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Summary

I was crazy about him, but I was still only eighteen and he was my best friend’s dad.

I’ve been head-over-heels for my best friend’s smoking hot dad, Adam, for years. Of course with me being too young and him being married I’ve never actually done anything about it. Except now I’m in college and he’s divorced, and Keri and I are spending weekends over at his house keeping him company because he’s been so upset.

And somehow I’ve managed to kiss him and ruin everything. I don’t know what to do, and I’m too scared to go back. But now Keri has the flu and wants me to go by and check on him for her. It’s the chance I’ve been longing for and dreading at the same time.

What’s going to happen when I go back? Will Adam kiss me again?
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Tempting My Best Friend’s Dad

“I’M GOING TO DROP BY DAD’S,” Keri called out from her room. “Do you want to come along?”

I leaned back from my computer and thought about it for a minute. Keri and I had been best friends since seventh grade and I had spent more time at her house than mine when we were growing up. I hadn’t seen her dad since well before the divorce, though, about the time Keri and I first got our apartment together three months before. From what Keri had told me, the divorce had completely devastated him.

“I’d like to, but I don’t want to intrude.”

Keri poked her head through my doorway with a toss of her golden curls. “Don’t be silly. They always thought of you as another daughter. Hell, I’m sure there were plenty of times they would have been happy to trade me for you. You were always the good one.” She made a face and stuck out her tongue at me, then grinned.

“Well, as much trouble as you kept getting into, who could blame them?” 

“Ha! You did the exact same things I did; you were just smarter about not getting caught. And you won’t be intruding. It’ll make his day if you come with me.” She frowned a little. “I’m worried, Crystal. This hit him really hard, and I don’t think he has been taking very good care of himself. He looked pretty ragged when I went by a couple of weeks ago.”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Sure, I’d love to see him.”

That wasn’t an exaggeration, although Keri didn’t know it. I’ve had a crush on her dad since I was sixteen—one of those really good ones that never quite goes away, and sneaks up out of nowhere to nail you just about the time you think you’re over it. For the last three months I had begged off going by there with Keri because I simply couldn’t stand the thought of seeing him so hurt. I still couldn’t understand how Keri’s mom could have left him. He was the last guy in the world who deserved what his wife had done to him. And far, far worse was the nagging little voice in the back of my mind that kept whispering that the man of my dreams was single, now. I was terrified of that voice, and of what it might talk me into doing when I was in the same room with a now very-divorced Adam Dawson.

Half an hour later we pulled up into his driveway. Keri led the way in, not bothering to knock.

“Dad, we’re here,” she announced.

There was no answer. While she ran upstairs to look for him, I wandered into the kitchen. Through the window there I could see Adam out on the deck, surrounded by stacks of wood and tools. I leaned on the counter and just watched him for a little while, admiring the smooth play of the muscles in his arms as he worked and the way his jeans clung to his tight ass. The look of intense concentration in his cool, blue eyes and the sure movements of his hands on his tools were every bit as sexy as that hard body of his. For years I had been fantasizing about those strong hands moving across my skin with that same firm assurance; it got me moist just thinking about it. That was a reaction I had a lot around Adam.

I could have stood there watching him all afternoon, but Keri was going to come downstairs again any second and wonder why I hadn’t said anything. With a little sigh of regret I tapped on the glass to get his attention. Adam looked up and when he recognized me standing there, his face split in a huge grin that made my heart race and sent a pulse of heat rushing all the way down to my toes.

“He’s out working on the deck,” I shouted up to Keri, and slipped through the back door so I could enjoy a few precious seconds alone with her father.

I made it two steps onto the deck before Adam swept me up into a bear hug against his broad chest. Warm spice and fresh sawdust filled my nostrils, strong male scents that suited him so well. All too quickly he was setting me back on my feet with a gentle peck on the cheek. The touch of his lips on my skin made me shiver. I longed to turn my head and press my lips against his, but I grabbed hold of myself and forced a smile.

“I’m glad you were finally able to come by,” he told me. “You’re looking well.”

“So are you,” I said, but his face was thinner than I remembered, and there were dark circles under his eyes.

Three months ago Keri’s mom and Adam’s best friend had abandoned their jobs and families without warning to run away together. Divorce papers appeared in the mail a couple of days later with no explanation, and when Keri finally talked to her mom, the reasons she gave for leaving were vague. Keri’s mom had always been kind of flighty, jumping from job to job and never finishing anything she started. When I looked up into Adam’s smiling eyes, I could only conclude that his ex-wife was either a total idiot or batshit insane. Probably both.

“Hi, Daddy.”

Adam treated Keri to the same welcome he had given me, and then stood smiling happily at us. 

“So what are you making?”

Adam’s smile vanished and he gave Keri a cool look. “Rifle rack,” he stated blandly. “I’m thinking of taking up shooting as a hobby.”

She stared at him until the twinkle in his eyes betrayed him and I started to giggle. “Daddy!”

“It’s a bookcase, Keri. I’ve been doing a lot more reading lately, and the books are starting to pile up.”

The man already had a houseful of books—books on everything you could think of–and smart is so damned sexy. I might have wished he read just a little less, though; I had some ideas on other ways he could spend his time. Of course that was never going to happen so long as Adam kept thinking of me as Daughter Number Two, and with Keri around I would never dare to hint at wanting to be anything more. To be perfectly honest, I didn’t know if I would have dared anything even without Keri around. I was crazy about him, but I was still only eighteen and he was my best friend’s dad—old enough to be my own father. People tend to be twitchy about things like that.

“Well, you can work on it some more tomorrow,” she said. “Right now you need to go get cleaned up so we can take you to dinner.”

Adam gave a long-suffering sigh. “All right, but this time you’re taking me somewhere they serve beer. No more fast food drive-throughs. We have a guest.”

