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Lisa
peered around, trying to remember which way the exit was. All
around her, headstones of various shapes and heights sat silently.
As she walked through the rows, more and more reared up out of the
darkness. Shivering a little, she wrapped her arms around herself
and rubbed. Why didn’t I bring a damn sweater? She thought.

Her roommates
had dared her to do it, to spend two hours by herself in the big
old cemetery outside of town. Were they still there in the car at
the gate, waiting? Knowing better, Lisa thought they’d probably
gone somewhere for a bite.

The hands
on her watch told her she’d only been wandering for about half an
hour. I could
call them, she thought.
Her phone was in the back pocket of her jeans.

No, she
couldn’t do that; they’d think she was chickening out. She’d never
live it down.

A cool gust of
wind rushed by. Looking down at her shirt, Lisa could see her hard
nipples pressed against her bra. If she was going to last, she
needed to find some shelter.

The first
squat stone mausoleum was locked. Grabbing the bars of the door,
she rattled them and cursed under her breath. The next one, as well
as the one after that were locked too. Just as Lisa was thinking of
finding a large headstone to crouch behind, she spotted it. A few
rows away, there was another crypt. It hadn’t been kept up, with
its crumbling walls, but the door stood ajar.

She rushed
over, the firm cheeks of her ass flexing, and grabbed the door
grate. The metal whined as she heaved it open, making a sound not
unlike a scream. Flinching at the noise, Lisa hurried in out of the
wind.

In the shadows,
she could just make out the large stone sarcophagus in the middle
of the floor. A few stray beams of moonlight filtered in through a
small grated window near the ceiling.

Lisa sat with
her back against the cold, hard stone of the tomb. She wondered if
there was decent phone reception out there. She could tweet about
how bored she was. That brought a smile to her full, pretty
lips.

She arched up,
pulling her phone from her pocket. The screen lit up, then died.
Finger on the power button, she frowned. It had just been charged.
It was no use; no matter how long or hard she pressed, the phone
stayed off.

“Damn it...”
Lisa said. The phone was only a few weeks old. Could it be a
lemon?

A hot breath
blew down the back of her neck.

“Fuck!”

In her panic,
she dropped her phone. It cracked when it hit the floor. Lisa shot
to her feet, looking around. Her tits rose and fell quickly as her
heat jumped in her chest.

She was alone.
But she knew she’d felt the heat/ It couldn’t have been the wind;
the wind was cold.

Something
rustled in a dark corner. It could have been some dried leaves.
That’s what Lisa told herself. The part of her mind that knew
better said otherwise, though. A cold gripped her, holding her to
the spot.

The thing in
the corner watched her. It was as though the shadows themselves
looked out with invisible eyes. The blackness flowed, shifting from
side to side.

Lisa swallowed,
or tried to. Her mouth had gone dry. Strangely, she felt her pussy
get a little wet.

“Who... Who’s
there?” She managed. She balled her fingers into fists. Slowly, her
ability to move was returning. The doorway was right behind her;
she’d bolt for it.

Her legs
worked! She spun, leapt for the opening. It clanged shut.

“No!” A rusty
voice commanded as she wrenched at the bars.

Lisa turned
around to face the spot she thought the voice had come from.

“What have we
here?” The voice continued, “So pretty... full of life...
Yes...”

“What do
you want?” Lisa said.

There was a
hesitation. “Want? Life, youth, flesh...”

A shock
thrilled up Lisa’s spine at the final word. The way the voice had
spoken made her think that it didn’t want flesh for itself. Rather,
it sounded to her like it wanted to feel flesh again.
Despite her fear, she felt a
tingle of warmth between her legs as she started getting
wetter.

“What are you?”
Lisa asked. She had her back to the door, and both her hands were
still wrapped around the cold, rusty bars. Her fingers tightened as
she waited for a reply.

“I was a man,
long ago. How long? I can’t remember.”

Lisa
strained to see the inscription on the sarcophagus, hoping it would
give her some idea of how long the ghost had been there.
Maybe if I make it
happy I’ll be able to leave, she thought. She could just make out some words, but they
appeared to have been rubbed off or otherwise destroyed. There was
one other thing she knew she could try.

“Can I help
you?”

