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Erin wandered
around the house aimlessly. It had been weeks since her last
friend-with-benefits, Don, had left the farm after the work had
been finished in the fields. Weeks since the last time she’d had
sex. Masturbation just wasn’t cutting it anymore.

“You quit that
pacing, Erin,” her dad, Jim, called up the stairs, “You’ll wear the
floor right out.”

Erin grabbed
the banister and peered down. Her dad was staring up at her, a big
grin plastered on his face. He was so happy to have her home from
college for the summer. It was kind of nice to be home, Erin
admitted, but it could get so damn boring.

“Just
make sure you’re decent,” Jim continued, “Got a couple boys coming
in to help out with the fields. They’ll be here a few days, at
least.”

He
suddenly had Erin’s full attention. Men? Two? She thought. Sign me up! She already felt a little weak in the knees. She had to get
ready.

“How long until
they get here, Daddy?” Erin asked.

Jim scratched
his head. “Dunno. Few hours, maybe?”

Erin blew a
kiss at her dad, then dashed off to her room; she wanted to dig out
her thong and a nice, tight pair of shorts.

As she
started pulling on the shorts, another thought occurred to
her: will
Daddy still be here? She
wouldn’t be able to put any moves on the men if her father were
still around. She’d have to find out if he was planning on leaving
the house for a good length of time at all, or if she’d have to
find some way to get him to leave.

Opening
her closet, she found a transparent shirt to throw on so that her
bra was visible underneath. Leaving a few things to the imagination was good, but you
had to give the imagination something to work with in the first
place. Erin checked herself out in front of the mirror to see the
overall effect. She twisted and turned, finding the exact right
angles to accentuate her back and her firm ass.

Ever
since she’d started college, she found that she just couldn’t get
enough sex. Boys really
seemed to dig the whole farmer’s daughter thing, too. It was a
fantasy turned reality for many of them.

Erin
practically jumped down all of the stairs. She found her dad
sitting at the kitchen table, sipping at a coffee and idly turning
the pages of an old newspaper. Crossing her ankles, she leaned against the
doorframe.

“Daddy?”

Jim looked up
from the paper, “Yeah?”

She
didn’t want to let her dad know how much of a nympho she was now,
so she had to be delicate. “Are you all done work for the day? Just waiting for the
guys to get here?”

“Well,” Jim
said after he took another sip of coffee, “I need to get them
settled. After that, I have to head to town for a few hours to grab
some stuff we’ll need for the work.”

Erin’s
heart jumped. Yes! Now, to add
the finishing touches, she said, “Are you sure you have to
go?”

Jim nodded, “I
hate to leave you here, but without the supplies we won’t be able
to finish the job.”

The pout
Erin wore turned into a smile when she’d turned away and went back
up the stairs. She
passed the time in her room texting her friends.

From outside,
she heard the sound of tires rolling over gravel. Soon, brakes
squeaked and doors opened and shut. When someone knocked on the
front door, energy surged through Erin’s chest. She leapt to her
feet from the bed, then leaned over the banister. She wanted to get
a good look at the men before she showed them the goods. If they
weren’t up to snuff, she would rather be sex-starved.

Jim
opened the door and let them in. Erin’s breath caught in her throat as the two men
came inside.

“I’m Stu,” the
first guy said as he shook Jim’s hand. His deep, rumbling voice got
Erin’s juices flowing.

“Roger,” the
second guy introduced himself.

They were
both tall and tanned. They wore white cotton t-shirts that
stretched across their muscles. Perfect, Erin thought. She was already fantasizing about fucking
them. It was time to give them a show.

Wordlessly, Erin slunk down the staircase. When she reached
the bottom, she held onto the banister and twisted her body a
little. Both the new
guys looked at her. She saw both of them look her up and down, then
shuffle their feet.

“This is my
daughter, Erin. Home from college. Erin, sweetie, can you get Stu
and Roger settled? I need to get to town before the store
closes.”

Erin
didn’t take her eyes off the two men, “Yes, Daddy. Drive safe.” She
gave Jim a peck on the cheek, then watched through the open door as
he got into the truck. She didn’t close the door until he had
cleared the driveway. She closed the door and turned to face the
boys. Their eyes flicked up to her face. Good, she thought, they were staring at my
ass.

“Follow
me,” she said. Erin
walked up the stairs, making sure to roll her hips and otherwise
accentuate her butt. Would she let them fuck her ass? She wondered
as she got to the top.

“This will be
your room,” Erin said as she opened the guest room. There were two
small beds in there. She smiled; they’d only need one.

“I didn’t think
farmers had such hot daughters,” Stu said.

