
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Ganged by the Daddies Next Door: Four on
One

Jillian Cumming

 


Copyright 2018 Jillian Cumming

All Rights Reserved

 


Author’s Note: All characters depicted are 18
years of age or older and of no relation.




Amanda lay idly on her bed, letting the
spinning blades of the fan above her wash the air down across her
body.

It was the summer after her first year of
college. And what a crazy year it had been. Classes and exams and
dorm rooms and living on her own.

Well, not on her own. She had a dorm mate and
of course floor mates. It was strange to lie on the bed in her old
bedroom at home without having to worry about Chrissy, her
roommate, barging stuck mouth-to-mouth with some jock or frat
boy.

Strange, but nice.

Of course, she wasn’t into the frat guys and
the jocks. Her own tastes had swung a little older.

When she’d learned that she was failing Intro
to Pysch, she’d begged her TA to give her a better mark.

Her lithe young body writhed a little on the
bed when she remembered what happened next.

Her TA was an older guy named Robert. The
kind of guy who had waited until his 40s to come back to school for
graduate degrees.

She’d cornered him, gotten down on her knees
in front of him. He protested a little, but she could see the way
he swelled in his pants at the sight of her.

He’d been so hard when she pulled him out and
stroked him. Harder still when she took him in her mouth, locking
her eyes on his even while her lips locked in a tight loop around
his shaft.

She’d sucked his cock like that for a few
minutes until he swelled even harder in her mouth. He couldn’t hold
back when she pulled her mouth off him for a moment.

“I love your cock, daddy,” she’d told
him.

He came when she sank her lips back down his
long, hard shaft.

Then she swallowed everything that he gave
her. Every last drop.

She’d gotten a 3.7 in the class. As well as
an older man desperate to fuck her at any opportunity.

Amanda’s nipples perked up against the thin
tank top that she wore. One of her hands slid up her body to cup
her small and firm breast while the other strayed down between her
thighs.

Her fingers encountered the sheer cotton
panties covering her soft mound. Soft and warm. She ran her
fingertip up and down her slit nice and slow. When she felt the
dampness start, she sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth and
bit down on it. Just a little. Just enough to hurt.

Now that she was back home, she knew why she
was attracted to older men.

A car door closed with a thud across the
street. Amanda’s heart stuttered. With a gasp, she lurched out of
bed and rushed to her bedroom window.

She leaned against the sill, her breath
clouding the pane of glass in front of her, her cute, round ass
stuck out with her back arched.

There he was, getting out of his Charger.

Her friend Molly’s dad, John. John was a
firefighter, with the build to prove it. But it was more than that.
He just seemed so manly. Other men took to him immediately. He
seemed to have a different girlfriend every month.

Molly’s mom wasn’t in the picture anymore. He
was a single father, which made all the moms in the neighborhood
swoon for some reason.

Amanda thought she could understand why, now.
A hot single older guy who knew his way around a woman’s body
seemed a rare commodity these days.

And there had been that time last summer at
the rec center pool when she watched him get out of the pool, the
water glistening on his chest and abs and arms.

But she’d gone off to school before anything
could happen.

However, she knew that Molly wasn’t coming
home for another few weeks. John had the place to himself.

Then she remembered that it was Friday night.
Molly told her that John had his firefighter buddies over every
Friday for poker.

Frustration curdled in her stomach.

She wanted him tonight! She couldn’t take it
any longer; it had been weeks since she’d had a good fucking.

But how am I supposed to get him with all the
other guys there?

Her aroused state of mind suggested something
to her. Something crazy. Something she’d been thinking about for a
while now, but never dared to try and go through with.

What if she didn’t need to get John alone?
What if it wasn’t only John who used her tight young body?

Her cheeks heated. She’d never felt like such
a little slut before. Not even with her lips wrapped around her
TA’s hard cock.

She liked it, though. Liked thinking about
being not just John’s little slut, but all of them. All those
firemen with their big, strong hands. All of them old enough to be
her father.

Her pussy quivered as she let herself slide
into the fantasy. Her teeth clicked shut and she sucked a sharp
breath in through them. Her knees turned watery and weak and sank
slowly to the short carpet of her bedroom floor.

