom?”

There was a long silence. “Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. Why?”

“How can you?”

Her sister just sighed. “How can I not? We’ve been best friends since the third grade. I love both of them and they both love me. None of us would be happy with anyone else. You want to tell me what this has to do with you breaking up with Ty?”

“He said that you and Kelsey and Brandi and Shelbie and Avery had all had sex.”

“Ah, so that’s it,” Lindsay said. “And you wouldn’t.”

“No.”

“Listen to me, hon. All of Daddy’s sermons aside, if it’s the right time and the right place with the right person it’s going to happen. That you said no to Ty just tells me that he wasn’t the right person for you.”

“It doesn’t make me a prude?”

“Well, that I can’t answer for,” she laughed, “but not sleeping with Ty just tells me you’ve got good sense and good taste. I always thought he was kind of slimy.”

“Yeah. You got that right.”

“Save it for a better man than him, Katie.”

And she resolved that she would.

It wasn’t until a couple of weeks later when she began sorting through her things in preparation for packing that she realized some of her belongings were missing. Then she got an overdue notice from the library for two books that she couldn’t find anywhere and she realized what must have happened. She still had things sitting over at Ty’s house: a pair of earrings she had taken off before they left for a swim in Alligator Pond, a leather jacket Kelsey had given her for her birthday, the library books forgotten when Ty took her to a movie and they ended up making out in his truck afterwards. And who knew what else that she just hadn’t missed yet?

The earrings she might have just written off, but the jacket and books were another story—she was going to have to go by and pick them up. Fortunately she knew that Ty was still out of town so she would at least be spared the trauma of running into him. Dealing with his dad could be awkward, though, because there was no telling what Ty had told him about their breakup. It didn’t take much imagination to figure out that whatever he said, it wasn’t going to be flattering.

But as soon as Mr. Wright opened the door she knew she didn’t have anything to worry about. He appeared genuinely glad to see her and his eyes were warm with sympathy.

“Hi, Katie. Come on in.”

“Sorry to bother you,” she said, “but I think I left some of my things in Ty’s room. Do you mind if I look for them?”

“Well, you can try. Ty left a mess when he took off.”

“Thanks. I won’t be long.”

“Take your time,” he told her.

His smile sent tingles skittering down her spine, and she blushed with a surge of heat that crept all the way out to her fingers and toes. Flustered, she ducked her head and made her escape to Ty’s room before he could see her reaction and then leaned against the door with her heart pounding. What was wrong with her? He was Ty’s dad, and here she was reacting to him like the first guy she had ever had a crush on back in middle school. She needed to grab her things and get out of here.

She found the earrings kicked under Ty’s bed and the library books were still collecting dust on the shelf where she had set them down two weeks earlier. Her jacket proved harder to find, but eventually she dug it out from under a pile of dirty laundry and junk in the back corner of Ty’s closet. A long rip ran down one sleeve and something had stained the front to the point where she would never be able to wear it again. Katie fought against tears—Kelsey had given it to her for her last birthday, and it had meant a lot to her because her oldest sister had largely ignored her growing up.

Clutching it to her chest she sank back onto the bed. A picture caught her eye—a framed one that she had given Ty of the two of them taken on their one-month anniversary. She looked so happy in it, so thrilled to be with him. How had it all gone so terribly wrong? She must have done something truly awful to deserve what had happened. The tears did come then, hot and bitter, and she sobbed into the wreckage of her jacket.

In her distress she didn’t hear Mr. Wright come in, so she about jumped out of her skin when his hand came to rest on her shoulder. Tear-blurred eyes looked wildly up at him, startled at first and then mortified at him seeing her this way.

“It’s all right,” he said softly, and held out a handful of Kleenex to her.

Katie dabbed at her eyes and her nose, afraid to look at him. All she knew was that she must be a fright with her eyes red and her face blotchy, and poor Mr. Wright didn’t need her having an emotional breakdown in his house. He had to know what she and Ty had been doing in here all those times with the door closed, and she could only imagine what he must think of her. It was a wonder he had even let her back in his house after that.