He winked at me and dodged Keri’s outraged spluttering to duck into the house. Keri followed him with a furious string of protests that chased him up the stairs until he vanished into his bedroom.

“Oh, that man,” she fumed.

“He always knows how to yank your chain.”

Keri sighed. “How does he look to you?”

“Good.”

Blue eyes the same color as her father’s riveted on me, and I realized I had let just a smidge too much of my feelings color my response.

“A little tired, maybe, but good,” I added hastily. “He looks like he could use some sleep.” I was ready to volunteer to wear him out and then make sure he stayed in bed all night. What can I say? I’m just considerate that way. 

Twenty minutes later Adam reappeared, freshly scrubbed and wearing a dark gray shirt tucked into his jeans, with the scent of leather and spice heralding him down the stairs. He ran his fingers through tousled blonde curls still damp from the shower and grinned at us. I think I started to drool. I know I got wet again. The man cleaned up very nicely.

“So. What’s it to be, ladies?”

“Sushi?” Keri asked hopefully.

Adam gave her a pained look and jerked his thumb towards the unfinished bookcase out on the deck. “I’ve been working hard all day. Out in the sun. Is that the best you can offer your poor, starving father?”

“Oh, fine,” she pouted.

“Steak it is,” I announced, earning a wink from Adam. 

It was a little game we had been playing since before Keri and I started high school, and as usual we ended up at the little hole-in-the-wall place that Adam favored when one of us girls offered to buy dinner. While Keri and her father caught each other up on their latest news, I contented myself with just watching Adam and enjoying the warm glow I got from being near him. It had been too long, and as always after being absent for a while I found myself almost overwhelmed by him. I never understood it, but somehow Adam managed to hit all of my buttons without trying. Every single thing about him was sexy—the way he looked, the way he moved, the way he spoke, the way he smiled. Oh, damn but I had it bad.

Then I found myself looking straight into those indigo eyes as Adam turned to me and smiled. “And what have you been up to for the last few months, Crystal?”

His gaze never wavered as I gave him a rundown of my life since we had last spoken. That was another thing I loved about Adam; when he listened to you, you got his full attention. He had always been that way, even when Keri and I were kids and most other adults only half-listened to what we said if they didn’t brush us off completely. He wasn’t looking at my tits, and he wasn’t watching the game on the screen over my shoulder. He was totally focused on me, just as he had been on Keri a few minutes earlier. I wanted it to go on forever.

All too soon the evening ended, though, and before I knew it we were dropping Adam off back at his house. As he stepped out of the car he paused and stuck his head back inside.

“Why don’t you two come over again on Saturday and I’ll fire up the grill? I haven’t had a chance to do that for a while, and I could use the practice.”

Keri and I looked at each other and nodded. 

“Sure Daddy, we’ll come,” Keri said. “I have to work, but I’ll be over after.”

“Good,” he said, that grin lighting up his face again. “Thank you both for a wonderful evening, and I’ll see you next week.”

It felt like the longest week of my life. All I could think about was Adam, and I had to really fight to get through my homework and tests that week. It was like waiting for Christmas, except that I knew I wasn’t going to get to unwrap the present I wanted so badly. Dammit. Still, when I rolled out of bed on Saturday morning I was surprised to feel butterflies. You know how it is when you get on one of the big rollercoasters—you have that thrill of anticipation, but at the same time there’s a flutter in the pit of your stomach while you wait for the bottom to drop out? It was just like that.

The hours crawled by. Keri had gone to work that morning before I woke up, so I had the apartment all to myself. I tried to study and get some homework done, but it was a waste of time. I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t think about anything but seeing Adam again, and how wonderful it had felt to be in his arms last week, if only for a moment. Before I knew it my panties were wet and an insistent flutter had started deep inside my pussy. There was no ignoring it, now.

I padded back to my room, where I stripped off my t-shirt and panties and pulled my vibrator from its hiding spot in the back of the nightstand drawer. The covers on my bed were cool, and my nipples crinkled as I sank back into them. I wet my fingers against my tongue and softly rubbed my hard, pink knobs, stroking and kneading them until my pussy thrummed from the hot jolts of pleasure shooting through my center. I cupped and squeezed my tits, then ran my hands down my sides and across the taut muscles of my flat stomach, imagining that it was Adam’s strong hands touching me, exploring me. I continued down to the angles where my thighs joined my body, teasing along the edges of my smoothly shaven mound until I was covered in goose bumps. The feather-light touch of my fingers along my exposed lips made me shudder in mingled pleasure and anticipation.

My fingertips pressed into the moist furrow between my lips, and in still deeper to uncover the tight little fount hidden inside. Juices streamed from my burning snatch to coat my fingers and the inner part of my thighs. Slippery now, I grazed my fingertips over the rigid knot of my clit until it pulsed in time to the trembling in my cunt. The sharp, rich tang of sex infused the room as my pussy fluttered desperately with the need to be stuffed with hard, hot cock. God, how I wanted Adam to fill that hollow ache inside of me.

I snatched up my vibrator from the bed beside me, turned it on, and pushed it into the dampness between my thighs. The humming tip slid down the crease of my slit and along the narrow opening of my pussy, dancing back and forth to tease my quivering flesh until it tingled. I writhed and twisted against the firm softness of the tool as it stoked the fires inside of me to new heights. I let the first inch slide smoothly inside of me, where only one boy had ever been before, thrusting it slowly in and out and relishing in the feel of it gliding against the skin of my inner walls. I did it just a little, just enough to make myself moan from my insane craving for Adam’s shaft, then I pulled it out again and went back to circling the sensitive fringes of my pulsating hole.

A little further and the vibrations started to tickle the tight pink ring of my anus, the muscles there tightening involuntarily at the unusual pressure against them. Pulses of warmth grew around my little rosebud and swept up into my pussy, sending tingles through my whole body. No one had ever touched my ass, but in my mind Adam’s fingers and cock took it, possessed it, owned it as they did the rest of me. I was ready to be his, body and soul, and wanted to give myself to him in every way possible.

