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*****

 


“Somebody’s gotta tend to
them chickens, Missy,” Edgar called upstairs.

“Will you let a girl put up
her hair, first?” Chastity shouted back down. She finished twisting
up her carrot-colored curls while she listened to the old man
angrily clomp his boots on the landing’s hardwood floors. Usually,
she’d be up by now to fix coffee. And while the menfolk tended to
the animals, she’d stir up biscuits and gravy, maybe eggs and
bacon…

Her stomach rumbled. She
patted it. “Settle down.” But night before last, her husband
Michael had been out late. She’d woken before dawn to a kiss on the
forehead and a blunt, I’ll be away for a
couple of days.

“To buy a horse,” she told
the mirror as she buttoned up one of Michael’s work shirts over her
undershirt. “Or maybe to look at a tractor?” The girl in the mirror
smiled hopefully.

Chastity shook her head.
She’d heard the rumors. And even if they were true... well, they
still made love when she asked. He treated her kindly. And as long
as she was a member of the Grace family, there’d be no need to
worry about going hungry. At least, not for longer than it took to
milk the cows.

She pulled on her boots and
grabbed her cowboy hat. Life was good. It was important to take
your blessings for granted.

And if deep down, a part of
her jealously wished for a husband who craved her the way she
craved him... well, she did her best to keep it quiet.

 


*****

 


She and Edgar had a quiet
morning. The old farmhand had worked the place with Michael’s
father. He’d gotten a touch slower in the body over the years, but
his mind remained sharp as ever.

Chastity delved into the
chicken coop while he leaned against the door and took a breather.
If she asked, he’d say he was watching for foxes. She reached into
each nest and carefully added eggs to her pail. “...Any word on
when Michael will be back?”

“Erm.” Edgar scratched his
neck. “Said he’d be a spell. Reckon a few more days?”

“Days?” She spoke softly to
avoid stirring up the hens. “Where does he go?”

Edgar didn’t answer
her.

“The chores always fall
behind,” she muttered.

“Actually, ma’am,” Edgar
said.

That earned a grin. He
usually called her nicknames like Carrots or Missy, and tended to
treat her as if she were a pesky little child he had to watch out
for. “Did you just call me ma’am, Edgar?”

“You’re a married lady. That
makes you technically a ma’am. Actually,” he said, “we should be
back on schedule soon. Look there.” He nodded outside.

Chastity stepped out of the
coop.

A beat-up pick-up lumbered
up the farm’s long drive.

“Who’s that?”

“I made a call while you
were putting on your face. The nephew’d got a friend looking to
hire on for a few days.” Edgar wouldn’t quite look at her. “This
way, we’ll stay on track.”

Until Michael comes
back, she mentally finished. “Is that
okay?” Chastity asked.

Edgar blinked at
her.

“I mean, Michael usually
insists on making financial decisions.”

“I’m aware, ma’am. But, if
you don’t mind my talking out of turn,” he said.

“Like it’d stop you,
Edgar.”

He didn’t smile back.
“Either you’re the Lady of the House, or you ain’t.”

Chastity decided that he had
a point. “All right. We’ll take him on. Just until Michael gets
back. How about you give... what’s his name?”

“John.”

“John. Give him the tour,
then you all can come up to the house for breakfast.” Chastity
glanced at the pail on her arm. “Eggs, I’m thinking.”

“You don’t say,” Edgar shot
back as he loped off to join the new man.

Chastity headed for the
house. As she went, she watched the man climb out of his truck. He
looked tall and lean through the hips, but with broad shoulders
that filled out his flannel shirt. His hat shaded his face from
view for a moment.

Then he looked up, spotted
her, and smiled. He had a bright, lopsided grin. He tipped his hat
at her.

Chastity suddenly wondered
what the new man smelled like. Leather? Soap? She stumbled and
caught herself before she up-ended the pail of eggs. Quickly, she
high-tailed it into the house. Her cheeks felt hot.