“I’m sorry.”

The words jolted her out of her reverie and she found herself gazing up into troubled gray eyes. And then she couldn’t look away.

“Whatever it was that Ty did to you, I’m sorry. He’s not… Not the man I hoped he would grow up to be.”

“It’s not your fault,” she sniffled.

“Maybe. Maybe not. But I am sorry. I realize that doesn’t mean much right now.”

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “Thanks. I wish…” That Ty could have been more like you, she didn’t finish. Kind and understanding along with having the looks and hot body. Things might have been so different. She felt herself tearing up again and knew if she didn’t leave then she was going to start blubbering all over, but she wasn’t going to subject Mr. Wright to more of that.

“I’d better go.”

Just like that she was heading for the door, and Evan stood watching her go. It struck him then that if she walked out he’d probably never see her again. She was going away to college soon, and while she would come back to visit for a few days here and there the odds of him running into her would be practically nonexistent. This amazing, beautiful girl was about to pass out of his life forever.

“Katie.”

He hadn’t meant to speak; it just came out on its own. When she turned to him fresh tears streaked her face.

“You don’t want to go out like that, do you? Why don’t you stay here for a little while? Give yourself a few minutes to calm down.”

She sniffled again and he could tell she was fighting hard to keep a sob from escaping, but she nodded and sat back down on the bed. With her head bowed Evan couldn’t see her face, but teardrops plopped onto the leather jacket she held clutched in her lap. Heart pounding in his throat, Evan took the plunge and sat down beside her, one arm draped consolingly around her shoulders. Vibrant and upbeat as she usually was, suddenly she seemed small and fragile and he wanted to console her and protect her from ever being hurt this way again.

But a persistent twitch in his jeans reminded him that wasn’t all he wanted. He forced that thought down, although he knew when he did that it was only a temporary respite.

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

Katie sighed and looked down at her hands as they twisted nervously in her jacket. She hadn’t told the whole truth to anybody—it was simply too humiliating—but she found herself wanting to unburden to someone. The thought of having to endure the pitying glances from her older sisters kept her from going to them, and of course her daddy was out of the question. Mr. Wright was different, though. She didn’t think he would subject her to soul-crushing pity, and he was nothing like his son.

In fits and starts she got the story out, the true story this time, and if his arm tightened around her when she detailed the break-up she figured it was only out of sympathy. When she finished she let her head droop, eyes once again filled with tears of shame at reliving the awful moment.

“My son is an ass,” Evan growled.

Strong fingers lifted up her chin and forced her to look at him, and he gave her a wry smile as he gently swiped a teardrop from her cheek with his thumb.

“He’s also an idiot for letting you go. You were wasted on him, Katie. He never deserved anything you gave him.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, but her token agreement didn’t fool either of them and she felt herself choking up again and closed her eyes trying to stop the tears.

“You’re much better off without him.”

Soft lips brushed her cheek, feather-light touches kissing away her tears. She froze, startled, and slowly opened her eyes only to find herself snared once more by those intense gray orbs. A little shiver ran through her. The look in his eyes… Ty had never looked at her that way. Desire burned there, but there was something else in his look as well, something that made her heart flutter and skip. It wasn’t until his fingers tucked her straying curls behind her ear and traced the line of her cheekbone that she understood what it was—possessiveness.

When his lips met hers it was without Ty’s brash insistence but rather with the warm inevitability of a sunrise. While Katie’s brain reeled in shock, her body knew exactly what to do. She had already soaked her panties, and when her lips parted for him a moment later her nipples hardened with the sudden fluttery ache that blossomed between her legs. She had thought before that Ty knew how to push her buttons, but Evan Wright had her body on fire before she knew what hit her.

As his tongue twisted and slid against hers Katie’s hands left her jacket and knotted in Mr. Wright’s shirt instead. Gray eyes simmered with the steam of their kiss, sending her pulse racing and starting a throb inside her that threatened to consume her with its implacable need. Fingertips trailed from her cheek down the side of her neck then glided along her collarbone and down still further until Mr. Wright’s hand covered her breast. Her whole body shuddered when his thumb found her nipple and stroked it in slow swirls, sending bright pulses of heat shooting down through her into her already-vibrating pussy.