One hand went between her thighs. She found
the crotch of her panties soaked through. Just the barest,
whispering touch along her slit sent paroxysms of pleasure up her
stomach and spine.

Amanda
knew she had to get to work right away, glancing at the clock.
There probably wasn’t much time before John’s friends started to arrive. She immediately
started rooting through her bag, through her dresser and her
closet, looking for just the right things to wear.

She’d never
really pictured herself as one of those girls doing it with a bunch
of guys at the same time, but now she could think of nothing
else.

She finished
getting dressed and crept out into the hall. Leaning against the
banister, she leaned over the rail and glanced downstairs.

“Mom? Dad?” she
said, waiting.

No response
came. Her heart sang in her chest. Lucky once more! She didn’t have
to think of some excuse to get out of the house.

She ran back
into her bedroom quickly to check out her window. John had gone
inside. That was good.

Heart
beating a million miles a minute, she stole across the street. Then she went into John
and Molly’s backyard. There she found the back door, with the key
in the planter beside it. She unlocked it and went in, creeping her
way upstairs and to Molly’s room.

She had just
closed the door there when she heard John start upstairs.

Then she
waited. It wasn’t a long one.

The doorbell
rang. She heard John answer it. It went again a few minutes later.
How many guys were coming? She thought probably no more than four
or five all told. Would that be enough for her? It would have to
be, she knew.

Watching
the clock radio that sat on Molly’s dresser, she let an hour slip
by. It would be best if they were all a little loosened up by
alcohol. By the sounds of it, they were. Laughter and conversation
filtered upstairs, gradually getting louder. Standing in front of
the mirror, Amanda pushed at her small but firm tits.
This is
it, she
thought.

Making
her way downstairs, she found them all seated around a circular
table in the den. Counting John, there were four big and strong
firemen all laughing and drinking as they played at poker between
jokes and stories. She leaned against the doorframe, curving her
body to accentuate her figure.

Some guy
whose name she thought was Jim saw her first. He whistled. The rest
of the guys stopped and turned to look at her. John was
smiling.

“Hey,
Amanda. What are you doing here?” John said, his face a little
flushed from his drinking. His friends chuckled.

“I just
came over to see if Molly was home. That’s okay, right?” Amanda
said.

John frowned a
moment and her heart dropped. Then he smiled, “Of course it is!
Sorry to disappoint, but she’s not home. So unless you want to hang
out with this bunch of drunks…”

“Sounds like
fun!” she said, throwing on her brightest smile.

John frowned
again, then shrugged, “The more the merrier!”

The other guys
glanced at each other but said nothing.

She
walked into the room. John started to stand to get her a chair, but she lifted
her skirt a little and sat on his lap.

The other
guys seemed to find this amusing and cute, and they started telling
her how to play. But Amanda wasn’t wearing any underwear, and she’d
lifted her skirt so that her bare pussy was right on John’s cock.
She had felt it jump a little when she’d sat down. She started
gently grinding her pussy back and forth along it, smiling at the
other guys as they talked. John was silent. At first, he seemed to
resist it, but suddenly she felt his cock get so hard that it
strained against his pants, as though it was struggling to get
inside her. This thought made her get wet, and her pussy
squeezed.

She
gasped, jumping up from his lap in mock outrage. When the other
guys saw why, they burst into fits of laughter. She saw that her
pussy had left a nice wet spot where she’d been rubbing it against
his pants. Perfect, Amanda
thought.

“Oh, daddy! Let
me help you.”

Amanda
bent down and started undoing John’s pants. He still seemed so
shocked that he could hardly do anything but sit there with his
mouth open, trying to protest. Having gotten his pants undone, she
grabbed them and yanked, pulling them part way down his thighs.
She’d grabbed his underwear, too. His hard cock popped up. What she
saw made her salivate. His cock was nice and big, just like in her
fantasy.

This seemed to
make the semi-drunk firemen laugh even more.

They stopped
laughing when she started sucking his cock. She’d grabbed it with
one of her hands and shoved her lips down over it, letting her
tongue tickle that sensitive spot between the head and shaft.

John pushed at
her shoulders, “No, Amanda, stop.”

She swallowed
as much of his shaft as she could, then, feeling the head of his
dick press down into her throat.