The ache between my legs had grown almost unbearable, and I brought the tip of the vibrator up to draw slow loops around the swollen flesh of my clit. I was so worked up by that time that the buzzing contact against my skin jerked me off the bed, my back arched and hips bucking. Hot tingles sizzled through my lower body, drawing my muscles taut and pumping still more nectar from my steaming cunt, and I heard myself moaning now in time to the motions of the vibrator. I spread my legs wide and thrust two fingers deep inside the liquid heat of my tunnel until I was drenched in waves of pleasure. My breath caught as the orgasm seized me and shook me, and I cried out as my pussy clamped down on my fingers and a flood of hot juices ran down the back of my legs and my ass.

I fell back gasping on the bed, my hand dripping with cum, as my muscles trembled and a few final pulses stirred in the depths of my cunt. After a second I flipped off the vibrator and let it fall to the bed beside me, and drew a long, shuddering breath. The recent memories of the look and smell and feel of Adam had made this one of the most intense orgasms of my life. The thought of how much more intense it could have been if Adam had actually been there and participating was a little scary. More than a little, truth be told. My one experience fucking a boy in my senior year had been less than spectacular, and I had no idea what to expect from an encounter with a real man like Adam Dawson. I just knew that it would be nothing like the time with Bobby Chandler.

I got up from the bed with a sigh and headed for the shower. I didn’t want to go over to Adam’s house reeking of sex. Of course I’d be soaking wet again five minutes after I got there, anyway. Damn it, damn it, damn it. It just wasn’t fair. I didn’t know how much of this I was going to be able to take.

I expected to see Keri’s car in the driveway when I pulled up at Adam’s house, but his car was the only one in sight. A little shiver ran through me as I realized that I was going to be alone with Adam, at least for a little while, but I steeled myself and rang the doorbell.

“Come in,” Adam called.

I found him in the kitchen working on a platter piled high with hamburger patties and sausages.

“Hi, Crystal,” he said, and I could feel the warmth of his smile on me like sunshine. “Keri didn’t come with you?”

“No, she’s working and I didn’t want to make her drive all the way back over to the apartment to pick me up. I figured she’d be here by now, though. Guess she had to stay late.”

“Well, it’s good to see you,” he told me, and bent to give me his customary peck on the cheek.

I don’t know what came over me. I didn’t plan it. But when he bent in I quickly turned my head so that it was my lips he found instead of the smooth skin of my cheek. He started back in surprise, but by then one of my hands was locked onto his shirt and the other had gone to his neck as I stood on my tiptoes to press myself up against him. For a second he didn’t respond to my hungered kiss, but then his arms went around me and his lips were pressing soft and warm against mine. My heart pounded in my chest as I slowly opened my mouth and my tongue darted tentatively against his lips. I was so afraid that he would push me away, but his arms locked behind me and pulled me tight against the hard muscles of his chest and stomach.

The hunger in his kiss as his tongue slid velvet-soft against mine startled me. He pushed deeper inside me, exploring and teasing until my nipples went hard and I felt myself getting wet despite the kernel of fear in my stomach that told me I had gotten in over my head. A little whimper escaped me as my stiff nipples rubbed against Adam’s chest, sending fiery tingles searing through me. That was it. I was ready to let him fuck me right there on the kitchen counter.

Then the front door banged open.

“Hey, Daddy! Crystal! One of you come help me with this stuff.”

We held the kiss for another second then pushed away from each other. There was a look of near panic in Adam’s eyes as he scooped up the tray of food and escaped out the back door.

“Be right there,” I managed to call out as I got hold of myself and went to help Keri bring in groceries.

I got a quick smile from her as I relieved her of half of the bags, then she gave me a questioning look.

“Are you all right?”

“Yeah, fine.”

“You didn’t have to run.”

I realized my chest was still heaving from the kiss. “Oh, I just didn’t want to leave you standing around out here waiting.”

“Thanks,” she said, but I caught an odd gleam in her eye as she headed into the house and a chill ran down my spine at the thought that she might suspect.

As always, everything Adam produced was grilled to perfection. We ate a huge meal and then snacked on the leftovers the rest of the evening while we watched movies. I couldn’t get Adam to meet my eyes, although I caught him casting furtive glances my way during the movies when he thought I wasn’t looking. Keri was oblivious to it all, but she was never out of the room long enough for Adam and me to say anything about what had happened. It just hung there between us all evening like the charge in the air during a thunderstorm.

It was late when we finally got home that night. By then I was so emotionally drained that I wanted nothing but to crawl into bed. As I brushed my teeth I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering just what in the hell I had done and terrified that I had just destroyed my relationship with Adam.

“Crystal.”

Keri stood in the doorway behind me. “Hm?”

“Is everything all right between you and Dad?”

I froze. “Sure. How come?”

“I don’t know. You both seemed to be acting weird all night. You were both way too polite. You never teased each other once. Is something going on?”

I thought of the look of panic I had seen on Adam’s face, and the way he wouldn’t look at me the rest of the evening. I wanted to hide under my blankets for the next six months, but I just shook my head. “Nope. Nothing.”

Keri gave me a long, measuring look. Finally she seemed satisfied.

“All right. I guess it was just my imagination.”

She turned as if to go, then stopped. “We’ve been friends for twelve years, now. If there was something going on, you know you could talk to me about it. Right?” 

“I know, Keri.”

“Good night, then.”

And now not only had I made out with her father, I had lied to my best friend. I was on a hell of a roll. I made up my mind then and there that I was going back to avoiding Adam and making excuses whenever Keri asked me to go with her to see him. I didn’t know of anything else I could do that wouldn’t make things worse.

Next Saturday afternoon I was in bed reading when Keri tapped on my door.