A whimper escaped her throat. How had he done this to her so easily? She was sopping wet and throbbing and he had barely even touched her.

Evan was far gone in their kiss before he realized what he was doing. He hadn’t meant to make a move on her; he had acted without thinking at all. Inside he railed at himself for taking advantage of the sweet, innocent young girl beside him, but he couldn’t make himself stop. However much he wanted to be the good guy, the guy completely unlike his son, he wanted Katie even more and he knew that he wasn’t going to stop unless she made him. Of course from the way that she was responding to his touch and his kiss, he doubted that was going to happen. He hated himself for that, but she was like a drug to him and he was already addicted. Wedged in his jeans, his rock-hard cock pulsed as if in agreement.

The breaths Katie shared with him turned to soft moans as his hands slid beneath her cropped t-shirt and skimmed up her sides and back. It took only a moment for him to unfasten her bra and then he was holding both of her firm, round tits, their nipples swollen and rigid under his palms. As he began to rub and knead them he felt her body stiffen, and then she was writhing against him like a cat in heat while her tongue went wild thrashing against his.

Flames of pleasure licked across Katie’s skin with each touch until she could barely catch her breath. She broke free from Evan’s lips, gasping for air to fill her burning lungs while her mind frantically tried to catch up with what was happening to her body. She shouldn’t be doing this; she should get her things and go now, while she still could.

Before she could say a word Evan had her t-shirt over her head and threw it aside with a grin that turned her legs to Jell-O.

“You looked like you were getting too hot.”

Her back arched and she let out a little gasp as his lips fastened on her nipple. The wet heat of his mouth on that sensitive flesh sent ripples of pleasure cascading through every nerve in her body. As he licked and sucked she forgot all about stopping him, her arms sliding around his broad shoulders to clutch him more tightly to her, fingers unconsciously twining in his thick hair to hold his head in place. With each flick of his tongue her clit throbbed in the sympathy of shared need. She was so overcome by sensation that she hardly even noticed his hand on her thigh until his fingertips brushed across the wet crotch of her panties.

That got her attention.

“Oh, Mr. Wright. We shouldn’t…”

“Probably not,” he murmured around her nipple, but his fingers continued their advance and she found herself pressing her hips forward to meet him.

“It’s wrong,” she squeaked as a fingertip nudged against her clit.

“Terribly wrong.”

The fingertip slid against her hidden pearl in feather-light strokes that set off a tingling explosion inside of her, and she cried aloud as it surged through her pussy. Slim fingers tightened in his hair and her thighs fell apart to give him more room to explore. A memory of Ty’s problems finding her clit flitted through her mind; apparently this member of the Wright family didn’t need a map. Another finger found her pussy and Katie’s muscles froze for a moment in bliss when it pushed into that tight opening.

“No,” she breathed. “I don’t want…”

“Really?” The finger pressed deep into her clinging heat. “This tells me that you do want me, Katie. You’re so wet you’re dripping.”

And she did want him. The quivering in her depths ached to have him inside of her, filling her for the first time. Fingers moved in time with his tongue, driving her to heights she had never reached with Ty, and despite what she had said before it didn’t feel wrong at all. It felt wonderful and she never wanted it to end.

She had been absolutely right before—saying no to Mr. Wright was a lot harder than it saying it to Ty had ever been, and as he continued to arouse her body she knew that her resistance was a sham.

She was so close now, incandescent billows of pleasure drawing every muscle tight. It burst over her like a thunderclap and juices gushed from her to spill onto Mr. Wright’s hand and coat the inside of her thighs. Her ass came up off the bed as she bucked and thrashed and cried out until she was spent. Finally she sank backwards onto the bed and collapsed with Mr. Wright’s fingers still buried in her pussy.

