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Scene: Rooftop ritual site – midnight. Candles circle the edge, guttering in the wind. The Oracle stands at the center, moaning incantations between ragged breaths.

The Orgone Oracle’s spine arched as the energy flooded through her. Power wasn't summoned through symbols or sacrifice—it poured into her with every tremble of arousal, every aching breath. Her nipples were stiff peaks beneath a sheer bodysuit, her thighs slick where they kissed.

The candles flared blue, then violet, then gold.

She came—screaming skyward, arms thrown wide. The energy discharged in a halo of pulsing orgasmic light, blasting outward in a wave that flattened everything around her. Roof tiles shattered. The summoning circle sizzled with molten heat.

Below, in the alley, he waited.

The Null Priest stepped forward calmly, robes fluttering, a collar of sanctified lead glinting beneath his throat. Every ward the Oracle had placed—every sigil, every arcane thread—flickered and died as he passed.

By the time she noticed him, half the rooftop had gone dark.

She snarled, half-naked and glowing, hovering a foot above the stone. “You shouldn’t be able to walk through my field.”

His bare feet crunched softly on the scorched floor. “I walk where power dies.”

She raised a hand to strike—just a pulse of energy to knock him off balance.

Nothing.

No spark. No surge. Just the sudden silence of an empty channel, like a lover who stopped answering mid-climax.

"What did you do to me?" she hissed.

"I didn’t take your power," he said, still calm. "I just make it irrelevant."

She lunged—physical now, desperate, raw. He caught her wrists. She twisted, threw him hard—and he let her. They landed in a tangled heap inside the ruined ritual circle, her hips straddling his thighs.

She was glowing again, barely. But the pressure inside her built too fast. Her power wanted release, but every inch of skin against his dampened the surge. Her whole body shuddered with overloaded potential, with no way to ground it.

She hated how good it felt.

“I can’t channel,” she gasped, grinding into him helplessly. “I can’t—fuck—burn like this.”

He looked up at her—composed, merciless, reverent.

“Then surrender,” he said. “Not your will. Just your body. Open the gate, and I’ll unlock you.”

Interlude: The Null Priest’s Confessional

They called her a deviant saint.

The Orgone Oracle. Her moans toppled buildings. Her orgasms cracked dimensions. Her rites of pleasure warped young minds, turned med-students into mystics, monks into masturbating zealots. She fucked crowds into collective transcendence, leaving cities slick with memory.

He had watched it all from the monastery archive, where silence was sacred and sensation was sin.

He hated how she made him feel.

But hate was holy when you channeled it right.

His gift came later—when he broke his vow of silence and still heard nothing. When the voices of spirits, gods, and demons all went mute within ten feet of his skin. The Archons called it “Nullification.” He called it justice. The world had overdosed on magic, addiction disguised as enlightenment. He existed to end that.

And her?

She was the source of a thousand unmade covenants. Every time she cried out, a soul somewhere broke its promises.

He wasn’t trying to kill her. That would be too easy.

He wanted to make her choose. To burn with no way to cum, to ride the crest of orgasmic energy and fail to crest, over and over, until she begged—begged—for a release he’d make contingent on surrender.

Not of her body.

But of belief.

If she could cum only through him, she’d know what it meant to be human again. To be finite. To be dependent.

And when that moment came, he would decide whether to give her mercy.

Or mastery.

Scene: Desecrated chapel—abandoned, moonlit, humming with residual power.

The Orgone Oracle straddled him hard, thighs clenched tight around his hips. Her glowing hands clawed at his bare chest, leaving trails of blue fire that fizzled out uselessly against his skin.

She screamed in wordless fury. Not pain. Not fear. Frustration—raw, animal, soaked through with arousal.

"Why won't it work!?" she snarled, grinding harder against him, desperate for the surge, the explosion, the sacred detonation that never came. "Why can't I fucking detonate?"

The Null Priest lay perfectly still beneath her. Calm. Smirking. Robes torn open to reveal skin she hated herself for craving. "Because you’re touching me," he said evenly. "And I unmake power."

