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Wendy has taken
a liking to new boy Ian, and decided to tease him a little.
However, Wendy and Eve discover he's got a very big secret, and
soon he's sharing it with both girls!

 


The next day at
work, Eve was hanging her coat in the small cloakroom when Wendy
burst into the room, a broad smile across her pretty face.

'What do you
think?' she asked, spinning on the spot to show off the red mini
dress she was wearing.

'Is it a bit
short? I mean it's very nice, but everyone will be getting a flash
of your knickers!'

'Not if I'm
careful and ladylike!' They both laughed. 'I put the black
stockings on to complete the look - see?'

'Sorry love,
you've lost me.'

'Well, after
you left last night I got talking to Ian. He's really shy, but
quite nice. Anyway, turns out that he's a big Star Trek fan, so I
thought I'd dress up like that woman who used to work the radio
thingy for Captain Kirk.'

'Good job he's
not into Star Wars, you'd have had to dress up as Darth Vader!'

'I wouldn't
mind, as long as I got my hands on his light sabre!' Eve groaned at
her friend's one track mind and she responded by putting on a look
of being offended. 'Eve, it was your idea to seduce him!'

'I didn't
exactly say that….'

'Well, maybe
not, but I've been thinking. I've decided it's a great idea! I
might have to be a bit more subtle than usual though - I don't want
to scare him off!'

'You and subtle
don't exactly go together. How is dressing up like a character from
Star Trek subtle?'

'We've got to
have a shared interest, haven't we? You watch, he'll love it!'

Eve didn't have
long to wait to see what effect Wendy's little idea had. That lunch
time, Ian was sitting alone with a science fiction magazine in the
staff canteen. Eve had been there when he came in, but he had sat
has far away from her as possible, obviously keen to read in peace.
He was not about to get his wish, however, as Wendy bounced into
the room and sat next to him.

'Hi Ian! What's
that you're reading?'

'Just an
article about Klingons.'

'What a
coincidence!' She smiled at him, indicating her dress. He obviously
didn't see the similarity so Wendy put one finger in her ear and a
serious look on her face.

'Message from
Starfleet, Captain.' Ian exploded with laughter and noticeably
relaxed.

'Lieutenant
Uhura! Of course! I'm really impressed - I didn't know you were
such a fan!'

'Well, I'm not
really, but I thought it'd be a laugh. Does it look right?'

'Oh yes, apart
from the black edging of course. Really it should have a Starfleet
insignia too, but you could probably get one if you wanted to.'

'I wasn't sure
if she wore tights or stockings.' Again Ian laughed.

'I've never
really thought about it! Tights, I suppose. Her dress was really
short.'

'Shorter than
this?'

'Oh yes, that
show was made in the sixties, you know!'

Wendy slowly
began to slide the dress up her thighs.

'How short,
exactly?' Eve wasn't sure if Wendy was expecting Ian to shout
'stop' at some point, but the sight of her ample stocking clad
thighs seemed to have hypnotized him. Gradually Wendy revealed the
tops of her stockings, and Eve heard Ian catch his breath as the
creamy skin beyond came into view. 'I'm sure you never got a
glimpse of her undies, Ian!' Wendy laughed, as a tiny pair of
panties with a little logo printed on the front appeared. Eve
didn't know whether to look at Wendy's cute red knickers or the
rather spectacular bulge in Ian's trousers! She'd never seen a hard
on so obviously trying to escape. He must have something worth
exploring in there, she thought.

Suddenly Ian
jumped to his feet, and the bulge seemed bigger than ever. For a
second, Eve thought he was about to get his cock out, but the shy
young man excused himself and almost ran for the door. The girls
laughed quietly, not wanting the departing Ian to overhear.

'I'll bet I
know where he's going, and what he'll be doing when he gets there!'
giggled Eve. The two girls looked at each other for a second before
Wendy broke the silence.

'Let's go!' she
whispered, getting up and heading for the corridor. It was against
her better judgment, but Eve quickly followed her friend towards
the men's toilets.

When they got
there Wendy carefully pushed the door open. It was thankfully
empty, apart from one cubicle. Putting a finger to her lips, Wendy
urged Eve into the next cubicle with her and they quietly locked
the door and listened.