“Holy shit,
isn’t that his daughter?” One of the guys said behind her.

“His
daughter’s friend, actually,” Jim replied. His voice held the hint
of amusement. “Old John has to beat the ladies off with a stick.
Doesn’t matter who they are.”

John’s grip had
shifted from her shoulders to her head. Rather than trying to pull
her mouth off, he actually pushed it a bit farther down his length.
He leaned back in his chair, giving Amanda more room to move
around.

Soon, the
shocked silence turned to chuckles and even a few cheers as the
semi-drunk firemen accepted what was happening. They hooted and
cheered when Amanda managed to press her mouth all the way down
John’s shaft. She let his cock push into her throat, suppressing
her gag reflex. She felt him get even harder in her mouth as he ran
one of his hands through his hair.

When she
could hold her breath no more, Amanda pulled back. His shaft was
covered in its entirety by her wet spit. Amanda slowly ran one hand
all the way up and then all the way down the wet flesh, smiling up
into John’s face the whole time.

“Did you like
that, daddy? Did that help?” Amanda asked.

“Yeah,
kiddo, it did,” John replied. She felt his cock harden and pulse
for a moment in her hand as he looked down her body. She felt
herself get warmer in response.

“Hey,” one guy
said behind her, “I think we all need a little help, too.”

Still
stroking John’s cock with one hand, Amanda looked over her shoulder
at the man who’d spoken. She didn’t even know his name. But she did
see him rubbing his hard cock through his pants under the table.
With a quick glance, she saw that they all sported nice big
boners.

With an impish
smile, Amanda grabbed her skirt with her free hand and pulled it
up, leaving her ass and pussy bare to see for anyone willing to
duck their head under the table.

She made a
pouty face as she looked at the nameless man who’d spoken, “I think
there’s a problem under the table that can only be solved by
firemen,” she said.

The three
remaining firemen all practically fell over themselves trying to
get a look under the table. Smiling still, Amanda turned back to
John. She savored the look in his eyes as she peeled her shirt off.
Amanda wasn’t wearing any bra, and he got to see the hard nipples
of her smallish but firm breasts right away.

A big hand
clapped onto one of her ass cheeks and gave it a squeeze. Without
looking back, Amanda reached back and found the owner of the hand.
She gave his cock a squeeze through his pants.

Arching
her ass up and leaning forward, she laid a wet kiss on the bottom
of the head of John’s cock before swallowing half his shaft
again.

She
started moaning when the hand squeezing her ass travelled between
her legs. Big, strong fingers worked their way over her wet gash,
and a big thumb pressed into her tight and wet pussy. She gave the
thumb a squeeze as she felt it get covered in her
juices.

Amanda
worked her mouth more vigorously on John’s cock, sucking at it and
using her tongue to feel the big bulges. More hands grabbed her
ass, this time pulling the cheeks apart so that the owner of the
hands could get a look at her dark little asshole.

A chair
squealed as someone pushed it back and stood up. A moment later,
Jim appeared at John’s side. He laid a hand on John’s shoulder and
looked down with a smile at the little slut sucking his friend’s
cock. Amanda saw that Jim’s own cock was hard in his
pants.

Another
chair squealed as another of the firemen got up and then crawled
under the table. Amanda closed her eyes and moaned on John’s cock
as she felt a warm and wet tongue start sliding up and down the
cleft of her ass, tingling every time it passed over her sensitive
little asshole.

When she
opened her eyes again, Jim’s cock was out of his pants and he was
stroking himself, his eyes fixed to her tits. Smacking his hand
away, she grabbed his hot and pulsing cock and started stroking it
for him.

After
making sure John’s cock was still thoroughly soaked with her spit,
she shifted and took Jim’s cock into her mouth. He moaned as her
lips wrapped around his shaft in a tight ring and proceeded most of
the way down his length before pulling back almost all the way off.
A big glob of precum leaked out of his dick and right onto her
tongue. Amanda swallowed it right away and started trying to suck
more out of him.

“Your
stepdaughter has such a nice little mouth,” Jim said. He reached
down, grabbed Amanda by the back of the head, and pulled her mouth
down until she had his entire cock in her. She gagged a little, but
made no move to resist.

