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Jenny liked living away from home and going
to college. Away from her parents, away from her hometown.

But not away from her friends.

She shared an off-campus apartment with two
of her classmates, Sandy and Brie. They’d all grown up together,
met in kindergarten. That whole cute story.

And they’d all decided to go to the same
school. So it made sense after first year for them all to live
together.

“Hey!” Sandy said, coming into the kitchen.
She wore a pair of tight shorts that the bottom of her ass spilled
out of, and her lips glistened with gloss. She had her cell one
hand while she rooted around in the fridge with the other.

“Hey yourself,” Jenny said, “Where’s
Brie?”

Sandy peered around the open fridge door, her
face about even with a photo magnet the three of them had taken
together for their celebratory road trip for graduating from high
school.

“Don’t you remember?”

“No,” Jenny said. She leaned against the
countertop, “What?”

“Her dad’s coming up with a few of his
friends.”

“Oh,” Jenny replied. Her stomach
tightened.

That was one other benefit to rooming with
her childhood friends. Specifically, Brie. More specifically,
Brie’s dad, Bruce.

“Wow!” Sandy said, “Nice blush!”

“I’m not blushing!” Jenny said, turning her
face away to stare fixedly at the backsplash behind the sink.

She couldn’t really deny it to herself,
though. Her whole body was hot.

“I can’t believe you still have a crush on
Bruce!” Sandy said. She closed the fridge door, her formerly empty
can now clasped around a bottle of water.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
Jenny said, still not looking.

She’d been crushing on Bruce hard for as long
as she could remember. And it had never gone away.

If anything, it got worse. Because Brie’s
parents had divorced and she had chosen to stay with her dad.

Bruce was single. Had been for years now. It
made it feel like things were… possible.

It was a recurring fantasy of hers to find
Bruce in some foul mood and then bring him back around with her
youthful smile. To make him recognize her as a woman and not just
some girl his daughter knew.

He was like another father to her. Somehow,
that made the fantasy even worse. That forbidden, taboo aspect that
lifted her panties all twisted and damp when she thought about
it.

It kept her awake at night still, trying to
keep quiet while she worked the wet pink folds of her pussy into
tight agony with one finger.

“You do! You totally do!” Sandy said.

“No. I don’t care. That’s gross; he’s old
enough to be our father,” Jenny said.

Sandy took a sip from the water bottle and
then set it down on the counter. She ran her eyes up and down
Jenny’s body and then smiled.

“Really? Then you wouldn’t mind if I flirt
with him a little when he gets here? Because he is pretty good
looking. For an old guy.”

Jenny’s stomach twisted some more. She
swallowed hard against the sensation.

“Do whatever you want,” Jenny said, “See if I
care.”

“Maybe I will,” Sandy replied. Then she
danced out of the room, showing off those long legs and that perky
ass of hers some more.

Sometime after that, the buzzer rang. Jenny
hurried over to the intercom and pushed the button to let him
in.

Her heart thrummed in her chest for that half
minute or so until the knock at their door.

She flipped her hair back behind her head and
hoped that her bra would keep Bruce from seeing how stiff her
nipples had gotten. They were so hard they ached.

Yeah, for his hot lips to wrap around them
and then suck on them…

She pushed that thought from her head when
she opened the door.

“…hey,” she said, confused.

Because it wasn’t just Bruce. There were
three other men with him. She recognized one of them as Tom, the
father of another of their friends who hadn’t come to this
college.

The other two looked about the same age as
Tom and Bruce, and she figured they were maybe the fathers of
friends of one of Bruce’s sons.

“Jenny! Hey, long time no see!” Bruce
said.

And before she could protest, he bent over
and wrapped her in a big hug. Their bodies crushed together.

She hoped desperately that he couldn’t feel
her stiff little nipples against his flesh.

She hugged him back, trying not to think
about the spicy scent of his aftershave or the way his stubble
prickled so delightfully against her cheek.

Or how big and strong his arms felt around
her. And how his clasped hands rested on the small of her back,
just above the firm curves of her ass.

No, she locked all that away for later use in
her bedroom, when she was all alone and no one could hear the wet
sounds her fingers made or the noise of her little whimpers of
pleasure.

“Hey there, Bruce. You miss me, too?”

Sandy leaned against the hall closet, still
wearing those tiny shorts and now an even shorter crop top that
exposed so much of her taut, bare belly.

Jenny’s mouth turned in an involuntary frown
when Bruce released her from his grip. Tom came in next to hug her,
but she mostly ignored him.