 


*****

 


While the biscuits baked,
she changed into jeans and a blouse. Chastity caught her hand
hovering over her lip gloss. She made herself put it
down.

She’d known many women who
didn’t seem to struggle the way she did with lust. Oh, maybe some
of them pushed down their cravings, or turned to sweets or family
or hobbies or the church. Chastity had tried all of them. She was
moderately successful. But there were so many nights when Michael
had turned her away that she’d slip off to the bathroom, draw her
nightgown up her creamy thighs and slip her fingers into her aching
pussy, stifling her whimpers of pleasure as she brought herself to
a shuddering climax.

Her lustful thoughts were
especially bad during the planting and harvest, when their lonely
corner of the world would be full of help - strange, sinewy men,
many from faraway places and with exotic accents. She’d had dreams
of trespassing into the bunkhouse at night. There, all the men
would surround her, grope her body, rip off her clothes, and take
her repeatedly in the sinful, wicked darkness, their cocks hard and
waiting to sink into her tender cunt.

Chastity gulped. She took a
deep breath and went down to breakfast.

 


*****

 


John was quiet. He said
thank you for his plate and nodded and smiled as Edgar waxed on
about the farm.

Chastity ate with them and
tried not to notice how young the man was, or how strong his hands
looked. He had blue eyes and hair that was just a shade too dark
for strawberry blonde.

He was going away to the
University in the fall. He had a scholarship. He wanted to be a
veterinarian. “For horses, mostly,” he said. His eyes met
Chastity’s gaze. “Do y’all have horses?”

“Four,” she answered.
“Brownie, The Duchess, George, and Brick.”

His smile lit up his whole
face. “Let me guess. The Duchess is yours?”

“Originally, Michael bought
her for me.” Chastity smoothed an errant curl behind her ear. “But
she’s turned out to be real particular. Only likes Edgar riding
her, and only if she’s in a good mood. She’ll throw anybody else.
Brick’s a Chestnut, the strong, silent type. He’s my
favorite.”

“I’d like to meet him
sometime,” John said.

Edgar cut in. “You’ll meet
‘em all soon enough.” He went on about their quirks.

Chastity finished her
breakfast. She didn’t let her gaze linger on John’s forearms, and
tried not to think about what his warm hands would feel like
holding her hips.

“Missy?”

“Hmm?” Chastity looked
up.

“I mean, Mrs. Grace,” Edgar
corrected, mindful of John. “We got us some fences to mend. We’ll
be out for today.”

“I’ll make you something to
take with you.” Chastity threw together a quick lunch - biscuits,
leftover ham, fruit, and a few other odds and ends. When she turned
to hand off the basket to Edgar, John stood there
instead.

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said
in a steady, quiet drawl. “That was delicious.” His lips were
pink.

Chastity bet they were soft.
“You’re welcome. I, ah, hope you like dinner as well.”

John held her in his gaze
for what seemed like minutes. “I’m sure I will.”

At that moment, Edgar blew
back in, collected John and lunch, and they left for the
day.

 


*****

 


Chores flew by. Chastity
lost herself in the comforting scents of laundry and the familiar,
mechanical flow of housework. She put together a stew for dinner
and found herself humming as it simmered. Even fleeting thoughts of
Michael and the promises she’d made, the loyalty she felt, and
thoughts of his temper couldn’t stamp out the strange electric itch
under her skin.

While the men washed up
before dinner, she snuck upstairs and dabbed on a touch of lip
gloss.

Dinner was another
Edgar-dominated affair. He talked about the chores they’d done
while John, Chastity noticed, nodded along. He wolfed his first
helping of stew and actually apologized when she offered him
another bowl.

“That boy’s got an appetite
you wouldn’t believe. I turned around--all them biscuits was gone,”
Edgar said.

“I don’t get to eat like
this very often,” John said. He smiled at her. He’d clearly
scrubbed up, but he’d missed a little dirt on his neck.

