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SANDY & LIZZIE

 


 


August. The dog days of summer.

So hot you could fry an egg on the driveway
and all those other silly cliques. But it was true. And it had been
that way for a week. Temperatures were in the mid-90s. The humidity
made the air feel like a thick, wet blanket and made the sheets of
the bed damp. Like they’d been pulled from the dryer too early.

I drifted in and out in that blissful place
halfway between being awake and asleep.

My eyes fluttered, and I squinted at the sun
coming up beyond the open French doors that led out to the balcony.
Ocean waves lapped gently on the beach not far below. A gust of
wind stirred the sheer white curtains on either side of the
opening. A hot salty breeze caressed my naked body as I lay on top
of the damp sheets rather than under them.

Paradise, Sandra, I thought to myself, enjoy
the moment. I closed my eyes again. The sound of the surf, the warm
air, my long, curly, soft brown hair billowed around my face all
conspired to lull me back to sleep.

I dreamed—I think—of fingertips gently
gliding over my naked skin. Like the kiss of a butterfly as they
floated above my flesh, barely touching. They slipped over my
shoulder, down my bare back, over the crook of my hip, down the
length of my thigh, then back up again.

They skated down my upper arm. I shivered
pleasantly.

I felt the feathery touch of a kiss on my
shoulder. A smile touched my lips.

The kisses went down my back. The fingertips
danced over the flesh of my rounded ass cheeks. I snuggled deeper
into the pillow clutched under my head, enjoying the sensation,
enjoying the dream.

The fingers became a hand. A hand that
gripped my ass. The kisses continued over my back. Moist. Making
little smack-y sounds. The hand moved to the space between my ass
cheeks. They teasingly fluttered over my sex, moved, gently
exploring the sensitive area of skin around my asshole.

I scissored my legs open, inviting the
probing hand to go deeper, moaning in my sleep, enjoying the sex
dream and not wanting it to end. The kissing had moved from my
shoulder to the side of my neck. My thick, soft hair was
finger-combed from my face, and a kiss landed on my cheek. Then
lips nibbled my earlobe. It felt nice.

A body pressed against me, spooned around my
butt, warm against my back. Sticky with perspiration. Inviting. I
rolled over, rolled into it, with a yawn and soft moan of
pleasure.

A hand roamed over my bare breasts. My
nipples respond accordingly.

On my back, I sensed a body looming over me
as I reluctantly stirred from sleep to wakefulness. As awareness
slowly bloomed—this was not a dream but actually happening—someone
was in my bed with me! I wrestled with my uncooperative memory to
remember the night before. Who was this? And what had I done?

Trying to remember, I realized I had a
headache. A hangover headache. The first niggle of trepidation
soured my queasy stomach.

Only one way to find out.

I popped open my eyes to see who I let share
my bed.

A pretty young girl stared down at me. Long
brown hair, like me. She had similar dark eyes and a thin, kissable
mouth. Also, like me, she was naked as the day she’d been born. I
knew because I’d been there for the event. I’d been her mother’s
birthing coach.

“Elizabeth?”

She smiled broadly and wickedly. “Morning,
Momma-Sandy. I was afraid you’d sleep the whole day away.”

I scrambled to sit up, pushing her away as I
did so. “Lizzie!” I looked around for something to cover up with.
The covers had been stripped from the bed. We were on top of the
sheets. No chance to pull them over me. I grabbed a pillow and
clutched it to my chest. Not covering much, it would have to
do.

Lizzie now sitting up, looking startled.
“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong!” I repeated.
“I’m in bed with my best friend’s daughter, my daughter’s best
friend. Naked. With you,” I waved a hand at her, “you touching me
like, like… Lizzie, I’m old enough to be your mother. Shit, I’m
older than your mother—but only by a year,” I added quickly.

“You’re only forty-two, Momma-Sandy. That’s
not like that old.”

“And you’re only nineteen. What made you
think coming in here and…and touch me…inappropriately like that?
Think that would be okay?”

“What about last night?” she said.