“Hey. I need a favor.”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“I feel awful, and I’m not going to be able to go by Dad’s today. Can I get you to run by there to check on him for me?”

I started to protest, but she held up a hand. “You don’t have to stay. Just drop by, say hello, see how he’s doing, and then you can bail.”

Her eyes pleaded with me, and I just couldn’t say no. “Okay.”

“Thanks, Crystal. I owe you one.”

I got up and started digging through my closet for something to wear. “Don’t worry about it. Do you need me to bring you anything?”

“Nah. I’m going to go to bed and try to sleep through it.”

“All right. I’ll be back in a bit, then.”

Adam’s car was in his driveway when I got there, so I knew he was home, but there was no answer when I rang the doorbell. I guessed he was probably in the back working again. When I tried the door it wasn’t locked, and I guessed Adam must have left it open for Keri.

He wasn’t in the back, either. I went up the stairs, past ordered ranks of pictures of the family. Adam’s bedroom door was open. The light was off, but a shaft of light came from the door to the master bathroom which was slightly ajar.

“Hello?” I called out.

No answer. I tiptoed into the bedroom and heard the shower running.

Time seemed to stop. I found myself standing against the wall by the bathroom door without knowing how I got there, my heart hammering in my chest. What the hell was I doing? I knew that I ought to turn around and march back downstairs and wait for Adam to come down. I knew that, but I couldn’t make myself move. He was right there, so close I could almost reach out and touch him, all alone. And Keri wasn’t going to show up at the last second this time to spoil the moment. I just needed to walk around the corner and throw myself in his arms.

It sounded great, except for me being too scared to move. What if he pushed me away? What if he didn’t? He was older and far more experienced and the raw hunger in his kiss had been a little terrifying. Bobby Chandler’s fumblings in the back seat of his dad’s Buick had not prepared me for this. I wasn’t ready. I couldn’t handle it. It would be much better to just go downstairs and then take things slowly with Adam. But I knew that if I didn’t go through with it now, it would be even easier to make excuses not to do anything the next time.

Seemingly of their own volition my fingers lifted to the buttons of my blouse and undid them one by one until it slipped from my shoulders to the floor. My bra followed it, and then my jeans and panties. I heard the water shut off, and the shower door creaked open.

Last chance. I still had enough time to grab my clothes and run out before he knew I was there. I took a deep breath and stepped through the doorway.

Adam’s eyes widened, but before he could say anything I had plastered myself against his dripping body and flung my arms around his neck. All the fight went right out of him. His arms circled around me, his hands running over the bare skin of my sides and down my hips to cup my ass and pull me tight against him. I looked into his eyes and saw the same longing mirrored there that I had felt for him since I was sixteen.

“Adam,” I whispered, then his mouth fell onto mine and there was no more talk, only a frenzy of tongues sliding and twisting together as our passions exploded.

I closed my eyes as my fingers twined into his wet curls, losing myself in the kiss. A warmth spread through my belly and through my pussy, and my nipples hardened into pink rocks against Adam’s chest. Between us I could feel the hot steel of his erection growing against me, and his fingers tightened in the soft flesh of my ass. As his tongue thrust deep into my mouth, I ground myself against his cock, loving the smooth feel of that satiny skin rubbing against me. I was out of my head with lust, moaning and gasping against Adam while his body set mine on fire.

Without breaking the kiss he maneuvered me through the door and into his bedroom. Blankets and pillows were swept aside as we fell onto his bed in a tangle of limbs with Adam underneath. He rolled us over to put himself on top and slid down so he could reach my tits. The wet heat of his lips and tongue on my rock-hard nipple shot through my body like an electric current. His hand found my other nipple and began to rub and knead it while his tongue swirled across the one still in his mouth until my tits felt like they were on fire.

As he licked and sucked, the iron heat of his cock throbbed against my thigh. It amazed me how something so hard could feel so soft and delicate at the same time, and I got a sudden craving to put it in my mouth, to taste it and suck it the way Adam was sucking on my tits. As soon as I thought of it I just had to have it; I wanted that even more than I wanted him inside my wildly thrumming pussy.

Now it was my turn to push Adam back down onto the bed. His eyes widened in surprise, but when he realized what I was doing he settled back against a pillow. I brushed my lips against the tight muscles of his stomach and felt him tremble as I hit a ticklish spot. As I turned towards his erection and moved lower down his body with slow, wet kisses my eyes kept focusing on Adam’s cock where it jutted rigidly before me, swaying slightly, bigger than anything I had seen, much less touched, before.

Adam shivered as the heat of my breath blew across his balls and I wrapped my fingers around his shaft. I slid the tip of my tongue over the tight skin of his sack, and then took one of his balls in my mouth to suck it gently. His shaft quivered and pulsed in my fist, and I began to slowly stroke it, eliciting a low moan of pleasure from Adam. His hand moved to caress the curve of my ass, down to my upper thigh, then into the cleft between my legs. I let his ball slip from my mouth, and went for the main course. Starting at the base of his shaft I licked my way up, pausing to wrap as much of my mouth as I could around his girth. I took my time, building up the tension in Adam and also giving myself time to get used to this. I had gone down on a couple of boyfriends in high school, but neither of them had been built like Adam. The swollen head looked like a purple plum on top of his shaft, slowly pulsing as though begging for the touch my lips.

I glanced back at Adam. His fingers slid up my cum-drenched slit until they found the hard little nub of my clit, rubbing light whorls over the sensitive skin. With a shudder of pleasure that ran through the core of my body I bent my head back to his cock. A thick drop of pre-cum had oozed from the tip, and I rubbed it all over my lips before dipping my head to take him into my mouth. His skin was like warm velvet against my tongue, so slick and so soft. Still pumping him with my fist, I explored every nook and cranny of him with my tongue, sliding along the tip and down the ticklish bottom of his head, and around the flared base where it met the shaft.