Her aura crackled and died with every ragged breath, every grind of her soaked cunt against his cock. The harder she fought, the more her body burned—heat with no release, power with no channel.

"I’ll fucking kill you," she gasped, but her hips betrayed her, bucking in helpless rhythm.

"No you won’t," he said softly. His fingers brushed her thighs—chaste, reverent. "Because the only way to unleash your magic now is through me. And you know it."

She froze, trembling. Every nerve in her body ached for release. The power she channeled writhed under her skin like a thousand snakes, screaming for a conduit.

"You want to burn the world, Oracle?" the Priest whispered, cock now pressing insistently against her entrance. "Then let me fuck the lock open."

She looked down at him—eyes wide, lips trembling, cunt dripping. Her next move would decide whether she conquered him... or let him ruin her gloriously from the inside out.

"Fuck you," she snarled, but her body betrayed her as she sank down on his length with a shuddering gasp. The sensation was electric – not the familiar rush of power, but something more primal, more human. Her magic surged and died against his skin in fitful waves, like a flame struggling for oxygen.

The Null Priest's hands gripped her hips, his composure finally cracking as he filled her completely. "That's it," he groaned, his voice rough with something that might have been triumph. "Feel what it's like without your crutch."

She rode him with savage intensity, her glowing body flickering like a dying star. Each time she neared the edge of release, her power would surge only to be swallowed by his nullifying field. The Oracle threw her head back, tears of frustration streaking down her cheeks.

"I can't—I need—" she panted, clawing at his chest.

"You need me," he finished, suddenly flipping her onto her back against the cold stone floor. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs, and before she could recover, he was driving into her with methodical, merciless strokes.

His face hovered inches above hers, eyes burning with dark intensity. "Tell me what you are without your power."

"I am—" she began, then cried out as he hit a spot deep inside her that sent sparks dancing across her vision. Her thighs trembled, locked around his waist. "I am the Oracle," she insisted, but her voice wavered.

He slowed deliberately, nearly withdrawing. "No. What are you right now? In this moment?"

She whimpered, trying to pull him back in. Her aura pulsed weakly, a dying firefly against the night. "I'm... just flesh," she admitted, the words torn from somewhere deep and vulnerable. "Just nerve endings and need."

The confession seemed to please him. He rewarded her with a deep thrust that made her gasp. "And what do you want?"

"To cum," she whispered, hating herself even as the truth spilled out. "To feel something real."

The Null Priest's rhythm changed, became more deliberate. One hand slid between their bodies, finding the slick, sensitive bud of her clit. "Then surrender to it," he commanded. "Not to me. To your humanity."

She fought it for one more moment, her body arching beneath him. Then something broke inside her – not her power, but the wall she'd built around her mortal self. The Oracle cried out, her orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave, pure physical pleasure without the magical discharge.

It was devastating in its ordinariness. Perfect in its limitation.

As she convulsed around him, the Priest's control finally shattered. He drove into her one last time, his own release flooding her as he groaned against her neck.

For one impossible moment, their energies merged – not in magical explosion, but in something deeper. More human. His nullification field wavered as he came, and a burst of her power escaped through the momentary gap, spiraling upward through the broken chapel ceiling in a column of azure light.

"What have you done?" she gasped, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

The Null Priest rolled to his side, breathing hard, his usual composure fractured. "I showed you limitation. And you showed me..." He trailed off, staring at his hands which now faintly glowed with traces of her power.

She laughed, the sound sharp and breathless. "You're not as null as you thought." Her fingers traced the patterns forming on his skin – delicate, luminescent whorls that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. "Your vaunted purity. Your righteous mission. All that, and you still absorbed me."

His eyes darkened. "A temporary contamination."

"Is it?" She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. "Or did you want this? To feel what I feel? To know what it's like when power fills you to bursting?"

He seized her wrists, pinning her beneath him again. His cock, impossibly hard once more, pressed against her thigh. "You think this changes anything?"

The Oracle wrapped her legs around him, drawing him back to her slick entrance. "Everything changes. That's the only constant." She arched as he slid inside her again, both of them groaning at the renewed contact. "But right now, I don't care about constants. I care about this."