'Christ, what a
body!' It was Ian's voice, muttering to himself. 'God, I wish I
could have her! Mmm, yeah, fuck her, she's so hot!' Wendy silently
stood on the toilet seat and popped her head over the dividing
wall. Eve felt sure Ian would notice this intrusion, but from the
deep breathing and groaning she could hear that he was obviously
concentrating on wanking himself! After a few moments, Wendy
stepped down again. She seemed pale and rather shocked - Eve had
expected a cheeky grin and the flushed face that Wendy always had
when she was turned on. Curiosity got the better of her and she
stepped up for a peek. She would never forget the sight that met
her eyes. Ian was wanking the biggest cock she had ever seen. Danny
had once bought her a DVD of some very well hung porn stars, but
Ian was even more impressive! He had pulled his foreskin back to
reveal a head that was almost the size of a fist, and he was
running his hands down a shaft that looked more like a forearm than
a cock. He stroked his cock from head to base with alternate hands
and as Eve watched dumbfounded, she realized that there was room on
his cock for both of his hands, with plenty of room to spare. It
was so big that his thumb and forefinger didn't actually meet! As
Eve watched, he suddenly came without warning, squirting an
impressive load that flew across the cubicle and spattered against
the wall. Eve jumped down again and the two girls waited silently
while Ian cleaned up next door and somehow got that monster cock
back into his trousers. Soon, Ian left the cubicle, washed his
hands and left, leaving the two girls to sneak out a few moments
later.

Back at the
reception desk, they discussed their shocking discovery.

'Eve, tell me I
didn't imagine that!'

'No, it was
very real. Unbelievable, but very real.'

'But God, it
was massive! Not big - massive! That just can't be a real cock, can
it? Do you think there's something wrong with him?' Eve couldn't
help but laugh as her friend tired to rationalize what she had just
seen.

'It seemed in
perfect working order to me!'

'But that's
just too big! I mean, we all like a big cock, but that would hurt,
wouldn't it?'

'Oh Wendy, it's
not that big! True, you'd have to be careful, but no cock is too
big to fuck with.'

'Are you saying
you could cope with that?'

'Think about it
Wendy, if you were really wet and you spread yourself for him he'd
be able to get the head in, wouldn't he?'

'Maybe just
about.'

'Then it's just
how deep he goes!'

'Yeah, but it's
not just long, it's thick!'

'If a baby can
come through there, the biggest cock in the world should be
fine!'

'Okay Eve, why
don't you go and deep throat him then Mrs. Expert?' Wendy laughed,
her sunny smile returning at last.

'Now I didn't
say that!' The two girls sat in silence for a few moments, both
thinking about their new workmate.

'We're both
thinking the same thing, aren't we Eve?'

'Yes love. I
don't like to turn my back on a challenge.'

'We're going to
have to seduce him, aren't we?'

'Yes, I think
so!'

'Only one thing
- I'll let you have him first!' Again the girl's laughter filled
the office.

 


The next day,
John bumped into Eve in the office corridor.

'Eve, come into
Charlotte's office for a second, I've got something interesting to
tell you.' Seeing the skeptical expression on her face, he smiled.
'Honestly, I have! I'm not going to try it on at work, not after
what we've been told! Charlotte's in a meeting with Lucy and
Latimer. It won't take a minute.' Slipping into the deserted
office, John pulled the door to behind Eve. 'I've been chatting
with Jenny and got some really good gossip out of her! She's really
embarrassed about getting drunk and I think she let slip a couple
of things she didn't mean to.'

'Come on then,
spit it out - I'm dying with anticipation!'

'Well, I asked
her about a photo of a young couple and her that I'd seen at her
place. She went to university with them and they're all really good
friends, apparently. Anyway, she told me they stay over, in that
spare room, quite a lot. I just asked her straight out if that was
why there was a spy hole in the wall and she said yes without
thinking! Of course, she realized what she'd said straight away and
tried to say no, and made up some lame story about how it was there
when she bought the house, but she was obviously lying - she went
as red as a beetroot!'

'So, she likes
to watch, does she?'

'Oh yes! I
don't think she's ever joined in - they probably don't even know
she's watching them.'

'I wonder if
it's the guy or the girl that she's keen on?'

'Maybe
both!'

'Mmm, that
girl's got hidden depths. Thanks for telling me, John. Are you
trying to get into her knickers?'

'Well that was
the idea, but she seems really shy.'

'Virgin?'

'I don't think
so. I did wonder if she's started obsessing over this couple and
let her own love life die.'