“Of course not. Wow, look at you! Bet you get
any guy you want around here, don’t you?” Bruce said, moving in and
gathering Sandy up in his arms like he’d just done with Jenny.

“Yeah, any guy,” Sandy laughed. It was a
lilting, lovely sound. Jenny hated her.

She wanted this to stop. She hadn’t expected
Sandy to follow through on her threat.

“Hey, where’s Brie? I thought she was coming
back with you?” Jenny said.

Bruce let go of Sandy, “Yeah, we sort of had
a bit of a fight and she decided it was best to go stay at her
mom’s. And about that… The guys and I would understand if you
wanted us to go crash in a hotel instead of here. I mean, we know
we’re not really family or anything.”

Sandy wrapped both her hands around one of
Bruce’s biceps and leaned her body against his, “It’s no problem!
You can all stay here the night at least. Brie’d be pissed at us if
we kicked you out. Right, Jenny?”

Jenny crossed her arms beneath her small,
round breasts. Her nipples chafed against her bra, adding to her
irritation.

“Of course it isn’t,” she said, forcing a
smile. She hoped that her eyes said, I hate you for doing
this to Sandy.

Bruce pulled his arm away from Sandy’s grip
which pleased Jenny. The irritation returned when he dropped it
around Sandy’s shoulders and pulled her closer to his side.

“Great, thanks guys. We’ll head out in the
morning, won’t be in your hair long,” Bruce said.

“No problem,” Jenny said.

But to her surprise, after that Sandy seemed
to lay off. The guys hung out in the living room while Jenny stayed
in her own room and Sandy ran out to the mall.

It wasn’t until Jenny crawled into bed that
she thought it was all going to be okay. She flicked off her lamp
and went to sleep, not daring to relieve the pressure on her
swollen little clit for fear one of the guys would walk by and hear
the noises she made.

***

Jenny woke up in
her underwear under the covers. She glanced at the clock and saw it
was a bit after midnight. She felt so thirsty that she got up and
walked towards the kitchen. The whole apartment was dark, and she
didn’t really hear anything but her own footsteps. Then she passed
by the living room. It was dark in there, but she heard low
grunting and constant slurping and sucking noises.

“Yeah,
baby...” A man whispered. She couldn’t be certain, but Jenny
thought it was Bruce.

Not
thinking, she reached around the doorframe and flicked on the
light. Everyone froze. Sandy, completely naked, was on her knees in
the middle of the room. Bruce was standing in front of her, also
naked. Sandy had most of his meaty cock in her mouth. Sitting on
the couch beside them, slowly jerking his own hard cock was
Tom.

They all looked
at her when the light came on.

“Bruce!”
Jenny yelled. She just couldn’t believe it. For some reason, her
jealousy flared again and a voice in her mind said,
it should be me
sucking his cock.

Sandy quickly
pulled her mouth off, but left one of her hands wrapped around
Bruce’s shaft. Jenny could see thick gobs and strings of her spit
all over Bruce’s cock.

Jenny marched
into the room and stood beside Sandy. She could feel the heat
coming off their bodies, and it made her own temperature rise. She
fought it back, though. This was unacceptable, and she had to do
something about it.

“What the
hell, Bruce?” Jenny said.

Bruce held his
hands up, a look of guilt on his face. Tom chuckled from the couch
and continued to stroke himself, his eyes fixed on Sandy’s nubile
and shapely body. The noise brought the other two guys into the
room from wherever they’d been sleeping. They both gasped when they
saw what was going on.

“I’m
sorry, Jenny,” Bruce said. She saw his eyes flick down her body,
and she remembered that she was just in her underwear. Again, a
jolt of arousal thrilled through her pussy.

She was going
to tell him off, but her desires changed her mind.

“You are such
an asshole. Do you know how long I’ve wanted to suck your cock? And
you let my roommate do it first!”

“Jenny,
I’m sorry—“ Bruce started, then his brain processed what she just
told him, and he said, “—Wait, what?”

Jenny grabbed
Sandy by the shoulder, looked down at her, and said,
“Move.”

Smiling
impishly again, Sandy wiped at her mouth and got out of the way.
All of the guys gasped again when Jenny went down on her knees
where Sandy had been. She tossed her hair back. Reaching up with
one hand, she grabbed Bruce’s cock. It was hard and thick, and also
wet from the suck job Sandy had been giving it. Looking up into
Bruce’s eyes, Jenny opened her mouth and took his cock with
it.

“Hell
yes,” she heard Tom say from the couch.

Bruce smiled
down at her. He ran his finger along her cheek, then gently cupped
her chin. He pushed back, making her move her mouth back off his
member. He bent over and gave her a full kiss on the lips, then
stood back up. Immediately, Jenny shoved his cock back through her
lips.