This time was different. As he thrust into her, the boundary between nullification and channeling blurred. Where their bodies joined, energy spiraled and crackled – contained, intensified, transformed. She felt her power returning, but altered, focused through the lens of his restraint.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, her back arching off the stone floor. "I can feel it building again, but it's—it's—"

"Controlled," he finished, his voice strained as he fought to maintain some semblance of his discipline. "This is what happens when chaos meets order."

Their movements became frantic, desperate. The Oracle's hands clutched at his shoulders, leaving glowing handprints that didn't fade. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure-pain through her, amplified by the magical current now flowing freely between them.

"I'm going to—" she gasped, her inner walls clenching around him.

"Not yet," he commanded, slowing deliberately. "Not until I say."

She snarled, fighting against his control, but found herself yielding to it. The delay only intensified the building pressure, making her whimper with need.

"Beg for it," he whispered, his fingers tangling in her hair.

The Oracle, who had made kings and queens supplicate themselves before her, who had brought civilizations to their knees with a single orgasmic pulse, found herself trembling on the edge of surrender.

"Please," she whispered, the word foreign on her tongue. "Let me cum."

His eyes locked with hers, searching for something beyond mere submission. "Not enough. Tell me what you need."

"You," she gasped, the truth tearing from her like a confession. "I need you to make me cum. To unlock me. To—fuck—to show me what it means to be mortal again."

Something shifted in his expression—satisfaction, but tinged with something deeper. He drove into her with renewed purpose, his thumb circling her clit with exquisite precision.

"Then burn," he commanded.

The Oracle shattered. Her orgasm exploded through her in waves of molten pleasure, but instead of dispersing outward in destructive force, it cycled between them—his nullification containing and focusing her power like a lens. The chapel's remaining windows blew outward, and the stone floor beneath them cracked in a perfect spiral pattern.

The Null Priest followed her over the edge, his control finally breaking as he poured himself into her with a guttural cry. Where their energies met, reality itself seemed to bend and warp, creating something neither had experienced before—power and its absence dancing in perfect equilibrium.

As they collapsed together on the ruined floor, their bodies still joined and trembling, the Oracle felt something unfamiliar bloom within her chest—a hollow ache that wasn't magical at all, but terrifyingly human.

"What have we done?" she whispered, watching as patterns of light and shadow played across their intertwined forms.

He traced a finger along her collarbone, leaving a trail of nullified skin that tingled in its ordinary sensitivity. "Created a third path," he murmured. "Neither pure power nor its absence."

She should have felt diminished, conquered. Instead, she felt... expanded. As though she'd been living in only one dimension of herself.

"They'll hunt us both now," she said, rolling to face him. "Your order for your contamination. My followers for my... compromise."

The Null Priest's mouth curved into a smile that held no mercy, only dark promise. "Let them try."

His hand slid between her thighs again, finding her still slick and sensitive. The Oracle gasped as he circled her entrance, teasing but not entering.

"We're not finished," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "One orgasm doesn't break a lifetime of addiction to power."

She arched against his hand, already hungry again. "And one taste of magic doesn't cleanse you of your self-righteousness."

"Then we'll have to keep trying," he growled, pushing two fingers inside her with deliberate slowness. "Until we find the perfect balance."

The Oracle moaned, her power flickering to life again, meeting his nullification in a crackling dance of energy. "Or until we destroy each other," she finished, gasping as his fingers curled inside her.

"Is there a difference?" he asked, his thumb pressing against her clit with maddening precision.

The Oracle's back arched off the stone floor as pleasure spiraled through her. This was different from her ritual climaxes—more intimate, more dangerous. Her power flared and receded with each stroke of his fingers, creating a pulsing rhythm that made the air around them shimmer.

"Fuck," she hissed, grinding against his hand. "I hate how much I need this."

The Null Priest leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. "Then hate it. Hate me. Just don't stop."