Adam gave a low, shuddering gasp as my mouth enveloped him with its slick warmth. 

“Oh, Crystal,” he moaned.

His hand moved back down my thigh and gripped it firmly, pulling. I settled the leg across him, figuring that he was trying to give me better access to his cock. It wasn’t until I felt the moist heat of his breath against my slit that I realized what he was doing. Hot tingles raced through my cunt at the thought of his mouth between my legs, and I damned near came at the first touch of his tongue against my swollen flesh. Oh, sweet god it felt good. For a minute I lost myself—I couldn’t think, couldn’t move, just crouched there with Adam’s dick still held tight in my mouth as his tongue wove curtains of pleasure over my pussy and clit. I had never felt anything like that in my life.

As the first shock wore off I went back to work on Adam’s cock, pulling it deeper into my mouth and lavishing attention on every square inch with my tongue. My head sank further and further down the shaft, and my hand drifted lower to pump the base and massage his balls.

Behind me, Adam’s hands spread my legs wider to allow him to explore even more of me with his tongue. From my clit he licked back along my furrow, teasing my lips until the soaking tunnel of my pussy opened before him. The soft warmth of his tongue slowly wandered around the rim, lapping up my juices as they poured from my throbbing snatch. Without warning he darted in, pressing his face into my softness as he pushed his tongue deep inside of me. I whimpered and ground my cunt against him, overwhelmed once more by the sensations he awoke in me, wanting as much of his tongue as I could possibly get inside of me. Gradually he withdrew his tongue to leave my snatch aching and empty once more, and returned to my clit. The tip of his tongue danced nimbly over that hard little lump of flesh, its caress sending me closer by the second to the brink of orgasm.

I stroked my fingernails lightly over the skin of Adam’s balls as I sucked hard on his shaft. As much as I wanted to, there was no way I could go all the way down on him; whenever the head of his cock slid along the back of my tongue I choked and almost gagged. I mentally promised to practice until I could, though. I wanted so much to be able to make him feel as good as he was making me.

Strong thumbs pressed against my ass, exposing my most private, intimate places. His tongue crept up along my slit to once again taste my drenched pussy, then slid up higher until it tickled the pink rosebud of my anus. My hips bucked as he touched that delicate spot. Sharp, hot tingles raced across my skin, setting my whole body aflame. Adam slipped two fingers into my sopping wet pussy as his tongue circled the ring of my ass. I jerked backwards, my back arching at this double-whammy of pleasure, forgetting all about his rod as my muscles locked and the room went dim.

My pussy tightened on his fingers and sent a gush of hot juices over his hand. I cried out Adam’s name and fell forward, my face in the angle of his thigh and cock, my heaving tits pressed into his stomach. He gave my asshole one last playful lick, slid his fingers from my quivering pussy, and pulled me up beside him.

I lay there nestled into his warmth for a minute, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm, but I still felt that need for a hard dick filling me, and Adam’s rod in my side was an insistent reminder that he hadn’t come, yet. I rolled over on my back and opened my legs, inviting. Adam moved on top of me and slid between my legs, his cock resting in the warm wetness of my slit. He dipped his head forward to kiss me. The hot, musky smell of my sex was strong on him, and I could taste myself when I licked my lips. The raw, tangy flavor sent me wild, driving into his mouth to suck my taste from his tongue.

Adam rocked his hips so that his rod slid up and down the length of my slit. The pressure against my clit restarted the trembling deep within my pussy again, but this time I knew that hollow need wasn’t going to go away until it was satisfied by Adam’s thick cock. Juices began pumping once more from my reawakened snatch to coat Adam’s shaft and balls with their slipperiness. He drew back and I could feel him positioning the head at my opening. Remembering the time with Bobby, I closed my eyes and braced myself.

Nothing happened. I opened my eyes again to find Adam watching me with a concerned look on his face.

“Crystal? Are you all right?”

“Yes. Why?”

“You tensed up on me.”

“It’s okay.”

Understanding dawned. “Oh, hell. You’re not a virgin, are you? You have done this before?”

I blushed and looked away. “Once.”

His eyebrows rose. “Once?”

“Yes, once. There hasn’t been anyone else that I wanted. Just you. For so long…”

“Once,” he muttered again, shaking his head in disbelief.

But he lowered himself carefully onto me, his lips soft and warm as they sought mine. His kiss this time was less insistent, more tender as he tried to soothe me. He went patiently, although I could feel his iron-hard rod quivering with barely suppressed desire. At last he felt the tension drain away from me, and my body responded to his touches with wanton desire. Fierce need burned within me, the fluttering inside demanding his cock to make it subside.

Already slick from my cum, the head of his cock parted my folds and slipped into the liquid heat of my tunnel. Once he was past the opening, though, it got a lot tighter and Adam could only press in slowly, a little at a time. Tingling warmth suffused through my cunt as his shaft stretched me and gradually pierced further and further inside. I wrapped my arms around Adam’s chest and clung to him. This was it—what I had wanted, what I had needed for so long.

“Oh, yes,” I breathed. “God, you feel so good inside me.”

I thrust back against him, forcing his cock deeper into me, arching my back to rub my nipples against his chest. As he sank fully inside, I wrapped my legs around him to hold him there so I could enjoy the sensation of him filling me, stuffing my pulsing snatch with his thick meat.

After a minute he started to move inside me, slowly at first, but then as my flowing cum lubricated the way he rocked faster, thrusting harder into me. With each plunge inside his pubic bone ground against my clit, doubling the stimulation he gave me. The dual onslaught of pleasure seemed to snatch the air from my chest, and I found myself gripping Adam’s headboard and gasping sharp gulps of air with each thrust. I didn’t even try to fuck him back; I couldn’t. I felt paralyzed by the ecstasy I felt spreading through my body.