“Come
here, boys,” Sandy said. She squatted behind Jenny so that their
backs were touching. Tom got up from the couch and stood in front
of her. After a second, the other two came in as well. Sandy smiled
up at them. “Take out your cocks,” she said.

“Right
here,” Tom said, grabbing his cock and thrusting it at
her.

“That’s a
nice, fat cock you have there, Tom,” Sandy said as she grabbed
Tom’s cock and started stroking him.

Hastily,
the other two guys pulled down their pants and let their own
hardening shafts spring out into the air. They were both on Tom’s
left, so Sandy did the only thing she could to please them all at
the same time. She took the middle man’s cock in her mouth, where
it instantly hardened, and she grabbed the final man’s dick and
started stroking it at the same pace as she did Tom’s.

Jenny didn’t
care about all that though. All she could think of was how hard she
was making Bruce’s cock, how he moaned when she rubbed her tongue
against the bottom of the head of his cock, and how the skin of his
shaft moved as her fingers slid back and forth along his
member.

Reaching
behind her with one hand, Jenny undid the clasp of her bra. She
used that same hand to pull it off her, reluctantly and quickly
taking her hand off Bruce’s shaft for the second it took to get the
strap off. He stared hungrily down at her breasts. Under that gaze,
she felt her nipples stiffen, and a shiver ran through
her.

It wasn’t long
before she was rubbing her pussy through her panties, thinking
about how it would feel when he shoved his thick shaft into her
little cunt. Her panties were moist under her urgent fingers.

Tom extricated
himself from Sandy’s grip. He moved over until he was closer to
Bruce, where he put he hands on his hips and looked down at Jenny.
His big cock trembled in the air as he looked, and some clear
precum came out of the tip.

Without
thinking, Jenny switched cocks, thirstily lapping at the salty
precum before sliding her lips as far down Tom’s shaft as she
could. The whole while, she continued squeezing and stroking
Bruce’s rod. Both men groaned as she worked over their cocks with
her body.

Behind
her, Sandy was getting into position to take a cock in her pussy.
She went on her knees on the couch, resting her forearms on the
back of the couch. Behind the couch, one of the guys stood getting
his cock sucked. The other guy took position at Sandy’s ass. He ran
his hands over her flesh, and gave one of her cheeks a couple
playful slaps. She responded by wiggling her ass at him. Without
further ado, he entered her.

He had to push
in slowly because she was so tight, working his cock a few inches
in, pulling back, and thrusting in a little deeper each time. Her
pussy tugged at the skin on his shaft, showing just how tight she
was.

“Holy shit, I
love co-eds,” the guy said as he managed to cram every last inch of
his dick into her hole. When he pulled back from another thrust,
his shaft was shiny from her juices.

 

Sandy started
moaning like a whore as the guy nailed her from behind. Her noises
of pleasure seemed to make everyone else amplify their own. Jenny
groaned around Bruce’s cock as she switched back to it, and then
did the same to Tom’s.

All of
the guys seemed to be watching Sandy again, or, rather, watching
their friend as he fucked her brains out. Even Bruce couldn’t stop
watching Sandy’s perfect ass move back and forth.

Jenny let him
feel her displeasure as she ran her teeth lightly over his shaft
the next time she pulled back. That seemed to get his attention.
Wordlessly, Bruce moved around behind her. He picked her up as Tom
began protesting. He quieted as he watched what Bruce did. Bruce
put her down on one of the overstuffed arms of the couch, which
supported her hips and made her back arch on the cushions
beautifully. He spread her legs apart and stepped between them.
Jenny’s heart pounded as her pussy released more juice in
anticipation.

“Give me
your cock,” Jenny said.

Bruce eased his
cock into his friend’s daughter’s tight little pussy after shoving
her underwear to one side. Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and buried
her face in the cushion as she felt her pussy stretch out around
his girth. Bruce grabbed and squeezed her ass when he started
fucking her.

That left
Tom out. He stood there, watching everyone else have fun. Sandy
noticed.

She said,
“Come over here, Tom. I need your cock now.”

Sandy stood up,
making the guys stand back for a moment. She grabbed Tom by the
shoulders and got him to lie down on the couch, his shoulders
against the other armrest. The next second, she’d straddled him.
Grabbing his shaft, she lowered herself down onto him. His lips
pulled back from his teeth as his member sank into her tight
pussy.

“You,”
Sandy said, pointing at the guy she’d been fucking before, “Have
you ever tried anal sex?”