Chastity pressed her knees
together. She imagined joining him outside as he washed up at the
spigot, him peeling his shirt off. And then she’d sink to her
knees, open his jeans, and wrap her lips around his hot, hard cock.
She’d lick and suck until he couldn’t hold back, and would grab her
roughly by the hair as he came into her mouth. “It’s nothing so
special.”

“It’s delicious.” John
cleared his throat. “I do want to say thanks to you both for this.
Even getting just a few days work is a big help. I was supposed to
be working on a big ranch down south a ways this summer, but it
fell through. My folks... well, they’d rather I stayed local and
settled down, so they decided I was better off cut off. So I’ve
been staying wherever anyone’ll have me. My cousins, for a spell,
then with some kind friends. But I don’t want to be a freeloader or
overstay my welcome. Don’t think that’s a right healthy way to
live.” He took a sip of water. As he put the glass back down, his
hands seemed to shake a bit.

Chastity wondered if he was
the nervous type.

“I’ll have money in the
fall, for school, but until then I’m living out of my
truck.”

“You aren’t sleeping out
there, are you?” Chastity blurted.

John blinked. “Well. The
nights are mostly warm. I got a sleeping bag--”

“We have a bunkhouse,”
Chastity said. “It’s no hotel, and it might be a bit dusty right
now, but it’s better than a truck bed. I’ll get you some fresh
linens after dinner.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’d
appreciate that,” John said. He ducked his head.

She couldn’t help but smile
when she realized he was blushing. Then she caught Edgar watching
her with wary eyes.

Chastity cleared her throat
and concentrated on her stew.

 


*****

 


After dinner, she put
together a set of sheets, blanket, and pillow, and was headed out
to the bunkhouse when Edgar intercepted her in the
hallway.

The old man frowned.
“Missy?”

“Yes?”

He narrowed his gaze. “Are
we going to have a problem?”

 

Chastity shifted. She held
the bundle to her chest. “What do you mean?”

“Listen here. You and I both
saw the way you were lookin’ at that buck out there. Now I ain’t
your keeper, and it seems to me that a man who was keepin’ his wife
happy wouldn’t have cause to worry about leaving for a few
days--”

Chastity’s face heated. “Are
you really standing here and lecturing me about looking? When
Michael’s off doing God knows what with God knows who?” She
bristled and drew herself up to her full height. “Just so you know,
Edgar, I’m not planning on straying. I’m not the one who’s got a
problem with that sort of behavior.” She hadn’t meant to get so
worked up, but she couldn’t help breathing hard. “And if you do,
well, I’m not the person in the house you oughta be lecturing.” She
tried to brush past him.

“Whoa there, Missy.” Edgar
blocked her path. “I don’t think you understand me. I’m trying to
say that I understand.”

She frowned.

“You going out there,
getting some attention - I understand. But, and if you haven’t
slapped me across the face now, I’ll say something else that might
get me there - it’d also work out to be a real mistake. That one
might be kind and well and good, but you start with one, there’ll
be another one, and another one, and sooner or later this nice
little life you got here blows up in your face.” Edgar shook his
head. “Believe you me, I know.”

As long as she’d known him,
Edgar had only alluded to his personal life before working on the
farm. She wondered if he’d been the one to stray - or the one
strayed from. “If it comes with lies, is it so nice a
life?”

He didn’t seem to know what
to say to that.

“I’m just being friendly,
Edgar. I’m the lady of the house. It’s my job to be
hospitable.”

Edgar held out his hands.
“I’ll give him the blankets.”

Chastity let out a breath.
She passed over the bedding.

“I’m taking him out later
tonight, too,” Edgar said. “There’s a poker game at the
McFarlane’s.”

“Isn’t he trying to save his
pennies?”

The old man winked. “I won’t
let him lose it all.”

Great. “Have fun being his
personal moral police officer, too, then. I’ll be up in my ivory
tower, alone.” Chastity whirled and let herself stomp up the
stairs.

It wasn’t the most mature
move, but it felt good.

 


*****

 


A ‘thud’ woke her from a
sound sleep.

Chastity threw a robe on
over her nightgown and crept into the dark landing. She switched on
the hall light.