“What about it?” I asked.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed a dress
thrown on the floor. My dress. Followed in a line by my bra, a
shoe, my slip, panties, all strewn across the carpeted floor.
Another shoe, not mine, on the bedside table. I put the palm of my
hand over my forehead. I was hot. Sweaty. My head hurt. My stomach
roiled at the thought of how much I’d had to drink the night
before. I didn’t remember for sure, but from how bad my head felt,
how queasy my stomach was, it had to have been a lot.

“Oh my God,” Lizzie said, always capable of
being the drama queen. “The best sexual experience of my entire
life! And you don’t even remember it, Momma-Sandy!”

Her name for me, ever since she was a little
girl.

Her mom was Momma-Nicole to my daughter
Michelle. Nicole and I were best friends since high school. Lizzie
and Michelle were born just weeks apart and grew up together,
across the street from each other. They were inseparable.

“Why are you going about your… Oh. My. God!”
It struck me. I covered my open mouth with my hand. “I didn’t? We
didn’t?”

Elizabeth smiled. “We did.”

“Oh my God.”

She sat cross-legged, Indian-style. Her
hands clasped together and thrust down between her legs, covering
her sex, her arms partially covering her perky boobs. Her brown
hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her dark eyes sparkled
brightly. She bounced on the bed, barely able to contain
herself.

“We did,” she said again, smiling.

“How? What happened?” I had zero memory of
the night before. Even as I asked the question, my stomach knotted.
I’d been with girls before, not exclusively, but dabbled. Open to
try anything, especially when I was younger. When I was more like
Lizzie’s age.

And that one time with Lizzie’s mom, Nicole,
after my divorce and she’d caught Lizzie’s dad with two women at
the same time. She threw him out, we got drunk and decided we were
done with men forever. It didn’t go very far, not much past the
kissing, heavy petting stage. High school kids’ kind of stuff. I’d
been into it, but Nicole? Not so much. Rather than force it, we got
drunker and decided to forget the incident altogether.

“You came to my rescue at the Gray Gull last
night,” Lizzie said. “It was actually quite romantic.”

The Gray Gull. The dive bar down at the far
end of the pier. It certainly was no place for kids as young a
Lizzie and… “What were you doing at the Gray Gull?”

“Michelle took me there so she could meet
some guy. Brought me there for backup in case he was a creep. He
wasn’t. They left together, leaving me stuck there until you saw
me.”

“Friends from work dragged me there,” I
said. That part I remembered. The evening had started with dinner
at that new seafood restaurant to kick off my friend Sharon’s
bachelorette party. Then a male stripper in the limo, going to a
club I’d never been to before. On the way, Sharon gave him a blow
job. It was kinda hot, I remembered, but there was where my memory
began to get fuzzy. Finally, Sharon and a few others of us ended up
at the Gray Gull to finish off the night…the early morning.

“A couple of guys were hitting on me,”
Lizzie said. “The kind that don’t like to take no for an answer. I
tried to get up from the bar and leave. One of them grabbed me.
That’s when you came over. You said, ‘There you are, sweetie.
Sorry, I’m late.’ You kissed me on the mouth, even gave me a little
tongue. I guess to make it look good.”

“I did not! Oh my God.”

“You told the creepers, and I’ll never
forget this. You said, ‘Sorry to disappoint, boys, but she’s not
your type.’ You put your arm around me and walked me away from
them.”

The only part of that I remembered was the
kissing, sort of, but I thought it a part of my sex dream. Afraid
to ask, I said, “Walked away where?”

“To your table at first. You introduced me
to your friends. Then you told them we needed to go powder our
noses. We went to the ladies' room.”

Nothing unusual about that, I supposed.

“You asked me if I was okay. I said I was
fine. That they were just jerks.

You reached out and scooped my hair back
behind my ear. You had a funny expression on your face. A goofy,
giggly smile. You used your finger to tip my head up, and you
stepped in close, leaned into me. You kissed me again, pressing me
up against the sinks. I kissed back, and you ran your hands down my
body, over my hips. You pulled me into you.