For a minute she could do nothing but lay there and gasp for air, bare breasts rocking as her chest heaved. When she finally looked back at Mr. Wright he was watching her with an amused glint in his eyes.

“I take it that was all right?”

She nodded slowly, not trusting herself to speak.

“Good. I’m pretty sure I can top that, though.”

Katie was shocked to see him pull his fingers out of her and lick them. Then his hands were on her knit skirt, tugging it over her hips and tossing it on the floor beside her shirt. He gave her no time to protest before her panties followed. She had kicked off her shoes while he licked her, so she was naked except for her stockings—completely bared to eyes burning with a lust that scared her and got her quivering again at the same time. She had always kept something between her and Ty; now she had nothing at all left to shield her.

Long seconds passed while his eyes took her in from head to toe as though he was trying to burn an image of her into his mind.

“God, you’re even better than I dreamed,” he said, his voice husky with desire.

He had dreamed about her?

Then he slid over to position himself between her knees. From there he could see everything—every secret part of her lay revealed to him. Katie had never imagined feeling so exposed, so vulnerable, but she didn’t try to cover herself. While it was discomforting it was also strangely exciting to be on display that way; it made her feel very naughty, and the look in Mr. Wright’s eyes was making her extremely hot all over again. She had never thought of herself as anything special but there had to be something about her to make him want her so badly.

Evan had been in a fog, scarcely able to believe this was really happening, but the very naked girl in front of him turned his mind sharp as a razor. This might be his only opportunity with Katie and he was going to make the most of it. Her taste was still vivid on his lips when his hands pushed her thighs further apart and he sank between her legs.

The sharp, tangy smell of her arousal drew him down and he felt her shiver as his tongue flickered across her nether lips to taste her again. He let his hands slide up the warm satin of her legs to grasp her hips and settled himself. Wide blue eyes stared down at him in disbelief.

“What are you doing? You can’t—”

His tongue on her clit shut her up more surely than a gag. She bucked as he licked her, but his hands on her hips held her steady so that he could continue. Using just the tip of his tongue he flicked and caressed her nub until it was hard and tight as a drum. Katie writhed against the bed with a stream of little moans that had his cock harder than he could remember it being since he was a teenager, and as it jerked in his pants he could tell that pre-cum was oozing out of him with every pulse. He wanted to rip his pants off and bury himself in her sweet, virgin pussy, but he forced himself to wait, taking his time so she would be good and ready for him when he took her.

Katie sucked in a shuddering breath as Mr. Wright’s tongue tickled down her lips and teased around the opening to her pussy. Nothing that she or Ty had ever done came close to making her feel as good as that tongue. She bit her lip and clenched her fists in the bedclothes when the tip pushed inside of her, hips rotating up automatically to let him go deeper. The soft, wet heat penetrated her slowly, withdrew, and then plunged into her until it pressed up against the barrier of her hymen. Again and again he thrust his tongue into her to lap up the cream seeping from her depths until her pussy trembled and her lower body sizzled with molten tingles like swarms of fireflies. Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more he switched his attention back to her clit and left her gasping for breath.

As his finger replaced his tongue in her pussy, sliding in and out while wet velvet stroked the tight skin of her clit, she finally began to understand what Lindsay had meant. There was no fight or resistance left in her now, no thought of sin or judgment. Only sensation remained; she floated awash on a sea of ecstasy that overwhelmed all else. Mr. Wright pushed her further and further, ratcheting up the pleasure until it became so intense that it was almost painful. He held her there in that between space longer than she would have believed possible, and then finally ended it by sucking her clit between his lips and lashing it fiercely with the slick roughness of his tongue.

All the tension inside her broke at once and she screamed from its sweet release, both fists clenched in Mr. Wright’s hair to hold his face buried in her steamy, thrumming snatch until the last shreds of her orgasm dwindled to a warm glow. Afterwards she lay there with her eyes closed, thighs shaking in reaction, and tried to dredge up some scrap of the guilt she knew that she should feel after letting Mr. Wright do such a thing to her. A tinge of shame flickered through her when she wasn’t able to manage it; all she felt was the warm contentment as her muscles relaxed, and she knew then that she was no better than Lindsay or Kelsey. She would spread her legs for the right man no matter what her daddy or The Bible said.