'I'm sure
you're more than ready to bring it back to life again!' As they
left the office they were surprised by the sight of Charlotte, Lucy
and Latimer heading down the corridor towards them.

'My office
please, Eve', commanded Charlotte and Eve was sure she was in
trouble for using the boss' office. However, once the two women
were alone in the office, the distress on Charlotte's face banished
Eve's worry, replacing it with concern.

'Charlotte,
whatever's the matter?'

'Oh Eve, I
can't believe I've been so stupid! After all the warnings I've
given to everyone else, I go and make the very same mistake! I'm a
foolish woman indeed to imagine that a man like that would be so
easy to manipulate!' Eve could see that she was on the verge of
tears and was shocked to see her boss' cool sophistication crumbing
in front of her. Charlotte sat on a small two seat sofa that she
had recently installed in a free corner of the room, and Eve sat
next to her. Looking into Charlotte's big brown eyes, Eve could see
the tears beginning to form there as she took both her hands in her
own.

'What's
happened?'

'Well, Lucy and
I were discussing the situation in the office and decided we'd be
able to persuade that …. man to come round to our way of thinking,
as it were. He must be made of stone, or impotent!'

'Charlotte,
tell me what he's done to upset you.'



'Oh nothing,
really. He just looked at the two of us as though we were a couple
of old hags.' She looked at Eve's uncomprehending face and smiled a
little.

'I do
appreciate your concern, but no harm's been done. Have you noticed
Lucy and I are both wearing dresses today? We decided to wear
something that opens at the front easily and give him a flash at
the same time. Lucy was sure his tongue would hang out and he'd be
putty in our hands, so to speak.'

'I can't
believe he turned you two down!'

'Well, we both
feel pretty foolish, I can tell you. We were in the conference
room, going through some financial projections and Lucy gave me a
wink, so we both just opened our dresses, as if we did it all the
time, and just waited for a reaction. Lucy was standing by the
display boards and I was by the water cooler. For a moment I
thought we had him. He looked from me to Lucy, taking in the
stockings and lingerie but just told us that we were embarrassing
ourselves, and that we should cover ourselves up! Then he even said
if we ever did anything similar that we'd face serious
repercussions - the pompous fool! I feel such an idiot!' Charlotte
stood up and walked to the window, wanting to hide her tears from
Eve, who felt so sorry for her.

'Charlotte?'
The boss turned to look at her young friend again. 'I know you're
upset, but please understand - you're so beautiful!'

'Thank you - I
needed to hear that.'

'Now, why don't
you show me exactly what you did?' smiled the younger woman.
Charlotte smiled again, grateful for the support she was getting,
and unbuckled a clasp at the front of her dress. Confident again,
she let the dress fall open, revealing black stockings, tight black
panties and a bra her boobs were spilling out of.

'Wow!'

'At least
someone appreciates me', smiled Charlotte, quickly doing her self
up again. 'However, it seems our good times here are well and truly
over!' Thinking about Ian and his oversized cock, and John's news
about Jenny's little secret, Eve wasn't so sure, but she decided to
say nothing for the moment.

 


Now Wendy knew
how much Ian liked her, she became merciless in her flirting,
teasing the poor young man until he had to excuse himself, as often
as not heading for the gents, though the girls had decided
following him for another look at his unbelievable member was
unwise. During a lunch break, Wendy discussed with Eve how they
could take things further.

'Eve, it's
impossible! How can I seduce a man who runs off when he gets a hard
on?' Eve smiled at her friend's question, as to the point as
ever.

'Maybe you're
scaring him!'

'Well, what
about today? I just showed him some holiday snaps and he did a
runner again!'

'I don't
suppose they were photos of local landmarks though, we they?'

'Well, there
were one or two topless ones my mates took and….' Wendy smiled her
mischievous smile.

'Go on -
what?'

'Well, I took
one or two photos for an old boyfriend ages ago and I thought it'd
be a surprise for him if I popped it in with the others.'

'I don't
suppose it was a photo of you dressed up for a wedding, looking
smart and sophisticated?'

'Er, no. This
lad was always eating bananas, so for a joke I took a picture of
myself with one.'

'I don't need
to ask, do I?' laughed Eve.

'It's not as
easy to get a banana in your fanny as you'd think, you know! Then I
had to get on all fours and photograph myself in the mirror. I was
quite proud of that shot.'