Just inside the front door,
John struggled to hold up a very inebriated Edgar. “Sorry,” he
whispered. “I didn’t mean to wake you up.”

“Oh,” she whispered back.
She raised her voice. “It’s okay--what happened to
Edgar?”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. He won a
few games and decided to celebrate. I’m sure he didn’t mean to get
so soused.”

Chastity couldn’t help but
laugh as Edgar groaned into John’s shoulder. “It’ll probably do him
some good. Come on, let’s get him to bed.” She joined John in
muscling Edgar into his room on the west side of the house. The old
man started snoring the moment he hit the pillow. John tugged off
his boots for him. Chastity flicked off the light, closed the door,
and grinned as she thought about how she could tease a hung over
Edgar at breakfast.

Outside the door, John stood
close. “Thanks for your help, Mrs. Grace.”

“Chastity,” she told him.
“Of course. It’s not a problem.”

“Good.”

Only a little light from the
front room penetrated to the hall. In the shadows and this close,
Chastity could see the stubble on his chin, smell a hint of alcohol
and fresh sweat over male musk, and feel the warmth radiating from
his body. She became aware of her thin cotton nightgown and even
thinner thigh-length robe. Her hard nipples strained against the
fabric. Before she knew it, she’d stepped closer.

John didn’t make a move
away. His blue eyes searched her face. “Ma’am?”

“Yes?” she asked,
breathless. She could almost taste his lips.

“I’ve been made aware that
you’re a married woman.”

Married? What was that? What
did it matter when she felt fire in her veins? “I am,
but...”

“But I wouldn’t want you to
do anything you’d be ashamed of.” John’s lips tipped forward and
brushed hers, then, in just a hint of a kiss.

All too quickly, the warmth
was gone. John stepped back. He nodded his head. “Good night,
ma’am,” he said, and turned.

“I’m not
ashamed.”

He stopped.

Chastity wasn’t sure what
possessed her. She tugged the tie on her robe and let it fall down
her shoulders. Her worn, nearly see-through white cotton nightgown
revealed her shoulders and the shape of her breasts. As he turned
to look at her, she let the robe slip off entirely. It pooled at
her feet.

John visibly swallowed. His
blue eyes seemed to burn in the low light.

She slipped her nightgown’s
straps off her shoulders, pausing only to caress her nipples
through the soft cloth before she let her nightgown fall. She
stepped out of her nightclothes.

He didn’t move closer, nor
did he move away.

Chastity found her voice.
“I’m not ashamed.” She drank in his body, the hardness of his broad
shoulders, his lean hips, the growing bulge in his jeans. Stray
doubts flashed through her mind and were silenced by the heat in
her sex. She wanted him to take her, possess her, fuck her until
she was drunk with lust. “I want you.” She already felt slick and
hot between her legs. She’d been craving him since that
morning.

His eyes roamed her naked
body.

She felt flushed with desire
and, yes, a touch of embarrassment. His gaze explored the swell of
her hips, her breasts, her thighs, and the trimmed thatch of red
pubic hair above her lips. Without instruction, she turned, showing
him her ripe ass. She closed her eyes as she imagined him ordering
her to bend over, fucking her roughly from behind--

Hands gripped her
hips.

Chastity’s breath caught.
“Please,” she moaned.

Two fingers came to rest
against her lips, shushing her.

A hard male body pressed
against the length of her back. Fingers stayed pressed against her
lips as John’s free hand brushed back her curls and caressed her
cheek, then her neck. Warm fingers trailed over her collarbone and
down between her breasts, skimming her stomach.

She couldn’t catch her
breath. She opened her mouth to urge him on, more, but instead her
tongue found his fingers. John slid them into her mouth. She sucked
on them, laving them with her tongue.

John’s hand followed the
curve of her stomach, her lower belly, and then finally cupped her
mound. He petted her curls until she groaned around his fingers in
frustration. Then, slowly, he delved between her folds and sank two
of his long fingers into her soaking-wet pussy.