The bed creaked as Mr. Wright sat up and she opened her eyes. Juices from her pussy smeared half of his face, and a self-satisfied grin gleamed down at her.

“Was that your first time?”

She nodded, still trying to find her voice.

“Good. You get to have two firsts in one day.”

As he stood up and stripped out of his clothes her eyes went wide again. He had a mouth-watering body—rugged and powerful where Ty’s was whipcord-lean—and she gulped as he pulled off his pants and underwear and his cock sprang free. It wasn’t any longer than her ex-boyfriend’s but it was considerably bigger around, and a tremor of doubt ran through her. She knew from guilt-ridden personal experience exactly how tight she was, and the thought of him trying to cram that thick shaft inside of her set her heart hammering in near-panic.

It pointed straight at her as Mr. Wright walked to the side of the bed, and she felt herself edging away from the implied threat of it.

“It’s too big,” she whispered.

Mr. Wright only laughed. “I think you’ll find that it’s the perfect fit for you.”

He pulled her to her feet in front of him while he sat down on the bed then drew her into his lap with her legs to either side of him so that his erection pressed hot and hard against her tummy. Strong arms wrapped snugly around her while his lips took hers once more, hungry with passion and need. The ardor of his kiss and his hands on her body sparked her own desires again, and she felt a tremor deep within her pussy in response. Fresh moisture seeped from her as their kiss deepened, her arms sliding around his neck, her nipples hard against the warmth of his chest. Somehow she still wasn’t satisfied despite the two orgasms he had already given her, and she knew that she wouldn’t be until she held his cock completely inside of her. Tentatively she rubbed herself against him, lips slick with her dew moving along his rigid pole, friction turning her clit to a glowing ember of pleasure.

Evan continued to kiss her until he felt the tension drain from her as desire overcame her anxiety, and when he felt her cunt gliding wetly against his cock he knew she was ready. His hands slid down to her hips and lifted her off of his lap to position her tight, steamy hole over his straining manhood. Her arms went tight around his neck and she used that leverage to help hold herself up. It wasn’t until then that he realized he didn’t have a condom. Just as quickly he dismissed the idea. He was not going to fuck this lovely little virgin for the first time with a condom on. No way.

“Are you ready?”

Katie wasn’t sure she was ready at all, and she knew she had a deer-in-the-headlights look on her face, but she nodded anyway. Slowly he lowered her until she felt his cock press into the opening of her little tunnel. She gave a surprised squeak as his head pierced her, stretching her and pressing hard against her hymen. Poised above Mr. Wright’s cock, she couldn’t wait any longer. The insistent quiver inside drove her to get it over with and feel him hot and hard in her deepest places. She licked her lips nervously and before he knew what she was going to do her arms loosened around his neck and she sank down onto his shaft.

For a brief instant she felt a burning sting as her hymen gave way, but then her pussy was spreading for him, slippery walls stretching to fit his thick manhood as she slid down his length and finally ended up sitting on his lap once more. Stretched and stuffed, he touched her in placed she had never known existed and she wrapped her legs around his waist to hold herself tight against him. It was like nothing she had ever imagined, could never have imagined, and she knew that she would never pass judgment on her sisters again.

She found herself looking up at Mr. Wright in wonder, and he smiled at her and kissed her gently, like she was made of spun glass or something and might break. Then he shifted his legs beneath her so that he moved inside of her and she gasped and squeezed down on him.

“Oh, god,” she breathed.

“Don’t be so formal,” he gasped back. “Call me Evan.”

She started to giggle, but then his hands began rocking her hips to fuck her up and down on his thick, iron rod and she didn’t have the breath to laugh any longer. It took everything she had to hold onto him, to hold onto reality as his cock filled her and waves of rapture crashed inside her in a spray of sparkling tingles. Her eyes closed and she was left with the creak of the bed, Mr. Wright’s low grunts as he lifted her with his arms, and the squish of their bodies mashing wetly together as she came to rest against his legs.