'And here's me
thinking you might be scaring him off!' The two girls were both
laughing now. They'd become firm friends and were comfortable with
each other, their two personalities blending well.

'Seriously, you
need to back off. Also you need to put him in a position where he
can't run off.'

'What, tie him
up?'

'No! Listen,
we've got plenty of work to do at the moment. Why don't you ask him
to stay late and help you?'

'Eve, I'm not
taking that cock on alone! You're staying too!'

'Okay', smiled
Eve, 'he'll probably be happier if we're both out there. He'll
probably freak out if he thinks you want to seduce him.'

'Fair point,
but how do we go about stopping him doing another runner?'

'Don't worry
Wendy, I've got an idea….'

 


Ian was very
conscientious and agreed to stay late without turning a hair when
Wendy asked him. Probably a reflection of his lack of a social
life, she thought, but wisely said nothing. When the evening in
question came around, the three of them were sitting at separate
desks in a back office, labouriously sorting and filing paperwork.
Wendy kept glancing at Eve with a quizzical look, obviously
impatient for the action to begin, but Eve bided her time, waiting
for the right moment.

'Ian, I need to
talk to you.' Ian turned in his seat and faced Eve. 'As you may
know, I'm the designated first aid and medical officer for the
office.' Wendy, who Ian now had his back to, looked on open
mouthed. She could guess Eve's intention, but couldn't believe her
audacity. However, Eve was gambling that Ian's sense of duty and
habit of unquestioningly doing what he was told at work would
overcome his common sense.

'Anyway, as
medical officer, I need to ask you some questions. I thought I'd
wait till the office was quiet and now there's just the three of
us….you don't mind, do you?'

'No, I suppose
not', replied Ian, obviously a little uncomfortable.

'I thought
you'd want Wendy here. I know you're friends and technically
there's supposed to be a witness present, for your protection.' Eve
moved to sit on Ian's desk, careful not to move too close.

For the next
five minutes she asked Ian a series of questions about his health
and past illnesses, pretending to note his responses on a
clipboard. She had prepared for the occasion and when she felt he
was a little more comfortable, she took a deep breath and started
on the second part of her plan.

'Ian, I do also
need to ask some questions about your sexual health. All your
replies are confidential, but because some STDs are quite
dangerous, the company needs to know your situation, okay?'

'Sure.' Ian
looked a little startled, but Eve guessed that if he had little or
no sexual experience, he probably thought he wouldn't have any
questions to answer. Sure enough, as Eve rattled off every sexual
disease she could think of, Ian answered that he had never had it
with some confidence. Behind Eve, Wendy was still trying to work
away as normal, but was obviously listening. She was starting to
squirm in her seat too, thinking about the excitement that
hopefully lay a few minutes away.

It was time for
Eve to deliver the big question.

'Ian, do you
ever check yourself for genital flaxions?' Ian looked confused,
which was unsurprising as flaxions were a figment of Eve's
imagination!

'Flaxions are a
microscopic organism that lives on the skin in the genital area.
They're quite harmless, but are very contagious and can be nasty if
left untreated. They can even spread without sexual contact.'

'Er, I'm sure I
haven't got them', stammered Ian, suddenly uncomfortable again.

'Of course, but
you do need to check, you know', Eve smiled. 'Do you know how to
check yourself?' Of course you don't, she thought, because I've
made all this up!

'I don't…' Ian
hesitated.

'Well, it's
really easy. Let me show you. Stand up, then!' Ian stood without
thinking. As Eve hoped, he was so used to doing what he was told he
was going along with her plan. A little more care was needed now,
however, if he was not to bolt for the door again.

Ian was now
facing Wendy again, who was torn between staring and pretending
everything was perfectly normal.

'Now don't
worry Ian, I'm not about to pull your trousers down!' The three
laughed together. 'Could I ask you to undo your belt and the top of
your trousers? It's just so I can see a little bit of your tummy,
don't worry.' Ian seemed okay with this and started fumbling with
his buckle. Eve swiftly sank to her knees and grabbed the top of
his trousers. You're not going anywhere now, she thought. Taking
care to only expose a small area of flesh below his belly button,
she positioned herself in front of him and placed the tips of the
first two fingers of her free hand on his exposed stomach.