“Such a great
ass, too,” the fireman who’d been rimming her the past few minutes
said before returning to his task.

“Yeah,
well,” John said, “I think she’s been a very bad and naught girl.
Come on guys, let her stand up.”

The
firemen variously stood up and backed away from her, their cocks
and tongues leaving her. After a second, she stood. John grabbed
her shoulders and spun her around. He unzipped her skirt and it
fell around her ankles, leaving her totally naked for the big
firemen to see.

“What do
you have to say for yourself, young woman?” John said.

 

“I’m sorry,
daddy,” Amanda said, “I thought you would like it.”

All of
the men were smiling as John grabbed her by the shoulders and bent
her over the table. She felt the head of his wet cock bump against
her ass, and she at first thought he was going to start fucking
her. She shivered as her pussy released more juices in
preparation.

“Well,
this sort of behavior is inexcusable and requires punishment!” John
said.

She felt his
cock pull away. Amanda looked over her shoulder in time to see his
beefy hand land on her ass with a loud smack. She jumped and
squealed as he did it again and again, not sparing either
cheek.

“Oh, daddy I’m
sorry! Please don’t punish me anymore!”

The
spankings stopped. John wrapped his strong arms around her waist
and picked her up. Carrying her like that, he moved to the middle
of the room where there was more space. He placed her on her feet
and then stripped off the rest of his clothes. The other firemen
followed suit, and Amanda was soon encircled by four muscular men
with hard cocks all pointing at her young and nubile
body.

Then John
laid on his back on the floor.

“Get down
here,” he said. She straddled him, looking down into his face as
she lowered her body onto his. John kept his cock steady with one
hand, and he fondled one of her tits with the other. Amanda sucked
in her lip and bit it as his big cock entered her, the opening of
her pussy stretching out as the big head made its way in. She sank
down onto his cock until it filled her completely. He felt so hard
and warm against the soft, wet walls of her flesh. Both of them
moaned.

John shifted his
grip so that he held her ass in his powerful hands. He lifted her
about halfway up off his shaft and then let her fall back down,
slamming his hard member back into her tight hole. She yelped with
delight as she felt her pussy squeeze around him for a moment and
then loosen. He kept fucking her like this, making her tits bounce
up and down.

The other
guys wanted in on the action, too. The guy who she thought had been
licking her asshole stepped so that he was standing over John’s
head. She started sucking his cock, wanting to get it all covered
in her spit like she’d already done to Jim’s and John’s. The guy
who’d been using his thumb to finger bang her pussy stepped up
beside the guy she was sucking. She started stroking his cock,
using the ample precum leaking out of it as lube.

Jim had moved
behind her. She couldn’t see him, but she heard him grunting as he
straddled John’s thighs. She wondered if their balls were touching
and wanted to giggle, but couldn’t because of her mouthful of hard
cock.

John must have
seen what Jim was doing, because he stopped lifting Amanda up and
letting her drop, instead holding her in position with a few inches
of his straining shaft, all wet with the juice from her pussy,
showing.

Amanda pulled
her mouth off the cock, and instead started stroking it. She was
about to start sucking the only cock that hadn’t been in her mouth
so far, but her whole body suddenly clenched up.

Jim had pressed
the head of his sopping cock against her tight little asshole.
Amanda forced her body to relax, and he managed to enter her
tightest hole with some difficulty. They both grunted and whimpered
as his shaft penetrated more deeply into her.

John started
fucking her again, keeping her held up in his powerful
arms.

“Is my pussy
tight enough for you, daddy?” Amanda said before she started
sucking on the cock she was going to suck earlier.

John’s only
reply was a grunt. His face was all red, and his lips were pulled
back in a grin of concentration and he slammed his cock as deeply
and as hard as he could into her young cunt. Jim had started
fucking her asshole now, too. The feeling of having two big, stiff
cocks stuffing her full was overpowering.

It was like her
body was spinning out of control. She sucked and jerked and fucked
as hard and fast as she could, feeling all of the cocks getting
stiffer and hotter by the moment while she herself got tighter and
wetter.