Evan moaned as her pussy swallowed him and squeezed him like a vice made of warm, wet silk. It had been almost twenty years since he had felt anything like it, before he had started dating Ty’s mother. Katie was so goddamned perfect, and he knew he had to be the luckiest man in the world. He watched her as she rode him, her head thrown back and eyes closed in ecstasy, and knew he was never going to be able to let her go. He bent down, lips close to her ears.

“I am going to come inside of you,” he breathed. “I am going to fill that tight pussy of yours with my sperm and plant a baby in that sweet little belly. And then when you go away to college every man who sees you is going to know that you belong to me.”

His words caused a flare of liquid heat to bloom inside her. A baby? She thought of Mr. Wright’s big cock shooting his cum into of her, and how it would feel to have a baby growing in her tummy, making her swell and feeling it kick and squirm inside her. Somehow that felt perfectly right, too. Her arms tightened around him and she squeezed him as hard as she could.

“Do it,” she gasped.

He thrust deep, burying himself and feeling the boiling intensity begin in his balls that told him he was about to come.

“You want me to come in you and put a baby in you?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please. Do it.”

He thrust hard once, then twice, and then his cum jetted in thick gobs inside of her as his cock jumped and shook, flooding her innermost depths with hot, syrupy jizz. Katie came moments later, burying her cries against his chest while he stroked her hair and held her trembling body tightly.

When she got her breath back Katie could feel him slowly shrinking inside of her, and their mixed cum oozed from her twitching pussy to dribble in thick drops down their bodies.

“I think we’re going to need a shower.”

Evan imagined her skin slick and soapy in the hot spray of the shower and felt his cock squirm a little in reaction. “That sounds like a great idea.”

Two hours later he watched through the window as she walked out to her car and drove away. He had no idea when he would see Katie again, and with a pang he realized that he missed her already. But as he let the curtains fall back into place he knew that they weren’t done with each other. She would be back, and he wondered if she’d be pregnant with his child when she did.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at my novel Obsessed. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my mailing list.
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Sneak Peek: Obsessed

“I CANNOT FREAKIN’ BELIEVE THIS,” I grumbled as I flung myself into the driver’s seat of my boyfriend’s car. “I spent two hours getting ready, just so you could pull this.”

On the passenger side, two guys crammed my boyfriend into the seat, one of them supporting him while the other buckled the seatbelt. Even with the seatbelt to keep him in place, though, Patrick could barely hold himself upright. I muttered an insincere thanks to the boys and then mashed down on the accelerator the instant they slammed the door.

As we pulled up at a stoplight, I pounded the steering wheel with my fists. While it had taken two hours for me to get myself ready, Patrick had needed less than half that to get slobbering drunk slamming tequila shots at the frat party he’d insisted on dropping by before we went out to dinner.

I glared over at him, wanting to scream out my frustration, but he was so out of it that I’d have been wasting my breath. Two hours picking out the perfect outfit and putting myself together, and for what? I’d planned the perfect date. I’d intended for us to have the perfect night together, too, before we left for the perfect day at the beach tomorrow. But no, Patrick had to go and ruin it. Again.

As I watched, his head tipped slowly over to clonk against the window. Jesus.

I’d expected so much more from this summer. When Patrick had first asked me out six weeks ago, I’d thought he just might be The One. The handsome college junior seemed to be everything a girl could ask for—gorgeous, sexy, older, experienced. He’d said all the right things, and I’d swooned over him and let him take me to bed after our third date. But as the summer wore on, it became more and more obvious that Patrick preferred partying and playing online games with his friends to doing things with me. Or even to me.