He withdrew his fingers suddenly, leaving her trembling on the edge. Before she could protest, he flipped her onto her stomach, hauling her hips up and positioning himself behind her. His cock pressed against her entrance, thick and insistent.

"Tell me what you want," he demanded, one hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back.

"I want to burn you from the inside out," she snarled, even as her body betrayed her, pushing back against him.

He entered her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. "Try."

The Oracle screamed as her power surged, trying to discharge through their connection. Instead of dissipating, it ricocheted between them, intensifying with nowhere to go. Each thrust drove her deeper into this new state—neither fully empowered nor nullified, but caught in an exquisite limbo.

"I can't—" she gasped, her fingers clawing at the stone beneath them. "It's too much."

"It's exactly enough," he countered, his rhythm relentless. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her back to meet each thrust. "This is what balance feels like."

Sweat slicked their bodies as they moved together, the air around them crackling with contained energy. The chapel's remaining shadows danced wildly, cast by light that emanated from where their bodies joined.

The Oracle felt herself approaching another climax, stronger than the last. Her consciousness began to fragment, awareness expanding beyond the confines of her flesh. Through their connection, she sensed something unexpected—the Null Priest's own struggle for control, his rigid discipline crumbling under the assault of shared pleasure.

"You're feeling it too," she accused between ragged breaths. "The power. You're not just nullifying anymore—you're channeling."

His rhythm faltered for a moment. "Impossible."

She laughed, the sound wild and triumphant despite her vulnerable position. "Nothing's impossible when opposites merge."

In retaliation, he reached around to stroke her clit, his movements precise and merciless. The Oracle's laughter dissolved into moans as she spiraled higher, her inner walls clenching around him.

"Cum for me again," he commanded, his voice strong and compelling.

The Oracle's body convulsed as another orgasm ripped through her, more devastating than the last. This time, the energy didn't dissipate or rebound—it transformed, coalescing into something neither had experienced before. A perfect fusion of power and nullification.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, her inner walls pulsating around his cock. "What is this?"

The Null Priest groaned, his hips stuttering against her as his own climax approached. Glowing patterns spread across his skin where he touched her, no longer fading but integrating into his flesh.

"Balance," he managed through gritted teeth. "The void... filling."

He came with a shout that shattered the remaining glass in the chapel windows. As his release flooded her, their energies fused completely. For one blinding moment, they were neither Oracle nor Priest, but a single entity—power and its absence in perfect harmony.

The stone floor beneath them liquefied and reformed, creating a perfect mandala pattern that spread outward from their joined bodies. The walls hummed with resonance, ancient symbols appearing and vanishing in rapid succession.

When awareness returned, they collapsed together, still joined, breathing heavily. The Oracle rolled her hips experimentally, feeling him still hard inside her.

"Your nullification," she whispered, tracing the luminous patterns on his chest. "It's changed."

He examined his hands, where her power now flowed through the channels of his own energy. "And your magic no longer seeks to overwhelm. It... complements."

She shifted, pushing him onto his back and straddling him again, never breaking their connection. As she began to move, slow and deliberate, the new sensation made them both gasp.

"We've created something dangerous," she said, watching his face as she rose and fell on his length. Her hands splayed across his chest, leaving trails of light that didn't fade.

"Something necessary," he countered, his hands gripping her ass. The pleasure building between them was different now—controlled yet boundless, contained yet infinite.

The Oracle leaned down, her lips brushing his. "They'll never understand what we've become."

"Then we'll show them," he growled, capturing her mouth in a kiss that sent sparks dancing across their skin.

As dawn approached, they fucked with increasing urgency, each climax more powerful than the last. Their energies spiraled outward in controlled bursts, remaking the chapel around them. Dead plants burst into bloom, ancient murals restored themselves, broken stone mended.

By morning, they lay exhausted in a perfect circle of transformed reality—neither sanctified nor corrupted, but transmuted into something entirely new.

The Oracle traced patterns on his sweat-slicked chest. "What now, Priest? Return to your monastery and report your failure?"

He caught her hand, bringing it to his lips. "There's no going back. Not for either of us."

She smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "Then we move forward." Her fingertips traced the glowing patterns on his chest, feeling the power pulse beneath his skin. "Half your order already thinks you've fallen. Half my followers already whisper I've grown weak."

The Null Priest rolled her beneath him, his cock hardening impossibly against her thigh. "Let them whisper," he growled, entering her with one smooth thrust that made her gasp. "Let them fear."

Dawn light streamed through the restored stained glass, painting their bodies in fractured color as they moved together. This time was different—deliberate, almost ritualistic. Each stroke built not just pleasure but purpose.

"They'll come for us," she moaned, arching as he hit that perfect spot inside her. Her nails dug into his shoulders, drawing beads of glowing blood. "The Archons. The Conclave. Everyone who benefits from keeping power and nullification separate."

"Good," he said, his rhythm never faltering even as sweat beaded on his brow. "I want to show them what happens when opposites merge."

Her eyes flashed with understanding as she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper. "We're creating a new paradigm."

He captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as his thrusts intensified. Their energies spiraled together, creating patterns in the air above them—sacred geometry born of flesh and magic.

"Cum with me," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Show me what we can make together."

The Oracle's back arched off the floor, her body clenching around him as pleasure crashed through her. "Yes," she gasped, "yes, fuck, now!"

Their orgasms synchronized perfectly, their energies exploding outward in a controlled nova that left reality shimmering around them. The chapel trembled but held, strengthened rather than destroyed by their release.

As they lay panting in the aftermath, the Oracle traced the new symbols etched into the stone around them. "We've created a new ritual space," she murmured. "Neither holy nor profane."

The Null Priest's fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her face to his. "And we've only just begun." His eyes burned with dark promise. "There are six more sacred sites. Six more rituals."

She licked her lips, already hungry again. "And what happens after the seventh?"

His smile was terrifying in its certainty. "We remake the world."

The Oracle straddled him once more, sinking down on his hardening cock with a sigh of satisfaction. "Then we'd better practice," she purred, beginning to move. "After all, perfection requires... repetition."

Scene: Forgotten temple beneath the city—three days later.

Water dripped from ancient stone, forming pools that reflected their naked, sweat-slicked bodies. The Oracle's screams echoed through chambers that hadn't heard human sound in centuries.

"Don't stop," she gasped, her back pressed against a moss-covered pillar, one leg hooked around the Null Priest's waist. "Don't you fucking stop."

His thrusts were relentless, each one driving deeper than the last. The water around their ankles rippled with energy—neither purely magical nor entirely nullified, but something new that made the ancient stones hum with resonance.

"Three days," he growled against her throat, teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. "Three days and you're still insatiable."

Her laugh turned into a moan as he hit a spot deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. "You're one to talk," she gasped, feeling his cock throb inside her. "How many times have you cum today? Four? Five?"

Instead of answering, he captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, his tongue mimicking the rhythm of his hips. Their energies spiraled around them, illuminating the forgotten temple with pulsing light that cast writhing shadows across carved walls.

"The second site," she panted when he finally released her mouth. "We need to—oh fuck—we need to complete the ritual."

His pace slowed deliberately, making her whimper. "Then focus," he commanded, voice steady despite the sheen of sweat on his brow. "Channel through me, not around me."

The Oracle closed her eyes, concentrating on the place where their bodies joined. Instead of fighting his nullification, she embraced it, letting her power flow into the void he created. The sensation was electric—like pouring water into an endless well that somehow filled rather than emptied.

"Yes," he hissed, feeling the change. "Just like that."

The water at their feet began to glow, spreading outward in concentric circles. Ancient symbols carved into the floor illuminated one by one, creating a pathway through the temple.

"I'm close," she whispered, her inner walls clenching around him. "So close..."

The Null Priest's hand slid between them, his thumb finding her clit with unerring precision. "Not yet," he said, his voice strained with the effort of his own control. "Wait until all the symbols are lit."

She bit her lip, fighting the climbing pressure. Her power surged and ebbed with each thrust, each circle of light expanding further across the temple floor. Beneath them, the stone began to warm, ancient mechanisms awakening after millennia of dormancy.