Soon, she
came all over John’s hard cock, squeezing and gripping it with her
pussy even as her eyes clenched shut at the sensation. After one
particular squeeze of her pussy, she felt John’s cock stiffen and
jerk in her, and then she felt a warm sensation as his cock spurted
hot cum into her cunt. John’s fingers dug into the flesh of her ass
as he came in her.

It was a chain
reaction. The fireman she was sucking started to groan even more.
When Amanda opened her eyes, she saw that he’d thrown his head back
and his hands were clenched into fists even as his dick swelled in
her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and finished him with her hand.
Her efforts were rewarded by long spurts of his cum which landed in
hot globs all over her face and tits.

Jim grabbed her
hips suddenly and started pounding her as hard as he could, making
her scream from the sensation. His mouth opened and the air escaped
him in a moan as she felt him fill her ass with his hot
spunk.

That left
only one man: the one she was jerking. She thought his name might
be Scott. As the one guy who’d just came all over her face and tits
stepped away, Scott stepped into his place. He leaned down and
grabbed her. He lifted her up. She gritted her teeth as John and
Jim’s cocks pulled out of her still-tight holes. She could feel
their cum dripped in hot streams out of her as Scott walked her
over to the table. There, he set her on her ass on the cold
surface. He pushed her knees back to her chest and rammed his hard
dick into her pussy.

Amanda
felt another orgasm coming as she watched his member sliding in and
out of her, filling her up each time. Scott came just as Amanda’s
second orgasm slammed into her, tightening her pussy around his
dick. He added long spurts of his own cum to John’s. Her pussy was
so filled with cum that it leaked out around his dick.

Scott used his
fingers to milk every last drop of his jizz out of his cock and
into her cunt before pulling out. Immediately, milky cum flowed out
of her onto the table. She laid back onto the cool top of the
table, her whole body shivering and vibrating gently from the
pleasures she’d just experienced.

Scott and the
nameless fireman who’d blown his load on her body were already
picking up their clothes and putting them back on. Jim had
collapsed naked onto a loveseat, his chest and shoulders heaving,
and a sheen of sweat glistening on his face.

John walked over
to the table and between her legs, his cock still partially hard.
It was covered in a medley of juices from Amanda’s pussy and mouth,
as well as his own cum.

Wordlessly, she
slipped down onto her knees in front of him and cleaned all the
mingled juices from his shaft with her tongue. His cock jerked and
flexed as she dad. She kept her eyes on his the whole time.

John cupped her
cheek while she cleaned him, and then helped her to her feet. He
was so much taller than her.

And her pussy
ached. How could it not? She’d never been fucked so hard in her
life. And by so many different cocks.

Outside, she
heard the sound of a familiar car engine. Car doors opened and
closed.

“My parents are
home,” she said.

“Better get
back then before they start asking around,” John said, “Go out the
back door.”

She turned to
go, but he grabbed her wrist. She looked back at him.

“Molly’s not
going to be home another two weeks at least,” he said, the implied
invitation glinting in his eyes.

Her sore little
pussy quivered again. “I know,” she said. Then she slipped out of
his grip and went home.
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Upping Her Grade

 


“Man, I am totally failing my Intro to Pysch
class!” Bianca said.

“Really? Aren’t you doing all the
assignment?” Angie said.

The two of them stood out in the hallway, the
door to the Pysch 101 lecture hall to their right. A steady stream
of students poured from it, most of them examining the comments
left on their latest assignment.

The professor, Dr. Sharp, also included a
sheet with overall class standings and current course marks.

A few of the guys looked up from their paper
to discreetly admire Bianca. She paid it no attention; she was used
to this sort of attention from guys.

Bianca had a D+ paper in her hand with a big
F+ in red market on the course standings page on the back.

She wrinkled her nose at it. It was a pretty
nose in a pretty face. Blonde hair bounced from her shoulders, and
her crop top shirt combined with her low-rise jeans showed a toned
and firm tummy.

“No. I tried, but I didn’t think it would be
this hard!” Bianca said, feeling the tears pushing at the back of
her pretty blue eyes.

“Told you that we shouldn’t have gone to
those house parties over the weekend,” Angie replied. Her paper had
a B, and she stood at a C+. Nothing to worry about for her.

“But how else were we supposed to meet those
frat guys?” Bianca said.