It was so hot. So sexy. Us there kissing
like that. Anyone could’ve come in at any time and caught us, but
you didn’t care. And you kiss good, Momma-Sandy. Really good. I
liked the way you’d bite my lower lip and tug on it with your
teeth.

Then you started pushing your chest against
mine, rubbing your boobs over mine.

Your hands were all over my ass. Telling me
what a beautiful ass I had.

When you tugged my T-shirt up and ran your
fingers over my stomach…it took my breath away. Right then, right
there in the bathroom. You slipped your hand down my pants and
under my panties. I gasped and you giggled.

Like that? you asked.

I told you, yes.

You ran your fingers over my pussy. I
moaned. Oh, Momma-Sandy.

I leaned back against the sink. You stuck
your fingers inside me, playing with me. I never imagined anything
so sexy before. I could barely breathe.

You like that? you asked.

Yes, I said, panting.

You smiled, just watching my face, enjoying
the pleasure I was getting from your touch.

My body shuddered. That feels so good, I
said.

You’re so wet, you said.

I’m going to come soon. I closed my eyes.
Moaning. I said, make me come, Momma-Sandy. Make me come,
please.

My body shuddered. I was close. You kept
stroking me, your fingers inside me. You rubbed your thumb over my
clit. I was so wet. So horny. So ready to come. Oh, oh, oh.

You kissed me. My mouth was open, my eyes
closed. I rubbed against your hand, your fingers stroking me, your
thumb rubbing my clit, your tongue inside my mouth. I bit my lip.
My body tensed. Oh, yes, yes. I’m coming, I snorted. I’m
coming.

You muffled my moans with your mouth wrapped
around my lips. I arched my back. An orgasm ripped through my body.
I shuddered, riding it and the waves of pleasure that followed. I
held your hand in place while you stroked my pussy and kissed away
my deep, low moans.

Oh, oh, oh, oh. Shudder. Oh. Shudder, and
then my body relaxed. Warm and tired.

Oh, Momma-Sandy. That was…awesome.

I pushed you back against the wall and
showered your mouth with wet, slurpy kisses. You hit the wall, and
your hands were all over me, caressing my body, my arms, my hips,
my legs, swarming over me while I lashed my tongue around your
mouth, pushing my body against yours, squirming against you,
pinning you to the wall. I pushed my boobs against yours, rubbing
them, my hands roaming over your body the way yours were over mine.
But when I peeled the straps of your dress down your arms, you
stopped me. You said, not here.

I said, where?

Let’s go home. I’ll take you home, you
said.

We walked the several blocks here, holding
hands, stumbling, pinching each other’s ass, hugging and kissing,
sometimes arm in arm. I kept pulling the hem of your dress up, and
you kept playfully slapping my hand away, pulling the hem back
down.

When we got here, we came through the front
door. The first thing you did was push me up against the wall in
the hallway. My face pressed against the wall. You came up behind
me. I’d never experienced anything sexier than that.

You ran your hands over my hips and pushed
my shirt up to my boobs. Then you worked on pulling my pants down.
Stretchy spandex, they clung to my skin, fighting your efforts. You
ran your hand between my legs, feeling me up. I was panting,
getting horny all over again. With my cheek against the wall, I
gasped, watching you. The desire in your expression was a turn-on
all by itself.

I pressed my hands against the wall. Like a
prisoner, getting frisked by the police, but I was your willing
prisoner, ready to let you do anything to me. You had my pants down
across my thighs. You slipped your hand under my thong undies, ran
your fingers over my hot pussy.

You’re so wet, you whispered in my ear.

Because you’re making me wet, I told
you.

You kissed my cheek.

I closed my eyes, ready to enjoy every
moment of what came next.

You nibbled my earlobe.

I pushed my ass out.

You rubbed your crotch over my bare ass as
you kissed and bit and nibble my ear. Your hands roamed over my
ass, over my hips, pulling me into you. My panting got heavier. It
was getting harder and harder for me to catch my breath.