'You see Ian,
if you just touch the skin gently like this, you should feel any
flaxions as a hard bump, like a grain of sand.' As she let her
fingertips slide across his skin, she became aware of a growing
bulge in his crotch. With his trousers half undone, his swelling
cock had little to restrain it and it quickly began to push against
Eve's forearm.

'Sorry Eve, I
think I need to go to the loo.'

'One second,
almost done. Just need to check a little lower.' With that, Eve
deftly pulled his trousers and pants down a little, just enough to
free that impressive erection. Before Ian could react, she grabbed
it with her right hand and held it to the side, continuing her
fingertip examination with her left hand.

'Almost done
Ian. I just need to hold your willy out of the way for a second.
That's okay, isn't it?'

'Yes', came the
faint reply. He was truly trapped now! The only way he could escape
was by prising Eve's fingers off his shaft first, and he was far
too embarrassed to try that. Eve was more concerned that his cock
would free itself as it kept swelling and her hand struggled to
enclose it.

'Oh Wendy,
could you have a look at this please?' asked Eve, in the most
professional voice she could muster. Wendy was kneeling next to her
almost instantly, and they looked at each other across Ian's
crotch. Wendy winked slyly.

'Wendy, do you
think that's a flaxion?' asked Eve, rubbing a fingertip by the base
of Ian's penis and making him groan.

'Well, it could
be, but the skin does look smooth', she replied, letting her
fingers glide along the side of his now completely erect cock. It
was truly magnificent. Eve's fingers no longer met where she held
it at the base, it was so thick. Wendy gazed at it with awe,
thinking it must be well over twelve inches long. Her fingers were
still gently sliding along the shaft and head, before another groan
from Ian brought her back to reality.

'Oh sorry Ian,
I was miles away! Your cock is a really nice one and I couldn't
resist a little play! I do hope you don't mind', Wendy smiled up at
him, happy to have finally got her hands on what she wanted. Ian's
cock twitched in response before he spoke.

'Well no, I
don't mind, but….'

'Wendy, I think
he's trying to tell you he's worried about making a mess on the
carpet!'

'Oh, do you
need to come, Ian? Sorry, of course you must do. Let me take care
of that for you.' With another sly wink at Eve, Wendy eased back
Ian's foreskin and gently enclosed the tip of the head with her
full red lips. Almost immediately, Ian groaned again as he came.
Wendy gave a little squeak of surprise and Eve guessed Ian's load
had rocketed to the back of her mouth. This was his fantasy girl
gently sucking his knob, and if he was ever going to blow his load
in style, it was going to be now!

After a few
seconds of Wendy softly stroking more squirts from him with her
nimble fingers, Ian finally seemed spent. Wendy opened her mouth to
release him and Eve noticed it was almost full of sperm, her teeth
and tongue glistening with the sticky fluid. She quickly closed her
mouth and swallowed, smiling up at Ian and whispering 'thank you'
in a quiet voice.

Ian was almost
in shock, but his hose-like member was still quite firm as he stood
quite still, eyes closed, in a world of his own. Wendy had a
shocked expression on her face as she leant over to whisper to
Eve.

'I thought I
was going to drown! Christ Eve, what a cock!' Eve still had her
hand round the base and decided she had been a spectator for long
enough.

'Well Ian,
there's obviously nothing wrong with your cock, and as we're in
this position I suggest we have a little fun.' Ian opened his eyes
and looked down at Eve. For a moment he seemed a different person.
He'd discovered the delights of sex and worries about Latimer,
shyness and embarrassment had all disappeared. Eve began to let her
hand slide along the cock's length, and she felt it begin to
stiffen again. 'Wendy and I have wondered if you were a virgin, but
I don't want to embarrass you by asking. We'd both like you to fuck
us, and I guess you'd like to fuck as well.'

'Oh thanks! I
mean, yes, of course I'd like to! I….well, I guess it'll be
obvious, so yes I am a virgin, but I really like you both!'

'Don't worry
Ian, Wendy and I will look after you. When we've finished you won't
have any worries about sex. I know you've got a soft spot for
Wendy, but I'll help!' Wendy stood up and gave Ian a friendly
cuddle, which soon turned into an open-mouthed kiss. Eve took the
opportunity to suck on his cock. She managed to get the head into
her mouth, but as it swelled again she released it - it really was
so big that her jaw had begun to ache! Now thoroughly turned on,
she began to lick and kiss the head, enjoying playing with such a
impressive cock and feeling really wet herself. She was rudely
interrupted by a friendly kick from Wendy, now standing above
her.