The throbbing inside of me rose to a fever pitch, and the sizzling tingles shooting from my clit had my whole body aflame. I threw my head back and cried out again and again as I desperately tried to fill my burning lungs. My pussy clamped down tight on Adam and I locked my arms and legs around him to hold him deep inside me. His cock seemed to swell, and then jerked against my inner walls as Adam filled me with gouts of his hot cum.

Adam held himself inside until we both finished spasming, then rolled over to lay beside me. I draped an arm and leg possessively over him and in seconds I was asleep.

The next morning I woke up, confused at first until the memory of where I was and what had happened the night before set my heart pounding like a triphammer. Even now, lying in the same bed beside Adam and listening to his gentle snoring, I could hardly believe it was all real. I snuggled close into his warmth and placed a tentative hand on his chest, feeling his heartbeat strong against my palm. My fingers trailed down his chest to the rippled muscles of his stomach, tracing the light trail of hair down to his bellybutton. I hesitated there, uncertain, then pressed onwards until my fingertips brushed against his cock.

It was hard again, a rigid pole pressing up against the blanket that covered us. Gingerly I drew my fingertips along its length and cupped his balls. Vivid images of the night before sprang into my mind and set off fiery tingles deep inside my pussy. I couldn’t wait to taste him again, to feel him moving inside of me, and I felt my dew moistening my lips at the thought. Adam stirred and I froze, my fingers wrapped around him. I raised my eyes to see him looking at me with a wry smile.

“I take it you like your new toy?”

“Yes, very much.” I grinned and gave him a little squeeze.

He flipped aside the blanket, and strong hands lifted me and pulled me on top of him. When I was straddling his hips, Adam lay back against his pillow.

“This time you get to be on top. You’re beautiful, and I want to look at you.”

I felt self-conscious at first, until I remembered that Adam’s tongue had explored every part of me the night before and I really didn’t have much of anything left to be modest about anymore. With a movement of my hips I captured his manhood beneath me and let it slide between my legs until it nestled in the groove of my slit. Slowly I began to rock myself along that steely rod, lubricating him with the juices leaking from my pulsating snatch. The sensation of his cock rubbing against my swollen clit sent a constant wave of hot tingles through my pussy, while beneath me his silky-skinned rod jerked as I glided over his most sensitive areas. 

Our lovemaking the night before had only whetted my long-suppressed appetite. Now that I really knew what it was all about I wanted more, and it didn’t take long before I was ready to have Adam inside me again. From the way his breathing had deepened and his hands clenched in the bedclothes, I could tell that I had gotten to him as well. Raising myself up, I caught his cock with one hand and hovered above him at the same height as the head. With slow strokes I lightly rubbed the head along the length of my slit, pressing down a little harder when it passed over my clit. He strained and throbbed in my hand at the friction against the sensitive skin of the head, and I teased him by pushing him inside me just enough for him to feel my tight tunnel grip him before I eased him back out again. His hands went to my hips and his eyes burned with desire as he looked up at me.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Crystal,” he murmured. “So fucking hot.”

I smiled down at him, slid back until the tip of his cock pressed into me, and let myself drop to take half his length inside me in one swoop. Adam gasped and his hands tightened on my hips, and I sank down the rest of the way until I was sitting on his hips. When he was buried in me to the hilt, I squeezed all of my muscles around him as tightly as I could. Adam’s eyes opened wide in surprise and he swallowed convulsively.

“Dear god…”

Slowly I began to rock above him, clenching his shaft tight as I pulled away, then relaxing again as it slid back inside of me. I wanted Adam to feel every millimeter of my pussy gripping him. His hands slipped from my hips to my ass, his fingers pressing hard into my flesh as I pushed myself back and forth. I lay forward as I ground my hips against his until my long, dark hair trailed over the skin of his chest, the feathery touch crinkling Adam’s small nipples. With my hands on his shoulders I let myself fall forward a little more so that my clit was rubbed between us and I brushed his lips with mine. Then  I leaned back and angled my body so that his cock rubbed against the front wall of my cunt, sending slow waves of heat spreading through my abdomen. Sparks of sizzling pleasure ran along my nerves until juices gushed from my sopping snatch and I thought I was going to explode.

Adam’s fingers tightened on my ass as I rode him until I thought he was going to leave bruises. He went first this time, his hips thrusting up off the bed to shove his manhood farther into me as he shot gobs of his hot jizz into the depths of my pussy. Feeling him come pushed me over the edge of my own orgasm, and my cries probably woke some of the neighbors as I shuddered through it.

I fell to the bed beside Adam, gasping in reaction. He rolled over and lazily cupped one of my tits while gazing admiringly down the length of my body. I thought it was probably the perfect time to take a nap.

The sound of keys rattling in the lock downstairs jerked us both upright. We heard the front door swing open.

“Breakfast!”

It was Keri. Adam and I traded panicked looks. Oh, shit.

We both leaped out of bed and Adam threw a bathrobe at me. I shrugged it on, my mind racing as I tried to concoct a story that sounded remotely believable. Adam was still fumbling with his clothes as I flew down the stairs, and I thought that maybe if she didn’t see us come down together I could convince her that I had spent the night on the couch. Except that I was wearing Adam’s robe and I must have absolutely reeked of sex. Shit.

Keri smiled brightly at me as I stepped into the kitchen. “There you are. I brought donuts, bacon, sausage, coffee, and juice. I figured you could probably use a good breakfast, and knowing Daddy he’d leave you to come down and fend for yourself.”

My jaw dropped. “You knew?” I managed to choke out.

She giggled. “Of course, silly. I’m your best friend; do you really think I didn’t know you’ve been in love with him for years? Sorry, Crystal. You’re just not that good at hiding things.”

I sank weakly into a chair and grasped for a cup of coffee.

“So,” Keri continued, “you’re happy now. And he,” she looked pointedly at her father who chose that second to appear, “damned well ought to be happy.”