Your silk dress was getting me so hot.
Rubbing against me. Sending shivers through me.

You reached in between my legs again, ran
your hand over my sex again, inserted your finger inside my pussy
again. Oh, that felt so good. Uh, uh, uh, uh.

You used two fingers inside me. I squirmed
against your probing.

You leaned into me and whispered in my ear.
You going to come again?

Panting, I said, not yet.

You kissed my ear. Good.

Then you spun me around. You licked the
fingers you’d had inside me, sucking them with a gleeful smile. You
taste good, you said.

I want to taste you, I said. I don’t know
why. I’d never done that before. Never thought about doing that
with anyone before, but with you, I wanted to.

I spun around and forced you against the
wall this time.

We kissed. Unable to get enough of each
other. Hot, sweaty, needy kisses.

I pulled your dress down. You have such
beautiful firm boobies. You peeled the other strap down your arm,
revealing your second breast. Then you rolled the dress down to
your waist, removing your arms from its confines.

I lowered myself to my knees in front of
you. I kissed your stomach. So flat. So taunt. You finger-combed my
hair, brushing it from my face. And then you hiked your dress up,
so clingy, so tight it rolled up and wrapped snuggly around your
waist. You wore no underwear.

You tugged the soft flesh of your sex back
with your fingers, urging me toward your pussy, your clit. I ran my
hand over the lovely gleaming folds of your sex. Your scent was
intoxicating. You arched your back, and I kissed your pussy. You
moaned. I used my tongue to lick you. Your juices were so sweet and
tangy. I stuck my tongue inside you.

Oh, fuck, yes, you moaned. You held a hand
on my head. That feels so good. Oh, yes.

You squirmed under me. Your shoulders
pressed against the wall, but your hips gyrating, your stomach
undulating as you pushed against my face.

Like that. Oh. Yes, God. Oh. Fuck. Fuck.
Fuck.

I kissed and licked and slurped. You moaned
and cursed and swept your falling hair back off your face as you
wiggled and squirmed against me. Your breathing got shallower, and
your moaning grew deeper and louder.

You rode my tongue, repeating, over and
over, that feels so good.

Then your hips moved faster. I licked,
trying to keep up.

That’s it, lick it. Lick it. Oh, yeah. Yeah.
And then you came. Ohhh, yeahhh!

You kept rubbing against me, faster, faster,
faster, riding the waves of your orgasm, snorting. You bit your
lower lip and squeezed your legs tight around my head.

Then you pulled me to my feet. Come
here.

You kissed me hard, passionately on my
mouth, licking your tongue around my lips, inside my mouth, tasting
me, tasting you. Kissing and hugging and groping and striping, we
made our way into the bedroom. Here. Finally, both of us naked, our
clothes strewn on the floor along the way, we flopped down on the
bed.

With me on top, we kissed.

Hands exploring every inch of the other’s
body. Our naked breasts rubbing together. Stiff nipples poking
warm, sensitive skin. I’ll never forget the taste of your lips, the
honey-sweet taste of your juices.

I grabbed and squeezed your breasts, kissing
and licking and biting your nipples until they were hard and
gleaming wet with saliva and perspiration. The tips of our hair
damp from the humid summer heat. You cried out, suck them so hard.
Make them hard.

I teased them with my tongue and with my
thumb. You shuddered under me.

Then you stopped me, bringing my face up to
yours. You kissed me and said, I need something more.

I didn’t know what you meant and said so.
You smiled and said, you’ll see.

You rolled over and shimmied to the edge of
the bed. You leaned down like you were searching for something.
Your ass was so round and so beautiful I grabbed it and jiggled it.
Hey, you cried out and playfully slapped my hands away.

When you’d found what you were looking
for—in the bottom drawer of your nightstand—you pulled yourself
back up on the bed, into a sitting position. I did the same. In
your hand, you held up a purple dildo. Ribbed and thick and
extra-large, life-like except that it was purple.

Suck on it, you said.