She
didn’t need to say any more. The guy got up on the couch, putting
his knees wherever there was space. Sandy lifted and angled her ass
and pulled her cheeks apart to show her asshole to him. He was in
her and making her moan within a few moments.

Jenny took care
of the final man, who was still standing behind the couch. Twisting
her torso, she reached up and started stroking his cock. It was
nice and slick from Sandy’s mouth, and his member felt warm and wet
in her hand as she stroked.

The couch
started shifting on the floor as Bruce got into his groove. He
rammed her pussy hard and fast, making her grunt every time his
cock slammed balls-deep into her. She could feel her pussy get
pulled back and forth with each stroke.

“Oh
Bruce,” Jenny said, “You’re so hard in me.”

His cock
was like iron in her. She got wetter thinking about how she was the
one making him so hard and horny. It was her pussy he wanted, not
Sandy’s. That made her happy. She groaned again as she felt the
ridges around the head of his cock pull back through her wet hole,
stretching it out a little more at that tightest point.

“Uh huh,
uh huh,” Sandy said repeatedly as the two other guys pounded her
delicate holes. Jenny knew Sandy was about to come; she’d heard her
roommate masturbating in her bedroom enough times to also know that
this one was going to be big. Sandy grabbed the back of the couch
and squeezed until her knuckles turned white. She panted while she
came.

“Yes, fuck my
pussy and ass. Are they nice and tight on you? Yeah, you like
that?” She said through gritted teeth.

Both Tom
and the other guy fucking her had looks of concentration on their
faces. They’d both slowed down considerably, both from how tight
Sandy had gotten around their cocks and how neither wanted to be
the first to come. Sandy let go of the couch, reached around behind
her, grabbed the ass of the guy fucking her asshole, and yanked him
deeper into her. He groaned and she smiled. After a dangerous
second, the man regained his composure.

From
Jenny’s position, she could easily watch as Sandy squeezed the
man’s firm ass, and how it flexed every time he thrust his cock
back inside her.

Bruce was
slamming her so hard from behind that he was actually rocking the
couch each time. Jenny reached back and pressed the flat of her
hand against his stomach right over his cock. She could feel
herself getting tighter around him by the moment, and his fucking
was overloading her senses.

Her
whimpering and her hand on Bruce’s body didn’t seem to make him
slow down at all, though. If anything, feeling her little cunt
start clenching up around him just seemed to make him try to screw
harder and faster. Her sudden tightness just accentuated how hard
he felt inside her, which made her tighter and him feel harder. It
was a vicious cycle that Jenny didn’t want to stop.

But it
had to end one way or the other. She opened her mouth wide, feeling
her pussy get extremely wet. She squeezed the one guy’s cock in her
hand so hard that he yelped as she came all over Bruce’s big
rod.

Through
the whirlwind of pleasure that ripped through her with each squeeze
of her pussy, she heard Sandy say, “Are you making her come all
over that big piece of meat of yours? Shame on you.” Sandy
laughed.

“So
fucking tight,” was all Bruce could manage.

Jenny could feel
him pull his cock back and shove it in against her orgasm, forcing
her convulsing walls to part around his cock. She could feel her
orgasm throughout her whole body, from her tingling nipples to her
curling toes. Her pussy got so wet that she felt some of her juices
trickle down her thighs. Straining her neck to glance back, she saw
that Bruce’s cock was completely soaked.

“All
right,” Sandy said then, looking at the guy whose cock Jenny was
squeezing, “Your turn.”

The guy
fucking her ass pulled out and stepped aside. Her asshole gaped
open, and Jenny felt her pussy start to tighten up again at the
sight of it. Too quickly for her taste, the other guy took up
position and jammed his cock into her waiting hole.

Spitting
on her hand, Sandy started jerking the cock that had had just
finished with her ass. All of the guys had a sheen of sweat over
their muscles, and their faces were contorted in concentration as
they watched the two college girls work over their hard
dicks.

They all look so pent up, Jenny thought. She knew that both she and Sandy had
already come. Her own pussy was still quivering a little as Bruce
gave her long, even thrusts. Their balls must be bursting at the
seams.

Jenny pushed
herself up and pulled away from Bruce. She felt a pang of longing
as his cock left her pussy. Bruce watched her curiously as she
moved to the middle of the room and squatted down.

“Hey,
Sandy, I think it’s time for these boys to let us have
it.”

Sandy’s smile
widened into a grin as she extricated herself from the three men
pleasuring themselves with her body. She moved over and squatted
down beside Jenny.