Adam looked from Keri to me and back to his daughter again. A slow grin lit up his face and he moved to stand behind me. A pair of strong hands came to rest on my shoulders.

“Oh, yes,” he said quietly. “I’m quite happy.”

“So that’s that, then,” Keri said, popping a donut hole into her mouth. “Just don’t expect me to call you mom.”

The End

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend

I LOWERED THE BOOK I HAD BEEN PRETENDING TO READ and peeked through the curtains behind the love seat for about the thousandth time in the last thirty minutes, but the door of the house across the street remained stubbornly closed. Dad was grilling steaks in the backyard and his best friend Steven was supposed to join us for dinner. Meanwhile I was going quietly crazy waiting for him to come over. Steven was smoking hot—a former Marine pilot with a bangin’ bod and curly, dark chocolate hair with just a sprinkling of silver—and my insides turned to jello whenever he was around. I’d sort of had a thing for him for a while, but for the past few months just looking at him set every nerve in my body on edge. My best friend Jill said he’s got a butt that makes her mouth water, but that he’s way out of my league and I’m just setting myself up to get shot down. She’s probably right—Jill usually is about stuff like that—but I couldn’t help it.

“Lexie!” Dad’s voice boomed through the open French doors.

“Yeah?”

“Can you bring me that bowl of marinade on the counter?”

I looked back through the window. Still nothing. “Coming, Dad.”

The smell rising off the grill was heavenly and my stomach growled loud enough to be heard a couple of streets over. Dad grinned as he took the bowl from me, brushing a fresh coat of his special marinade over the marbled slabs of meat sizzling before him.

“How are the potatoes coming along?”

“They’ll be ready in about twenty minutes.”

He glanced at his watch. “Should be just about perfect. Wonder what’s keeping Steven?”

I shrugged, trying to be nonchalant. “No telling. Probably just some last minute stuff for his office. He’s been doing the workaholic thing lately.”

“Yeah, most likely. Well, worst case he doesn’t show and I eat his steak.”

“You’d just hate that, I can tell.”

His grin widened. “What can I say? I’m a growing boy.”

I bent forward and poked his stomach, which had developed a distinct paunch the last couple of years. “I can see that. Maybe you ought to try doing a sit-up or two.”

“Hey!” He took a swipe at me with his marinade brush but I danced out of his reach with a giggle. “You’re still not too big to spank, you know.”

“I know, I know. I’m going to check on the potatoes before you let the steaks burn.”

I retreated back inside the house while he sputtered indignantly over his steaks. We tease a lot, but it’s all in fun. Dad had done a lot better job raising a teenage girl solo than anyone would have any right to expect, and I was probably doomed to always be a Daddy’s girl. Unless I could convince Steven to take over the job, anyway. Maybe if I offered to let him spank me…

The potatoes were coming along nicely so I popped back into the living room, retrieved my book, and took another peek through the curtains. Steven was there now, standing in his driveway next to his white and blue Mustang, and my heart took off like a rocket. A second glance sent it into a power dive right down to my toes, though; he was talking to Elizabeth.

Elizabeth Stokes is my arch-nemesis. She’s two years older than me and looks like she ought to be a model for Victoria’s Secret or something—tall, thin, blonde, and so pretty it makes my teeth hurt. Jill and I called her ‘Lizard Breath’ in school and spent an awful lot of time wishing she’d get crushed by a falling piano or something. But as much as I detested her on principle, I never hated her more than at that moment. Her eyes were sparkling and suddenly she laughed at something that Steven said, tossing her head back and sending her perfect golden curls dancing. The smile on Steven’s face as they chatted sent an icy chill through my heart.

Oh, no. No, no, no. This could not be happening.

I let the curtain slide back into place and bent over with my head between my knees. Maybe I should have skipped that last pint or six of Haagen-Dasz. Not that it really made any difference; I was never going to look like that no matter what I did. Part of me wanted to go and hide in my room, because I didn’t want Steven to see me after having just seen her and then make the inevitable unflattering comparisons. Another part of me wanted to look through the curtain again and force myself to endure every second of their smiling, laughing, and flirting. Apparently deep down I’m a masochist or something, but I made myself sit on my hands so I wouldn’t look. I refused to do that to myself.

Okay, so maybe I peeked a little.

The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” I yelled out before Dad had a chance to react.

I vaulted the couch and hit the ground running, but my feet slipped on the polished wood floor of the foyer and I almost busted it before I caught my balance. In my excitement my previous angst was forgotten and my pulse hammered in anticipation. I paused for a moment with my hand on the doorknob while I took a deep, calming breath.

Okay, he’s not going to wait around out there all day, Lex.

I put on my best smile and swung the door open. Six feet of pure gorgeous smiled back at me.

“Hey, Lexie.”

My heart skipped a couple of beats the way it always did when I saw Steven. I started to say something but I found myself staring up into those warm, hazel eyes and my tongue quit working. Long seconds ticked by while we just stood there looking at each other.

One eyebrow quirked. “Can I come in?”

With a little shake of my head I stepped back and motioned him inside, mentally kicking myself for being such a giant twit. I struggled to come up with some excuse for my behavior as he stepped into the house, but everything I could think of sounded completely ridiculous so I just kept my mouth shut. Dad would have made some smart alecky comment that there’s a first time for everything.

“What are you reading?”

I had completely forgotten that I was still holding my book, a new adult vampire romance that I had borrowed from Jill. Steven would undoubtedly assume it was a trashy, fluff romance. Well, it sort of was, actually, but I didn’t want him thinking that’s what I spent all my time reading. Why couldn’t I have grabbed War and Peace or something instead? I slid the book guiltily behind my back.

“Nothing.”

His lips twitched and little flecks of amber danced in his eyes. “Oh, really?”

I took a step back. “Really. Nothing.”