That was something I knew how to do. I took
it from you and sucked the rubber cock into my mouth. I kissed and
lolled its head around. I shoved it in deep and rolled my tongue
all around it, getting it nice and slick with my salvia.

Then I offered it to you, and you did the
same.

After we’d both gone down on it, alternating
and sharing and kissing each other, I kissed you, and you lay back
on the bed. You spread your legs. I rubbed my hand over your sex.
Already wet, you squirmed under me. I licked my hands, licking the
tangy juices of your pussy from my fingers. I thrust my finger in
and out of you while you rubbed your clit, urging me on. That’s it.
That’s it.

In and out, one finger, then two. In and
out.

Oh, yeah, you said, propping up your head up
against a pillow with one arm, watching me. That’s it, you moaned.
That’s it. Use the dildo. Get it.

I got it.

It was so big I had to use two hands to keep
it from bending as I slipped it into your pussy. Oh, yeah, you said
as I pushed that big cock into your pussy. You arched your hips and
your eyes rolled back in your head. Oh, oh.

You like that? I pushed it in and out,
twisting it as I did.

Feels so good. Gonna make me come.

I took it out and rubbed the head over your
clit. You shivered and sat up. Let me taste it.

I put it near your face, and you gobbled it
up, licking your glistening pussy juice off its purple surface. I
need it inside me again.

You laid back down. I eased that thick cock
back inside your pussy. You rubbed your clit while I pounded that
cock in and out. I’m gonna make you come, I said.

Your response was a breathless, oh,
yeah.

I went faster, in and out.

You rubbed and pulled at your clit. The cock
made wet sucking sounds as I worked it in and out. You moaned,
Yeah, yeah, yeah.

I’m going to make you come, I warned
again.

Oh, yeah, make me come, Lizzie! Yeah, yeah.
That’s it. That’s it.

You pulled your legs wide apart.

You started panting and squirming. Huh, huh,
huh, huh.

I leaned in and licked your clit. You jerked
and panted and begged, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop. I didn’t
until you tossed your head back and screamed. Ahhhhhhhhhhh!

Your body bucked and shivered and squirmed.
More moaning, ah, ah, ah, ah.

When you were done, you pushed my hand away,
causing me to pull the rubber cock from you. You rolled over and
closed your legs. Oh my God, Lizzie, that was…that was…

Awesome, I said.

Yes, you said with a smile. Then you slipped
the wet rubber dildo from my hand.

Turn around, you said.

I did as I was told.

No, you said. Stay up on your hands and
knees. I want to see that young, sweet ass of yours in all its
glory.

You took that cock in your mouth, and you
lubed it up good with your spit and your juices, and you slipped
that big rubber dildo into my pussy, filling me up. I gasped and
quivered and shook, out of control. But, I spread my legs farther
apart. I took what you gave me. And I wanted more.

I moaned and bit my lip. You rubbed your
hand over my sex, stroking me as you worked that cock inside me.
Sliding it in and out and twisting it, fucking me with it while you
rubbed my pussy. Your fingers stroked my clit and sent a ripple of
pleasure through my body, making me gasp. I begged for more. Don’t
stop.

I licked my fingers. They still tasted like
your pussy.

You squeezed my ass cheeks and kissed them
even as you snuck a chance to rub your own pussy in between
servicing mine. It was okay, though. It got me as hot watching you
fingering yourself as your fingering and dildo fucking me did.
Well, maybe it just helped.

Soon you began to pick up speed, sliding the
slick cock in and out of my pussy faster.

My orgasm built. I began to call out and
squirm. Tightening and wiggling my ass. That’s it, I said between
gasps. Oh, that’s it. Fuck my pussy, Momma-Sandy, fuck my pussy.
Oh, yeah. Oh! Oh, yeah.

You like that?

Yeah. Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. That’s it.
Nice and fast.

I was rocking back and forth. You tickled my
pussy, rubbing it and my clit. I rode that cock, slipping so easily
in and out of me.