The men
didn’t need any instruction. They walked over and stood in a
semi-circle around the two girls, their cocks all straining and
trembling. Sandy grabbed Tom’s cock and the guy who’d most recently
been taking her ass. Jenny grabbed Bruce’s pulsing rod and the
final guy’s.

Both girls
looking up into the men’s faces, they started jackhammering their
hands back and forth along the stiff shafts pointed at them.

“Are you
going to come all over my face?” Sandy asked Tom. He grunted in
reply.

“Give me
your cum, Bruce,” Jenny said.

That was
apparently all that was needed to set Bruce off. Jenny felt his
cock stiffen more in her hand, so she jerked him even faster. The
next second, Bruce flinched and his cock jumped, sending the first
spurt of cum onto Jenny’s face. The next landed on her chest and
started dribbling down her tits.

This set
off a chain reaction. The cock in Jenny’s other hand jumped,
rewarding her efforts with another stream of cum that landed right
in her mouth. Jenny closed her eyes as she felt more of the sticky
stuff land all over her naked body. Sandy was laughing as Tom and
the other guy spurted their loads all over her.

Jenny opened her
eyes. Bruce stood right over her. He’d made a ring around the
bottom of his cock with his thumb and index finger. Jenny moved her
open mouth so that her bottom lip touched the head of his cock. He
ran the ring he’d made up his shaft, squeezing the last few drops
of his cum out right into her mouth. She loved the taste, and she
swallowed as much as she could.

Sandy was using
her fingers to clean her body off, sucking the cum off her fingers
as she cleared it away. She saw Jenny looking at her and she
grinned.

“I bet
you’re happy you caught me blowing Bruce now, aren’t
you?”

Jenny looked
back up at Bruce and she smiled. “Yes, I am really
glad.”

Bruce reached
down and stroked her cheek again. She grabbed his finger and shoved
it into her mouth, then slowly pulled her lips down it. His cock
jumped.

“Whoa,
slow down there, I don’t think I could fuck right now if my life
depended on it,” then he added, “But you know, I am thinking of
staying here for a few days more.”

Jenny realized
that she really could go for another fuck right then, even though
the pounding he’d given her already made her pussy feel sore. But
in the heat of the moment, she hadn’t remembered that he would be
sticking around for a bit. The thought of being able to do this
with him every day for the next few days just made her feel so
happy, and horny.

She stood
up and put her hands on Bruce’s strong chest, then ran one down to
grab hold of his still partially hard shaft. It felt so warm in her
hand, still. She gave it a squeeze as she said, “I’d like that. But
what will we tell Brie when she gets back?”

Bruce pulled
her against his hot, solid body and let his hands slide down until
they rested on her ass. He cupped her cheeks and gave them a little
squeeze.

His cock,
trapped between their bodies, twitched again. Jenny’s aching pussy
quivered in response. She wondered if she could make him nut inside
of her. She thought that would be so fucking hot.

Bruce shrugged,
“Maybe we can get into another little fight and she’ll go back to
stay with her mom a while longer.”

“Sounds good to
me,” Jenny said.
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1.

 


I couldn't tell anyone. It was a secret.

And everything I thought about it—thought
about him—it made me sopping wet.

I'm talking wet enough to have to change my
panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened the top
drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and found my
diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down on my
stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd written
about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot ball low in
my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry, dated
for that last Saturday.

 


It read:

 


Dear diary, I got kissed today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was a real kiss. It
made me feel things that I never thought I could feel. Is this how
being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know. I should be
like eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that made it really
great is that we both know we shouldn't have done it.

I always kind of had a crush on him. And I'm
18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I just never
thought anything like this would happen to me.

I went over to see if Hannah wanted to do
anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr. Campbell. But he
told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that day so I wore a
pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank top.

I knew it was super skimpy. And I think part
of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr. Campbell might
react.

We were in the kitchen. He gave me a Diet
Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush crawling up my
neck.

And I definitely felt the way my pussy got
nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the inside and squirmed
on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened.

He took the can out of my hand and set it on
the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I am. Really towered
over me.

I could feel right then that he wanted me
badly.

And I'm not sure I could have stopped him
when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body against his.

God, my heart felt like it was going to
hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't shaved that day
and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his you know. It was
big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and I couldn't think
of anything but how it might feel to slide inside of me.

But then Hannah came back in.

We both jumped apart from each other. When
we went out Hannah asked me why I looked so flustered and I said
I'd jogged over.

I think the crotch of my shorts stayed moist
until I got home later...

 


I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my back
so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut
across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened.
Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt
about the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and the
way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more than
just a dream. Right
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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";
	}
}