The air
shimmered in front of Lisa. The shadows seemed to take on
proportion, to take shape. Before long, a softly glowing man stood in front of her. He
had died somewhere just past his middle years, but he had broad
shoulders and strong arms. He was exactly the type of older man
Lisa liked. She let go of the bars.

“Yes,” he
said, “I believe that you can help me.”

He
reached up with one hand, as though to stroke her cheek. Lisa
braced herself, waiting for the finger to pass right through her.
She jumped a little when she felt it press against her face. Lisa
reached toward the phantasm. Could she touch him, as well? She got
her answer as she cupped his crotch. That was solid, too. Very
solid. She stroked her hand up and down the front of his ghostly
pants, rubbing at his hardening cock underneath.

The ghost
wrapped his arms around her. As she continued stroking his stiff
cock, they started floating into the air.

“Is this what
you want?” Lisa asked.

“Yes,”
the ghost replied. As they got closer to the ceiling, he bent his
head forward and kissed her. His lips felt soft, warm, and electric. He floated them
over the sarcophagus and then set them down, standing on its lid.
His hands uncoupled behind her and then slid down her curvy waist.
He kissed her more deeply as his large palms moved over her ass and
cupped it gently. He pulled her hips into his, grinding them
together. His hard cock pressed against her thigh.

“Lift
your arms,” the ghost commanded. His arms were still over hers, holding them
down.

She tried
anyway. A jolt of surprise moved through her chest when she lifted
her arms right through his. The inside of his body felt like warm
water, though her skin was dry when she’d moved her arms
out of his body. She held them
up over her head.

His hands
still kneaded her ass cheeks and pulled her body close to his as
her shirt seemed to lift itself over her head. It floated in the
air for a moment before falling to the ground. There was a small snapping noise as her
bra unclasped itself. It, too, lifted up off her arms and then
fell.

The soft
glow he cast washed over her perky tits, which were just the right
size for a man to hold and squeeze. Her hard nipples pressed
against his chest. She
felt a shudder move through his body as he looked down at
them.

He
brought one arm up around the small of her back. Lisa whimpered a
little as she leaned her weight back against that arm. His grip was
tight, holding their hips together. But now he could lean down, if
he wanted. He moved his free hand up to cup one breast. She could
see through him as he squeezed it. He ran the ball of his thumb
over that smooth flesh, then in slow circles over the
nipple. That same
electricity ran through his thumb into her, making Lisa squirm a
little in his arm.

The ghost
passed his hand over the smooth skin in her cleavage, then squeezed
her other tit. This time, he leaned down and took one nipple in his
mouth while he rolled the other between two fingers.
He didn’t suck, but the motions
of his ghostly tongue felt even better.

“Oh yes!”
Lisa said. She grabbed his head with both hands and pulled his
mouth down farther over her flesh. After a few moments, he shifted his mouth to the
other nipple. She could actually see her flesh inside of his mouth,
see his tongue press against her or swirl around the stiff skin of
her nipple.

She hadn’t even
noticed that they were floating in the air again.

Then she gasped
as the suit he wore disappeared. His ghostly body was completely
naked against hers as he nuzzled his face between her tits.

“Oh!”
Lisa said as she felt her feet touch the floor beside the
sarcophagus. The ghost moved his face back and smiled at her. Then
she suddenly felt hot on the inside as he passed right through her.
She tried tuning to face him, but he stopped her by wrapping his
large arms around her body. She felt his stiff cock press up
between her legs as he grabbed her by the throat and gently tilted
her head back onto his shoulder. Turning her face with one finger, he kissed her
deeply. His fingers undid the button and zipper of her jeans. Her
eyes shot open as he slipped one hand under her panties and then
cupped her pussy.

Lisa felt
so wet and warm. She felt his cock stiffen a bit more between her
legs as he stroked back and forth across the smooth skin of her
pussy lips. It was like
a pleasant tickle that made her moan and want his thick cock deep
inside her.

Gently,
he stopped their kiss. He pushed her so that she leaned against the
cold stone of the sarcophagus. She felt an electric tingle as he
ran his lips down the middle of her back. Unlike with her shirt and bra, her used his hands
to pull down her jeans and panties. He pulled those off along with
her shoes.