"I can't—" she gasped, her control slipping as pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

"You can," he insisted, his rhythm never faltering. "Feel it building. The temple is responding."

The final circle of symbols blazed to life, completing the pattern. Water began rising from hidden channels, defying gravity as it spiraled around their joined bodies.

"Now!" the Priest commanded, his voice echoing with newfound power. "Cum for me!"

The Oracle shattered around him, her scream piercing the ancient silence as orgasm ripped through her with cataclysmic force. The Null Priest followed immediately, his release flooding her as his head fell back in ecstatic surrender. Their energies collided and merged, creating a vortex that pulled the spiraling water inward, concentrating it around their joined bodies.

The liquid encased them like a second skin, neither drowning nor wetting them, but amplifying the connection between them. Every nerve ending ignited with impossible sensitivity. The Oracle convulsed with aftershocks, her body milking his cock as the pleasure refused to subside.

"Fuck," she gasped, clawing at his shoulders. "It's not stopping—I can't—"

"Don't fight it," he growled, still thrusting despite having just climaxed. His cock remained impossibly hard inside her. "The temple is feeding us. Channeling through us."

The water cocoon pulsed with their shared heartbeat, glowing brighter with each thrust. Ancient machinery groaned to life beneath them, gears turning for the first time in millennia. The temple floor began to rotate slowly, rearranging itself like an elaborate puzzle.

"Second site," the Oracle panted, her eyes rolling back as another orgasm built impossibly fast. "Second—oh god—second alignment!"

The Null Priest lifted her other leg, wrapping both around his waist as he pressed her harder against the pillar. The new angle drove him impossibly deeper, making her cry out with each thrust.

"Feel it," he commanded, his voice strained with pleasure and purpose. "The balance point shifting."

She did feel it—a tectonic realignment not just in the temple but within her own body. Where once her power had been wild and uncontained, now it flowed in disciplined channels. And where the Priest had once been a void, he now pulsed with controlled energy.

"We're changing," she gasped, her inner walls clenching around him as another climax approached. "Both of us—the world—everything—"

"Yes," he hissed, his thrusts becoming erratic as his own control slipped. "That's the point."

The temple's rotation accelerated, water and light spinning around them in a dizzying vortex. The Oracle felt herself approaching a precipice far greater than ordinary pleasure—a transformation that would rewrite her very essence.

"I'm scared," she admitted, the confession torn from somewhere deep and vulnerable.

The Null Priest's eyes locked with hers, his expression softening for the briefest moment. "I know." His hand cupped her face with surprising tenderness. "But I've got you."

Their lips met in a kiss that was almost gentle—a stark contrast to the relentless rhythm of their bodies, in that moment...
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	    About the Author

        
            The Architect's true identity remains shrouded in mystery, though whispers among literary circles suggest he may be more than merely human. His intimate understanding of power dynamics, transformation, and primal desires hints at personal experience with forces beyond mortal comprehension.
Some say he walks among ancient forests at twilight, gathering stories directly from the spirits and creatures that dwell there. Others claim he's an immortal being who has witnessed countless transformations throughout history, now sharing these tales through the lens of modern narrative.
His writing carries an almost hypnotic quality, drawing readers deep into realms where pleasure and power intertwine. Whether crafting tales of urban corruption or primal forest magic, The Architect demonstrates an uncanny ability to expose the hidden desires that drive human nature.
Critics note that his work often features themes of isolation transformed into connection, suggesting personal experience with the loneliness of power. His characters undergo profound psychological and physical changes, hinting at the author's deep understanding of transformation both mental and corporeal.
The Architect never appears at public events, preferring to maintain an air of mystery. Some readers claim his books have transformative properties, inducing vivid dreams and awakening primal desires. Whether these effects are intentional or simply the product of masterful writing remains unknown.
Currently, The Architect continues to produce works that blur the line between reality and fantasy, leading some to question whether his stories are truly fiction at all.
 

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at The Architect’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



d2d_images/ata_image.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Super Sex

Dominance Denial

y





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

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

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