'I think you've
got something that's mine', she smiled. Ian and Wendy looked so
comfortable together that for a moment Eve felt a little awkward,
but Ian quickly dispelled her fears.

'Eve, would you
help me fuck Wendy?' he asked, now grabbing the base of his cock
himself, as if to give him some confidence.

'Of course,
darling! Let's get these trousers off first.' As Eve helped Ian
strip below the waist, Wendy quickly removed his shirt and he was
soon naked. Wendy was down to a pretty matching bra and panties,
her glorious curves revealed, her trademark smile in place. 'Now
Ian, I think you're just the right height. If Wendy lies on the
desk, you can stand and enter her that way.' Eve quickly grabbed
Wendy's knickers and pulled them down, her giggling friend
obligingly stepping out of them. Wendy sat on the desk's edge and,
coyly looking up at Ian through her curly fringe, slowly spread her
ample thighs, revealing a sprinkling of golden pubes above a pretty
pink slit, glistening moistly. Ian's cock was now rock hard again
as he gazed at the object of his fantasies laid open before him.
Eve stood by Wendy's side and reached for her pussy. 'Look Ian, can
you see how wet she is? That means she's ready for you. Let me just
part those pussy lips a little, there, see how pink it is inside.
Let me show you her clitoris too, look, there it is! It's really
sensitive, you'll give her a lot of pleasure if you focus on it.'
Eve couldn't resist gently rubbing it with a fingertip for a second
and Wendy whimpered with pleasure. To Eve's surprise, Ian took the
initiative and, brushing Eve's fingers aside, began to rub the clit
with the tip of his cock.

'Oh Christ!'
shouted Wendy, almost literally dripping with passion now. 'That is
truly magnificent!' Ian smiled, confidence building now and Eve
decided it was time. She gently guided his cock to Wendy's pussy
and urged him to push. She gasped as she watched him slowly sink
into Wendy - from her ringside seat it was truly a magnificent
sight. Any worries Wendy had about his size were forgotten, though
she looked a little concerned when, with Eve's prompting, he began
to slide his cock in and out of her. At first, Eve ensured he was
only allowing the first few inches to sink into Wendy, and her
gasps told them both that she was more than impressed with the
effect that had on her! The giant cock seemed the stretch the outer
lips of Wendy's sopping pussy, and Eve was amazed at the way it
gradually expanded her pussy to cope with its throbbing length and
meaty thickness. After about five minutes, he had managed to work
his entire length into her and she had come three times!

She encouraged
him on, telling him it was the best fuck she had ever had, urging
him to keep sliding that cock and to make her come again. Each time
she did she sighed and gasped, even thanking him. Eve was
hypnotized by the constant back and forth of his cock, shiny and
wet, probing deeply before sliding almost completely free, then
plunging deep again. Every time it slid back she marveled at its
length - it just seemed so impossibly big! Then it would sink back
into the panting young blonde, a warm flush on her skin, pleasure
making her tremble, and Eve marveled again at how her friend could
accommodate it all. Even Wendy could not endure such pleasure
forever, and whispered one last request to her new lover.

'Come inside
me, baby!' Eve was feeling very left out, but was happy for her
friend, now on cloud nine and in a sexual haze. Ian sank completely
into her and Eve had no doubt he was spunking in her friend as he
almost howled with delight. Wendy was coming again too - it was
truly beautiful to see them in ecstasy together.

When their
orgasms had faded, they both turned to smile at Eve, Ian still
inside Wendy.

'Sorry I've
hogged him', smiled her friend.

'I did want to
fuck you too', said Ian, a broad grin on his face.

'Don't worry
Ian, you will - soon!' laughed Eve.

 


Don't miss 'Sex In The Office 8 - Doing It
With Strangers' - available now from the website you purchased this story
from!

Thanks very much for purchasing this story
and the earlier episodes. I very much appreciate your continued
custom.

If you'd like to contact me, search for Rory
Hitch on Facebook - I'd love to hear from you! I'm particularly
keen to hear your views on the 'Sex In The Office' series - what
you like, what you don't like etc. I love writing these stories,
and if I can make them more enjoyable for you that would be
fantastic!

I'll also be posting messages about stories
I'm writing and letting everyone know when they are published.

Thanks for
reading my stories - Rory.
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	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";
	}
}