It had been a good weekend. She’d hooked up
with the starting QB for the college’s team.

Well, sort of good. He’d been hot and
muscular. But quick. It felt like he’d only pumped her a dozen
times before he shot his nut.

It left Bianca a bit frustrated, which she
also blamed for not getting to her course readings or going over
her lecture notes.

“Well, I hope he was worth it,” Angie
said.

Bianca could’ve smacked the smug smile off
her friend’s face, but she genuinely needed help. If she failed
another course she’d be on academic probation next semester.

And if nothing happened after that?

Kicked out of the school.

“What should I do?” Bianca said, squeezing
the sheaf of papers in her slender fingers.

“You could always fuck him,” Angie said.

This got her attention. She finally looked up
from her failing grade to her friend’s pretty cheerleader face.
“What?”

“Sleep with him to bump your grade up,” Angie
said.

“Do you think that would actually work?”
Bianca replied. Dr. Sharp was something of a silver fox. Older, of
course. Maybe even older than her dad.

She had to admit to more than one occasion in
class where, bored with the lecture, she’d imagine what it’d be
like to kiss him. Feel his stubble on her cheeks while his hands
squeezed and rubbed her young body.

She’d never been with an older guy before. It
actually sounded kind of hot.

I wonder if he’d last longer than the
quarterback? Bianca wondered.

“Dude! Are you actually considering it?”
Angie said, scrunching her face up, “It was a joke!”

“I know. I just wanted to mess with you,”
Bianca said, covering her ass.

“Wanna go to the cafeteria? I want to grab a
bite before practice,” Angie said, making Bianca slump a little
with relief when she didn’t push the point about taking her
suggestion seriously.

“Not hungry yet. I’ll text you later maybe,”
Bianca said, looking back down at her paper. She chewed a little on
her bottom lip, the pressure of her teeth turning the rosy, soft
skin there white.

“Whatever,” Angie said, walking away.

Bianca didn’t want to get kicked out of
school. And the professor really was a handsome guy. And she didn’t
remember seeing a wedding ring on his finger.

Old guys liked young women, didn’t they?
Maybe I won’t even have to fuck him, she thought. She
wondered if maybe she could get away with some flirting. Maybe
putting her hand on his arm or his chest.

She found her course syllabus and tapped her
finger on the line with the information she needed. Dr. Sharp’s
office location and office hours. It turned out he had one coming
up that afternoon.

Bianca went back to her dorm room and
changed. She left the crop top on. Then she pulled on a lacey red
thong and over those, a pair of shorts cut off so high almost half
her ass showed.

She bent over briefly in front of the mirror,
just a little, to accentuate her butt.

“There’s no way he’ll say no!” Bianca said,
pleased with herself.

And, she admitted, a little turned on. Maybe
more than a little. She trembled a little, low in her flat tummy.
Was she wet, too? Maybe a little.

This had her really excited. She glanced at
the clock, wondering if she could get away with a quick bean
flicking session to calm her down, but she needed to hurry to make
it to his office on time.

“Oh well,” she said, figuring that a little
frustration would make it all seem more real.

She got to the building and found the halls
pretty empty, which was good. She’d been worried that maybe other
students might be there. But no one ever went to office hours.
Especially not freshmen.

Her footsteps resounded off the walls of the
narrow corridor. Her heartbeat sped up, clanging against her
ribs.

This will work, this will work, she
said.

The thong was tight, and she swallowed at the
pressure it put on her lower lips. The skimpy underwear already
felt a little damp. A flushing sensation of heat rose from her
chest.

She turned the corner and saw the door to his
office. It stood ajar, some inner light leaking out against the
glossy floor. Papers rustled within. Keys tapped.

She stopped for a moment, considering.

No, just go do it! You want to pass, don’t
you?

So she went and knocked.

“Uh, Professor Sharp?”

“Come in,” he said.

She pushed the door open and saw him sitting
at his desk. He glanced up at her. Then glanced again when she
closed the door behind her.

She noticed how excited she was when she
glanced down and saw her perky little nipples thrusting hard
against the thin cotton of her crop top. Her heart pushed up into
her throat.

“This is about your grade,” Sharp said.
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 * 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";
	}
}