God, it felt so good!
Chastity felt like singing, screaming. She thrashed in his arms,
and then shuddered as he began to ruthlessly pump her horny
cunt.

Her knees felt weak. She
grabbed at the hand covering her mouth for balance. His fingers
slid from her mouth. “Shh,” he whispered, and she held onto his arm
as his hand fell to her neck. His grip was strong. She felt almost
powerless, and the thought of his strength made her even
wetter.

Or maybe that was due to his
plundering fingers. He opened her greedy hole with two, and
threatened to slip a third inside her. She wasn’t sure she could
take all of it, but wanted to try. She rocked forward onto his
fingers, her juices dripping enough to make a slick sound with
every thrust. His thumb angled and found her clit. He rubbed at her
with firm, circular motions that made Chastity grab and pinch her
tight nipples in response. “Oh, yes, just there, just like that,
just a little more...” she whispered, breathless and giddy. “Yes,
rub my pussy, rub it, take it, it’s yours, oh, fuck -”

Her heels struck the floor,
her thighs tensed, and she managed to gasp out, “I’m coming--”
before John’s broad hand covered her mouth and held her as she
shuddered and wailed and came hard enough to see stars.

Moments later, Chastity
found herself kissing a pair of soft, warm lips. Her body sang with
contented pleasure - pleasure this man had given her. She opened
her mouth and urged him to stroke her tongue with his own. She
turned and felt John’s warmth against her front, his shirt fabric
rough on her aching nipples. Chastity caressed his body, exploring
the broad planes of his chest, his flat stomach, and finally she
felt him thrust a hot, hard bulge against her naked
skin.

She pulled back.

John gazed at her, his mouth
open, his breath quick and excited. His eyes cut to Edgar’s door
and back.

Chastity nodded. She held up
her finger in a staying motion, grabbed her nightgown and robe, and
then waved him after her as she crept upstairs and to the master
bedroom on the opposite side of the house. She pulled John inside,
closed the door behind him, and pressed him up against it. “Less
chance of anyone hearing us up here.”

John’s eyes searched her
face. “This is your bedroom.”

She nodded. She leaned into
him and found he was just as hot and hard as he had been a moment
before. She found the button on his jeans and popped it open.
“Yeah.”

“Is this where you fuck your
husband?” he asked softly, his eyes riveted to her tongue as she
licked her lips.

“Yeah,” she said slowly. She
drew down John’s zipper, pushed his jeans down, and beheld the
long, throbbing erection that sprang forth. He was beautiful, thick
and and strong and proud. She wanted to pleasure him, worship him,
bury him in her pussy. “And it’s where I’m going to fuck you.” She
knelt down and kissed the head of his cock. A drop of precum wet
her lips; she licked it up. Even his come tasted good.

He moaned as she slid her
lips around his cock and began to suck. Slowly at first, but as she
opened her mouth and relaxed, she got him wetter and slicker.
Chastity swirled her tongue along his cock, tracing every ridge and
vein until she felt him twitch in her mouth. She reached up and
grasped his cock in her hand. She stroked him as she bent further
to sniff at the musky scent of his balls. She took each into her
mouth, sucking them as she jacked his cock.

John fell back against the
door. His knees softened even as his hand gathered up her mass of
red curls. He guided her head back and forth as he gently fucked
her mouth.

“Mmm,” Chastity groaned
around him. She reached between her legs and rubbed her aching clit
while he pumped her mouth. With every thrust, he seemed to slide
further back into her throat. She tried to suck him all the way
down. She wanted to bury her nose in the crinkly blonde hair at the
base of his dick. He hit the back of her throat before well before
she could make that happen.

“Whoa,” he finally gentled
her.

She gazed up at him. She
imagined how wanton she looked, kneeling naked in front of him on
the floor, her lips still wrapped around his dick. She gave his
cockhead a last lick and leaned back, letting him watch her rub her
pussy.

John’s blue eyes were as
dark as storms. He grabbed her under the arms, lifted her to her
feet, and tossed her back onto her marital bed. He stripped off his
clothes and didn’t waste a moment before crawling between her
freckled, milky thighs, his powerful, swollen cock jutting out
obscenely, ready to penetrate her aching slit.