Erin shut
the door so that they were all in the room. She couldn’t wait any
longer; her pussy was so fucking wet.

“Well this one
does. Have you ever fucked a farm girl?”

Both their
mouths fell open, shocked expressions on their faces. She looked
down at their pants. Both men were trying to fight off erections
straining at their jeans.

“Take out your
cocks,” she told them.

Both men
started struggling with their buttons and zippers. Roger was the
first to have his pants undone. As he pushed them down a bit and
reached into his underwear for his cock, he smiled and said, “When
I was told there was a job here, I didn’t think it was this
kind.”

Stu
laughed.

Erin got down
on her knees in front of Roger. The head of his hard cock trembled
a few inches from her face. With a smile, she gave it a light slap
that made him jump.

“You keep your
jokes to yourself, unless you want to leave her tonight and
jobless.”

Roger shut up.
By then, Stu had managed to pull his own hard shaft out of his
underwear. He stood beside Roger. Tingles jolted through Erin’s
pussy as she took in the sight of those two quivering rods ready to
service her needs.

Reaching,
she grabbed both of their cocks. Their flesh was so hot in her
hands. Both of the men groaned a little at the feel of her dainty
fingers wrapping around their girths. She ran her fingertips along
the big veins that bulged out of their shafts. When she gripped
them, she could feel their cocks throb with each heartbeat. Their
cocks practically pulsed, their hearts beat so quickly.

She stroked
each cock fully up and down, nice a slow. Watching the skin get
pulled back and forth like that got her even more excited. By then,
both of their tips glistened with the drops of precum she was
milking out of their shafts.

The first
cock to feel her soft, warm lips wrap around it belonged to Stu.
She figured he deserved it more, since he hadn’t made any jokes.
Looking up into his eyes, she let her lips trail back down the
purple flesh of the head. Flicking her tongue, she mopped away the
precum that had come out so far. His mouth opened and his eyes shut
when she did that.

“It’s so
fucking warm and wet in her mouth,” Stu said. He reached out and
grabbed her by the sides of her head. Erin let him slowly pull her
mouth farther and farther down his rock hard cock.

Erin
stopped moving forward when the tip of her nose touched Stu’s
stomach. Looking up and over at Roger, she winked at him as she
continued stroking his cock. Roger’s cock hardened more in her
fingers.

Then she
started to suck on Stu. He let out a loud gasp, and she tasted more
of his precum as the force of her suction sucked it right out of
his cock. As she pulled her mouth back, she looked down at the
shaft to see just how wet her spit made it look. She moved back and
forth like that, nice and slow, turned her mouth around him a
little each time. Stu’s fingers had tightened up in her hair,
pulling on it a bit. The sensation thrilled up and down Erin’s
back.

Pulling her
mouth back almost all the way, she jerked her hand up and down the
sopping length of Stu’s shaft.

“How does that
feel?” She asked him.

“Like I want
you to never stop doing it,” Stu replied. He nudged his hips
forward a little, as thought to tell her to stop talking and start
sucking again.

With a
wicked smile on her face, Erin shifted over so that she knelt in
front of Roger. Letting go of Stu’s cock, she put both hands around
Roger’s shaft. She ran
her fingers up and down his length, turning his cock first one way
and then the other, giving it a light kiss on the side each time.
It didn’t take much time before the precum leaking down his shaft
started getting her hand closest to the head wet and sticky. He
watched without blinking as she turned his cock to one side and
started kissing down the length of his shaft. Each time her soft
lips pressed against his skin, she could feel the throb of his
heartbeat get quicker and quicker as she neared the sensitive
ridges around the head.

Erin
opened her mouth, as though about to lower it around Roger’s cock,
when she stopped. She
looked up at Stu, who’d been watching her work over his friend’s
cock.

“All of this
sucking has gotten my pussy awfully wet,” Erin said in her best
pouty voice, as though that was some huge problem, “Can you help me
out with that big, strong cock of yours?”

Stu
jumped to the task as if
he was some soldier grunt and Erin was a four-star general. He
moved behind her, then wrapped his arms around her petite waist,
his fingers already searching for the button to her short-shorts.
Erin shifted so that he would have easier access.

Pursing
her lips, she pressed them to the tip of Roger’s cock, getting them
wet with his precum. She
pushed forward, allowing his hard meat to slowly part her lips in a
tight circle around his flesh. As she did this, Erin felt and heard
Stu unzipping her shorts.

Her mouth took
in half of Roger’s cock when she felt Stu’s fingers slide her
shorts and underwear partway down her thighs.

“Let’s move
this over to a bed,” Stu suggested.

Wrapping his
arms around her again, he picked her up off the floor. Although she
had to let Roger’s cock fall out of her mouth, she held onto his
shaft with one hand, using it like a leash to lead him over.