“Uh huh.”

He faked a lunge to my right and when I spun away he deftly snatched the book out of my hand. While he glanced over it I hung my head and pretended to pout. He got me with that move every time.

“Is it any good?”

“I like it. I guess.”

He grinned as he held the battered paperback out to me. “There’s a ringing endorsement. The author should hire you to run her marketing team.”

That sexy smile of his just seemed to drive every thought out of my head. I took my book back without a word and left him to find Dad on his own, deciding to hide in the kitchen for a couple of minutes to regain what composure I could.

Steven had moved in across the street six years ago and he and my dad had been inseparable ever since. While he was a few years younger than Dad, their matching eagle with anchor and globe tattoos from their time in the Marines bonded them. They didn’t talk about their experiences much, but they really believed they shared a brotherhood and were always ready to jump in if the other needed a hand. It was actually kind of sweet the way they looked out for each other, while at the same time carefully maintaining that male bluster to make it look like they didn’t actually care.

“Lexie!”

Dad’s voice jolted out of my reverie. “Yeah?”

“Bring us a couple of beers, would you?”

“On the way.”

I handed them each one, blinking owlishly as my eyes adjusted to the brilliant June sun. Dad took a swig and rubbed the cool glass against his forehead.

“Thanks, sweetie,” he told me. “That hits the spot.”

“Thanks, Lexie,” Steven echoed with a smile that set me to tingling all over again.

I suddenly felt hot right down to my toes, and it wasn’t because of the sun. I headed for the pool before I melted into a puddle of goo right in front of him.

“I’m going to get in the water for a while. I don’t know how you two can stand to sit here in the sun like this.” Tossing my t-shirt over the back of a chair, I stripped off my shorts and looked up at Steven. “Why don’t you jump in, too? Just because Dad loves to burn doesn’t mean you have to suffer.”

“Nah, I’m good,” he said, hoisting his beer as an excuse.

I tried to make it look good for him as I sashayed over to the pool and dove into the deep end. I knew I wasn’t as hot as Elizabeth, but I wasn’t bad. I did have a nice tan and usually guys just can’t help looking at girls in bikinis. It’s like a built in radar system that all men have. Disappointment twinged in my chest as I glanced over my shoulder, though; Steven’s attention was still focused on Dad, not me. How’s that for ego crushing?

The cool water’s embrace could not quench the burning between my legs. One of these days I was going to find a way to hook him. Ever since I had turned nineteen right after Christmas that thought had been churning in the back of my mind. I was willing to be patient—I figured it would probably be a lot easier to break down his defenses after I started college since people seem to have less of an issue with older guys chasing coeds than high school girls. I was due to start at Pima Community College in the fall, and that was only a couple more months; I could wait that much longer.

I porpoised around a little, splashing noisily in hopes that I might get his attention. I willed him to look over, to notice me, to see that I wasn’t just the little girl from across the street anymore. Then what Dad and Steven were talking about sank in, and I stopped and treaded water to listen.

“So they’re going through with the transfer?”

“Yeah.” Steven took a long pull from his beer. “I’m supposed to be there and hit the ground running the first week of August.”

“Hell,” Dad muttered. “It’s going to suck not having you around.”

I choked on a mouthful of water and sputtered, “Wait—you’re leaving?”

Steven turned to look at me. “The company promoted me to VP of Logistics, and that comes with a transfer to Phoenix.”

It felt as though the whole world was collapsing in on me. Phoenix was two hours away! If Steven moved there I’d never get to see him. Sure, he and Dad would stay in touch and visit each other once in a while, but I would be in college and maybe get to see him all of once a year or so if I was lucky and he came down for Christmas or something. And even those visits would stop if he met someone in Phoenix and started dating.

Oh, God. I couldn’t stand to even think about Steven dating.

It was too sudden; I had counted on having time to break him down slowly and give him a chance to ease into the idea of me being something besides his best friend’s little girl. Now I only had a few weeks before he was gone for good. What was I going to do?

My mind burned through ideas as I pulled myself out of the pool and fell into a lounge chair to drip dry, scenarios flitting through my head, each one wilder than the last. None of it was any good; I watched Steven through half-lidded eyes and tried to force myself to calm down. I needed to think. I needed to be cool and rational and not do anything that might scare him off before he went away.

I was determined to get him alone before he left for Phoenix, though. Somehow.

Continue reading Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend…
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Built for Sin

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

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

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

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

Punishing Shelbie

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

Shelbie has been teasing her best friend’s dad for months. She knows it’s wrong and that it’s sinful, but he’s so sexy she just can't help herself. The hunger burning in his eyes is like a drug and the more she gets, the more she needs.

But Derek Vance can only take so much, and when the preacher’s girl pushes him too far he turns the tables on her. Now he’s determined to punish her taunting by giving her exactly what she’s been asking for. Will Shelbie’s innocence be the price she pays for tormenting him?

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

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

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

Relentless

Seth Garrett didn’t look like a teacher. His short, medium-brown hair was mussed as though he ran his fingers through it—probably from frustration with me. Deep set, green-gray eyes regarded the world with weary cynicism from a face that was too hard, too angled, to be classically handsome. Ever since I'd moved into his class in January I’d spent hours memorizing the stark lines and planes of that face, until I could see it perfectly in my mind. There wasn’t a girl at school who hadn’t sighed over him, and fantasized about him at least a little.

But I was the one who was going to get him.

I wasn’t supposed to want her. I didn’t want to want her. I was her teacher, she was my student, and the whole situation was a disaster in the making. I should have gone to someone for help. I should have had her transferred to another class. I should have kept my temper and libido firmly in check when she was in the room. But I didn’t do any of those things. Maybe it was because forbidden fruit really is the sweetest, or maybe it was just because I wasn’t done self-destructing yet. Either way, I did nothing to stop it.

And then it was too late.
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About the Author

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

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

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