With a disappointed groan, I pulled into his driveway and turned off the lights. Why me? Patrick stood eight inches taller than me and also outweighed me by a good sixty pounds, so hauling him up out of the car and supporting him up the sidewalk to his front door was more than a little awkward. It took all my strength to keep him on his feet, and I staggered along under his weight as though I was as drunk as he was. Finally we made it up onto the front porch, where I heaved a sigh of relief that I’d made it without a broken heel or hernia.

While I fumbled in the dark with his house key, the porch light flicked on and someone yanked the door open from inside. My throat went tight as Patrick’s father peered down at me, his dark chocolate eyes narrowed in disapproval. Great. Patrick had told me that his dad wasn’t going to be home, or I wouldn’t have agreed to spend the night.

Mr. Powers didn’t seem to like me very much. I don’t think I’d seen him smile at me once after the first time we met. I wasn’t sure why—I’d been polite and tried to be at my most pleasant whenever he was around. I guess I just rubbed him the wrong way.

“Come on, Patrick,” I urged. “Step up and get inside.”

“Shitfaced again?” Mr. Powers observed in disdain as I tugged Patrick through the doorway.

“Yeah.”

My cheeks flushed in shame. This was so not good for my ego. Here I was looking my hottest, but my boyfriend still preferred getting drunk to taking my clothes off. Having his father witness my humiliation just added insult to injury.

I hurried Patrick down the hallway as quickly as I could to escape. Once I got him safely into his room, I dumped him over onto his bed and stood there looking down at him in disgust. From the noises he made I thought he was about to get sick, but then he flopped over onto his back and began snoring like a buzz saw. The reek of cheap tequila filled the room, and my stomach churned in protest.

There was no way I could spend the night next to that. Calling my best friend to come get me would have been the smart thing to do, but since I’d already told her I was going to stay the night at Patrick’s there was no way. I’d suffered enough embarrassment for one day as it was. Besides, there was still a slim chance we’d make it to the beach in the morning. I’d just have to find somewhere to park it for the night, which meant I’d have to deal with Patrick’s father. Why me?

I slipped out, turning the light off behind me, and went back towards the front of the house. Mr. Powers had stretched out on one of the couches in the living room to watch a movie, so I went and sat tentatively across from him.

“Is he out cold?” he asked me.

“Looks that way.”

“Do you need a ride home?”

I sighed. “We’re supposed to drive down to the beach in the morning. Patrick had asked me to stay tonight so we could get an early start.”

He glanced towards his son’s room and shook his head. “I think you’re overly optimistic, but suit yourself. You’re welcome to one of the couches, if you don’t want to spend the night in there with Jose Cuervo.”

“Thanks. I won’t be any trouble.”

A snort of bitter laughter escaped him. “Too late for that,” he muttered as he rose from the couch and went to rummage through the hall closet.

I still had no idea why he disliked me so much, but things were bad enough already. Why make them worse by aggravating Mr. Powers even more? “It’s fine. I’ll go sleep in Patrick’s room.” Just thinking about the tequila reek made me sick, but I wasn’t going to be a burden to anyone—particularly not to someone who already didn’t like me.

A moment later he emerged from the closet with a blanket and a couple of pillows and tossed them down onto the cushion beside me. “You’ll sleep better out here.”

“Thank you.”

“Sure,” he said as he dropped back onto the other couch. “Make yourself at home.”

Not likely. I just wanted to settle in for the night. With that in mind, I went and got my overnight bag out of the car then shut myself up in the hall bathroom. Once I’d brushed my teeth and changed into my pajamas, I felt better. All I had to do was keep my head down and stay quiet until Mr. Powers went to bed. Easy, peasy. 

Mr. Powers seemed engrossed in the movie he was watching, but when I sat back down on the couch he caught the flicker of movement and glanced towards me. His body stiffened as his eyes swept slowly across my body, starting at my toes and working upwards. I froze as the searing intensity in his gaze stole my breath away. There was no mistaking the way he looked at me, his eyes alight with hunger.

That look set my nerves vibrating all the way down to my toenails. I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire. My breasts tightened, and it got a little hard to breathe. Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his dad, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. I couldn’t get turned on by this!