Shifting
her to one strong arm, Stu finished pushing her pants and thong
down. They dangled around one ankle for a moment before
falling. He set her down
on her hands and knees on the bed. Stu went on one side of the bed
behind her, while Roger stayed in front of her.

“Put that cock
back where it belongs,” Erin said, pulling Roger by his dick closer
to her.

As she
wrapped her lips back around Roger’s shaft, she felt Stu massaging
her ass with one hand while running the fingers of his other hand
up between her thighs. Erin began massaging the bottom of Roger’s shaft with her
tongue, rubbing it along the flesh already completely soaked by her
spit.

The tip
of Stu’s finger pushed into her pussy. He moved it in circles there, slowly stretching
her pussy out with each revolution. Erin hadn’t waited this long
for a good fuck for this type of teasing. She could feel how wet
she was. Why have a finger when you knew the only tool for the job
was a big, hard cock? Removing Roger’s cock from her mouth with a
wet sound, she turned and looked over her shoulder.

“What the fuck
are you doing back there? Just fuck me, already.”

As soon
as Erin felt the head of his cock bump against her hole, she pushed
her hips back. Instantly, half his dick was buried in her tight little
pussy. It clenched up involuntarily around his thick meat, and from
the way he hardened and trembled in her, she thought she might feel
his hot cum hit the back of her pussy in the next few
moments.

She had
to pull her mouth off
Roger.

“Oh yes!” Erin
moaned. This was exactly what she’d been needing. She didn’t know
how she’d lasted this long without feeling something long and hard
in her cunt.

Stu’s
fingers squeezed her ass hard as he fought to stop himself from
coming. After a few
tense moments, she felt his fingers relax.

“Shit,” Stu
said, “That’s dangerous what you just did, girl. With a pussy as
tight as this, you have to be careful.”

“What?”
Erin said, “Is my big manly man unable to take the feeling of a
tight, young pussy wrapped around his shaft? Does his hard cock not like it
when I do this?”

Erin
pulled her pussy a few inches up his shaft, then pushed back down.
Stu grunted.

Stu grabbed her
hips. “Well, my hard cock actually likes it more like this.”

He started
jackhammering her pussy. His big cock pushed all the way into her,
stretching her out around him as his balls slapped against her
clit. He went so fast. The muscles of his jaw worked and the veins
stood out on his arms.

Letting
go of Roger’s cock, Erin reached back and started fingering her
asshole. She had to close her eyes as she started breathing
quickly. She forced them open and looked up at Roger, who was
looking down at her expectantly.

“Fuck my ass,”
she told him.

Stu
regained control of himself long enough for them to change
positions. Roger laid
down on the bed. Erin grabbed his cock and mounted him
reverse-cowgirl style. She whimpered as she guided his cock to her
asshole. She could feel her tight ring straining against the tip.
She breathed in deeply and held it, making herself relax. As she
let her breath out, she lowered her weight onto Roger’s cock. She
had to grit her teeth as she felt her asshole stretch with some
pain around his girth.

She heard
Roger sucking in breaths through his teeth as he grabbed her by the
ass to support her as she moved down him. When she had taken his
whole cock into her ass. She pointed at Stu and crooked her
finger.

Lying back on
Roger’s torso, Erin said, “Get over here and keep fucking my
pussy.”

Stu
climbed up on the bed. Roger kept his legs together so that Stu
could straddle them. Grabbing Erin by the backs of her knees, he
pushed her legs back. With no hands, he guided his cock back
against the opening of her pussy, then urged it back
into the tight hole. Erin
watched as her lips swallowed that big, hard cock up. She couldn’t
believe that something so big could fit into her.

Her hips
raised a few inches into the air as Roger lifted her up by the ass.
Both men were now free to pound her holes as she lay sandwiched
between them. Stu pushed
his cock all the way into her and then pulled it out only a few
inches, leaving her feeling completely filled the whole time they
fucked. She loved how wet her pussy made his cock as it tried to
keep its grip on his hard meat.

Being so
deep in her ass, Roger touched her G-spot ever time he thrust up
into her. The whole bed
shook as they all moved, making the floor creak.

Soon, her pussy
made slurping noises from her sopping wetness every time Stu pulled
his cock out a bit for another thrust.

“Fuck me
harder,” Erin would tell them, and they’d kick it up a notch,
making her gasp and making them moan as her holes tightened their
grips.

“Ah shit!” Stu
said suddenly.

Erin
looked up into his contorted face as she felt his cock harden up in
the soft, tight walls of her cunt. He fucked her faster as he
came. His load shot out
of his dick hard enough for her to feel the force of it smack
against the back of her pussy. His jizz felt so warm in her, she
couldn’t keep herself from coming.