Faster. Faster. It slipped out. Oh, no! No,
put it in me, fuck me with it.

I rode it hard. Rocking, squirming, and I
was close to coming when it slipped out from me again. Oh, no!

But rather than slide it back into my slick
hole and bringing on my orgasm, you did something else. You licked
your tongue around my asshole, lubed it up good, and you pressed
the big head of the large dildo into my ass!

You pushed it in slowly.

I moaned, no.

But you kept moving it deeper into me,
slowly, filling me up. I panted and snorted. I can’t take it. I
can’t take it. But I did. You got it completely in, then you moved
it out, then back in. Not long deep strokes like you did my pussy.
My tight asshole didn’t allow for that. Just a little at a time.
Enough to send shivers of pleasure and pain through me.

You cupped my sex and fingered me too. Two
holes at once.

Oh, it felt so good and so wrong and so much
like I wanted more.

And you gave it to me.

You like that? you asked.

I could barely answer. Groaned, instead.
Yes.

Oh, fuck. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.

I squirmed and rocked. Your hand moved over
my pussy, rubbing, tickling, teasing, fingering. That rubber cock
reached deep inside me, split me open but in a good way. The
overwhelming roar of an orgasm began to build, gather strength,
began to sweep over me.

I’m coming, I snorted. My body rocked and
shuddered, and I gasped, oh, oh, oh, oh.

I squeezed my ass cheeks. I reached between
my legs and pressed your hand against my pussy, relentless, not
letting you stop. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck!

And like a hand had seized my entire body. I
was rigid. My muscles coiled up, tight. And then I was released. I
came. I gushed. Ohhhhh!

You pulled that rubber cock out of me,
slowly and thank you for that. I shuddered and then quaked as I
felt your tongue lick around my sore, tender asshole. Uh, God! Oh,
God, that feels so good.

I was sweaty, tired, and spent. And so were
you. We crawled up into each other’s arms. I laid my head on your
shoulder. You kissed my forehead and wiped my sweaty hair from my
brow. You said, good night.

And I said, good night, Momma-Sandy.

With Lizzie curled up in my arms, her leg
tossed over my bare leg, her head against my shoulder, she finished
telling me about last night. There we laid. Just as we had when we
drifted off to sleep several hours earlier.

As she’d told the tale, parts of what
happened came back to me, remnants of memories that cut through the
fog of my blackout. I had no doubt we’d done the things Lizzie said
we did. The stickiness between my legs and the thick aroma of sex
in the air was a testament to that.

“What now?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” Lizzie asked, looking up
at me with big, doe-y eyes.

“I mean, I don’t know what to say, Lizzie.
I’m horribly embarrassed. What happened never should have happened.
I’m so sorry.” Not sorry enough to leap out of that bed and put
some clothes on. I realized as I laid there, stroking her hair, her
nude body so warm against my skin. It fit so well against my naked
body.

“I’m not,” Lizzie said, again looking at me
with those beautiful eyes. “It was wonderful, Momma-Sandy. A memory
I’ll cherish forever whether it’s just a one-time thing or if it
leads to something more.”

“Wait,” I said. “Are you saying you want for
it to lead to something more?”

“Of course. I’ve had a girl crush on you
since before I can remember. Last night was all my dreams come true
at once.” She smiled, adding, “Momma-Sandy.”

I stroked my fingers along her shoulder. I’d
had no idea she felt that way. No idea I did either. But then maybe
I did. Perhaps in my blackout state, my unconscious desires came
out. Maybe I acted without inhibition to get something I always
wanted, too. Wow, now there was a thought.

“Lizzie, if this progresses into something
more—and I’m not saying that it will—but should it. Not a word to
your mother. Or Michelle. Ever. And Momma-Sandy’s not going to cut
it anymore. Deal?”

“Deal,” she said, leaning up to give me a
kiss. It was no chaste kiss on the cheek either. She smiled,
adding, “Momma-Sandy.”

Brat. But I smiled too.

♥♥♥
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

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

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

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

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

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

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

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

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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