Except apparently I could. Despite my misgivings, I found myself looking back, admiring the stocky build of the older man, and those unruly waves of glossy black hair still untouched by gray. Mr. Powers may have been older, but he was still hot. Hotter than Patrick, a little voice in my head pointed out helpfully.

“You’re wearing that to sleep in?”

I glanced down in confusion. The cropped sleeping tank and shorts didn’t seem nearly as revealing as the skin-tight, emerald mini dress I’d worn earlier for my date with Patrick. Although without a bra under it, he might have been able to see the way my nipples had pebbled hard under his scrutiny. But surely the guy had seen nipples before? What was the big deal?

“What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s…” His voice ran down as though he’d run out of air. “Nothing,” he finally growled, although his eyes remained riveted to my body. “Never mind.”

The way my body was reacting to the intensity of his gaze had me reconsidering my choice of pajamas. “If you want me to wear something else, I can go find some of Patrick’s sweats or something.”

“No. I don’t want you to wear anything else.”

“Then what’s the matter?”

He pushed himself to his feet and strode towards me. The tightness in his shoulders and the tension in his face made me shrink back against the couch. For a second I thought about running and locking myself in the bathroom, but that was ridiculous. I knew he wasn’t going to hurt me. Slowly he bent over me, his eyes boring into mine. 

“You,” he growled. “You’re the matter.”

I wet my lips nervously. “I don’t understand. What have I ever done to you?”

His face inched closer, until his breath was a balmy tickle against my skin. “You’re here.”

The deep rumble in his voice sent shivers down my spine. “But…”

That look in his eyes was back, wild and smoldering, and my body responded of its own accord with a rush of heat that left me speechless. Without releasing my eyes, he bent in the last fraction of an inch until our lips touched. One hand slid around my neck to fist in my hair and tip my head back, while his mouth clamped onto mine as though he owned it. White heat flashed through my body, and I was suddenly ablaze with wanting of my own.

For one last second my mind wailed in protest that this was my boyfriend’s father, and then that voice was submerged, drowned out by the need which surged inside of me. My hands gripped the front of his shirt as I gave myself to him and he took me over. Lips parted, Mr. Powers’ tongue slid roughly against mine. I moaned as heat swelled in my breasts and my clit hardened into an aching knot. My pussy throbbed, desperate for attention, while it flooded with hot juices that moistened the thin cotton of my shorts.

And then just as abruptly as the kiss had begun, it ended when Mr. Powers released me and stepped away. My body cried out for him to come back, but he stayed at arm’s length and regarded me with a brooding expression.

“That’s why you being here is a problem,” he said quietly.

I stared at him, open-mouthed in shock, and slowly drew the blanket up to my chin to hide myself from the wild craving in his eyes. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

Continue reading Obsessed…
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Built for Sin

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn’t realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Chasing My Best Friend’s Dad

He knew exactly what effect he had on me.

When I agreed to spend the summer with my college roommate, I didn’t expect things to heat up so fast. Now I’m sharing her house with the sexiest man I’ve ever seen, and from the first moment I set eyes on Justin my hormones have been at a rolling boil. Too bad he’s my roommate’s dad.

I think that the attraction is mutual, but I’m positive that messing around with my roommate’s dad would be crossing the line. Then there’s this little matter of my boyfriend and the woman that Justin is dating. This sizzling chemistry we’ve got seems doomed to fizzle.—until my boyfriend dumps me.

Now all bets are off.

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into Jude at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven - for about two seconds until he realized who I was.

He was my dad's best friend, twice my age, and so far out of my league he probably couldn't even see my league from where he was.

But I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.

When Leah meets her dad’s new boss at the company picnic he’s not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire and leaves her reeling, and despite his warnings Leah can’t get him out of her mind. Her fantasies get wilder every night, and she can’t tell if she’s in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her; she’s sure of that, but she isn’t sure she can give him what he wants. Will Leah do whatever it takes to please this man who can drive her wild with just a look, even if that means doing very private things in very public places and throwing out the condoms?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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	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;

}
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