“God yes!” Erin
screamed. Her pussy clenched up onto Stu’s still-coming cock, which
jerked around inside her like a prisoner trying to get free. Shocks
and waves of warmth jumped through her body. She was so tied up in
the feeling that she hardly felt Roger’s fingers tightly squeeze
her ass, or how his cock had gone completely rigid in her tight
little asshole.

They pumped her
full of their hot spunk.

Stu
wrapped two of his fingers around the base of his shaft and thrust
into her a few more times, making sure she got all of his
cum. Erin’s asshole was
so tight, all she had to do was run it up and down Roger a few
times to make sure she got all of his, too.

Erin reached up
and ran her fingers along Stu’s cheek.

“I think you
boys are going to fit in around here nicely.”

Stu looked down
at his cock, which was still hard, and still buried most of the way
into Erin’s pussy.



“It looks like
we already do,” he said with a smile.

Erin made him
gasp by squeezing his cock with her pussy. “What did I tell you
about jokes?”

Stu
nodded. When they pulled apart, none of their jizz leaked out of
her from how deep they’d buried themselves into her holes during
their orgasms. Erin’s
legs felt weak, and she wobbled a bit as she put her clothes back
on.

“You boys
finish getting settled in. My daddy will probably be back in an
hour or so. Don’t think that because I’m fucking you that you can’t
put in an honest day’s work.”

Erin opened the
door and started to slip through, then she turned back around.
Neither man had stuffed their cocks back into their pants yet. Both
of their shafts were still wet from their fucking.

“And don’t tire
yourselves out too much, either. My daddy tends to go out a lot. I
expect you to be hard and ready for a good fuck when he does.”

She
slipped out completely and closed the door before they could
reply. These
next few days are going to be fun, Erin thought as she moved down the
hall.




Follow Jillian on
Twitter @JillianCumming

 


Visit her Author
Page

 

Discover other titles
by Jillian Cumming at Smashwords.com

Farm
Girl Threesome

Graveyard Ghost
Seduction

Her
Husband’s Ghost

Highlander Hungers:
Three Erotic Highlander Stories

Moonlight Menages:
Three Werewolf Three-Ways

Nights
of Lust: Three Erotic Vampire Stories

Moonlight Lust:
Three Erotic Werewolf Stories

Cowboy
Heat: Three Stories of Gay Cowboys

Vampire Seductions:
Three Stories of Gay Vampires

Full
Moon Desires: Three Stories of Gay Werewolves

Star
Slut

Screwing the Tax
Man

 


Looking for a
threesome with something supernatural in it? Check out this sample
from Jillian’s steamy story:

 


My Hot Werewolf
Three-Way

 


I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What? Who...?”
Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks reddening as she
drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on, lass.
Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one heave,
he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her eyes,
Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his chest.
As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she could,
Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all right?
I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m fine.
Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you, sir.”

He waved off
her thanks. “I make it my business to save beautiful women.”
Smiling, he continued, “And I believe it was at least partly my
fault in the first place. The name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”

Mary had told
the people she was with that she wouldn’t be back for several
hours. And he was so handsome. Not to mention the wetness between
her thighs.

“Lead on,” Mary
said.

It turned out
that Donald lived alone in a small cottage with a thatch roof.

True to his
word, he rooted around in a cupboard and pulled out some sewing
needles and thread. Handing them to her, he motioned to a small
table where she sat. After a few moments, she realized that she’d
have to take the dress off in order to fix it.

Her cheeks
colored again at the thought of the large man seeing her in her
smallclothes. She also felt the strong urge to do it. Something in
Mary wanted Donald to look upon her smooth, fair skin.

“What’s the
matter, lass? Don’t you know how to sew?” Donald said.

Mary fingered
the tear, looking down at it so that Donald might not see the look
in her eyes, the look she felt must be written plainly on her face.
He was just so handsome and charming, but she hadn’t been raised
this way.

“Is there a
blanket or sheet I might use while I fix this? I’m going to have to
take the dress off to fix it...” She looked up at him.

Realization
dawned on his face, making his eyebrows climb up his forehead. “Oh.
Yes, yes. Right here,” he said, handing her the thick woollen
blanket from his bed then turning around, “Here. I’ll look
away.”

Standing up,
Mary shrugged out of her dress. She let it fall in a circle around
her ankles, then stepped out of it so that she could pick it up.
She snatched a glance at the curve of his back. Her underwear
definitely felt damp between her legs now. Her nipples, free of the
fabric, stiffened up. Throwing the blanket over her shoulders, she
sat back down.
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    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