Chastity drew a breath.
Sudden doubt washed over her. She’d fooled around with others,
years ago, but the man to take her virginity had been Michael. He’d
always been gentle, always stopped to ask if she wanted it, if she
was ready. If John asked her, she didn’t know what she’d
say.

Luckily, he didn’t ask. His
warm hands spread her thighs wide. Chastity felt her pussy lips
part, and felt a throb from her sex. She propped herself up on her
elbows to watch as John guided his still saliva-slick cock into her
hungry, yielding cunt.

“Ohhh, fuck,” Chastity
gasped. Her head fell back. Though she’d just come a few minutes
earlier, her pussy tightened around him.

John leaned over her, his
hands planted beside her body. He bent to lick her pebbled right
nipple. It slipped from his lips with a lurid ‘pop’ as he fully
sheathed himself inside her.

Then, the fucking
began.

His cock slid in and out of
her cunt slowly at first. Chastity found herself reaching for him.
She grabbed handfuls of John’s buttocks and pulled him deep into
her, deeper, faster, harder. As she grew used to the fullness, she
urged him on. “Fuck me, John, oh yeah, fuck me.” With her every
entreaty, John increased his efforts. His hands mauled her tits and
then he pressed down, pinning her slight body against the mattress
as his cock ruthlessly and roughly fucked her horny
cunt.

“Turn over,” John
growled.

Chastity wasn’t immediately
sure what he wanted, but she would’ve given him anything at that
moment. She scrambled onto her hands and knees, knocking aside the
bedclothes. He gripped her hips and slipped his cock back into her
from behind.

“Oh, John, what--” she
began, but words left her. His cock filled her to the brim. He
pistoned back and forth, fucking her hard before withdrawing.
Chastity whimpered and clawed at the sheets. With every thrust, she
felt wild and almost too full, as if his prick had found some
primal spot within her. “I can’t,” she whimpered, and suddenly she
was erupting, gushing around John’s still-fucking dick. She
couldn’t hold back the tide of pleasure. She slumped forward and
shuddered. Her whole body felt awash in delicious sensations like
none she’d ever known before.

Behind her, John grunted and
groaned. He pulled out of her pussy. “Suck me,” he
gasped.

Chastity rolled to meet his
cock as he moved to kneel over her. She slid his dick into her
mouth, tasting something mysterious and spicy - her own
pussy.

John thrust into her mouth
once, twice, three times. His balls tightened and he groaned as he
shot into her mouth.

She bobbed her head as she
sucked him through it. Chastity did her best to swallow every drop
of his come. She cleaned his cock thoroughly, sucking it until he
slipped from her mouth.

They collapsed side by side
and lay in the bed panting.

Chastity briefly thought of
Michael and Edgar. Then she burrowed into the warmth of John’s side
and slipped into a deep sleep.

 


*****

 


In the morning, she woke up
alone. She thought it might’ve been a fevered dream at first, but
once she moved Chastity discovered a pleasant soreness.

She washed, dressed, and
went downstairs to make breakfast. She wondered if John had left in
the middle of the night. It was probably wise of him. Maybe he
regretted what they’d done?

Chastity searched her heart
and found... she didn’t.

And as two sets of footsteps
entered the kitchen, she found herself grinning into the frying
pan. She served Edgar his portion before setting the next in front
of John. Chastity served herself and joined them before she dared
look up.

Edgar stared morosely into
his plate. He looked hung over and worse for the wear.

John’s stormy blue eyes met
hers. He gave her a tentative smile. “Looks delicious, ma’am,” he
said.

Chastity smiled back. “Thank
you, John.”

And when Edgar complained of
a mysterious headache and mentioned something about needing a nap,
she shooed him off to bed and offered to show John the
horses.

It was Chastity’s first real
roll in the hay... and if she had her say, it wouldn’t be her
last.
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 * 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";
	}
}