Lisa
spread her legs apart and arched her back as she felt his lips on
the back of one thigh. He reached up and spread her ass cheeks apart with his
strong hands, pulling the lips of her pussy apart enough so that he
could see her wet little hole.

The ghost
wasted no time, quickly moving his lips so that his mouth was over
her pussy. She shook a little at the touch, feeling her wetness
trickle onto his tongue.

She sucked in a
breath as he pushed his tongue into her. It went in so deeply. Then
it spun. It kept spinning, faster and faster. Lisa squeezed her
eyes shut, and her fingers tightened around the edge of the lid of
the tomb. She gritted her teeth, her lips contorted with the flood
of sensation. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before.

His tongue
poked in even more deeply as it kept spinning. It completely filled
her up, leaving no nerve untouched. Lisa arched her neck and
groaned as she came on him.

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck,” she muttered as her pussy tried to clench up around him. It
couldn’t hold onto his tongue, which only stopped spinning when she
stopped coming all over it.

“Fuck me now,”
Lisa said over her shoulder.

When he
pulled his tongue out of her, she almost wished he hadn’t. It had
felt so good. But what will his cock feel like in me? She thought. It wasn’t long before she
found out.

She
watched as he positioned himself behind her. He couldn’t take his
eyes off the sight of her trembling, perfectly shaped ass.
Her eyes widened as she felt
something grip her ass and keep the cheeks spread apart. His hands
weren’t on them; he was using both to hold onto his rod as he
guided it toward her pussy.

When she
felt the head touch her, she pushed back against it. Instantly, her
pussy stretched around the whole head and swallowed it up.
The walls of her pussy clenched
up involuntarily around the thick shaft as he pressed it deeply
into her. She puckered her lips into a circle, breathing in and out
sharply, as she took more and more into her. His cock filled her
up, too. But it was different from his tongue. His cock was thick,
and it kept her whole pussy as stretched out as she’d ever felt
it.

“Is my little
wet pussy tight enough around that huge cock?” Lisa said to
him.

The ghost
responded by flexing himself in her, making her toes curls.
She wished she could see. Her
pussy was probably visible through his shaft. She could actually
watch the walls of her pussy move around him as he pulled his cock
slowly back. He didn’t stop at all; when he pulled back as far as
he wanted, he pushed into her again.

Soon his
cock crammed into her and pulled out at a steady pace.
Lisa pushed back against his
thrusts, revelling in the feeling of the ridges of that big head
rubbing back and forth along the tight, smooth walls of her cunt.
Her little pussy was stretched so much that it almost hurt. But it
was that grey area between pleasure and pain that she liked so
much. She sucked in her lip and bit it lightly, running her tongue
over it.

She
tightened up when she felt the ball of his thumb press against her
asshole. It was the first time she’d heard him groan. Smiling,
every time he pushed in she tried to clench up around him. The
little grunts he gave her made her nipples stiffen up enough to
hurt.

The only sound
in the mausoleum were her grunts and moans as his thick ghostly
cock slammed silently into her tight, wet little hole.

The ghost
floated them into the air again. He buried his cock all the way
into her as he did so, leaving her toes tightly curled and her
pussy clamped around his member, not wanting him to slide out.

They landed on
their sides on the lid of the tomb. He ran his arm under her neck
so that she had something to support her head. But she wasn’t
thinking about that at all. With her legs closed, her pussy was
even tighter than before. If it had been a cock made of flesh
shoved that deeply into her, she didn’t think it would have been
able to move.

But the ghost’s
cock did.

Cupping one of
her ass cheeks with his hand, the ghost withdrew his cock until
only the bulbous head was in her. The tight ring at the opening of
her pussy strained around its girth. Lisa found that she was
holding her breath.

Silently,
the ghost’s cock slid back in through her lips until she felt a
nudge as it bumped against the very back of her pussy.
She rolled her hips as he held
that position, rubbing the hard rod around in her as much as she
could. Just at the moment when Lisa was going to scream at him to
start fucking her again, the ghost pulled back and then slammed in.
He kept going, harder and faster with each passing
moment.

When Lisa
looked back at him, his dick was only a glowing blur as moved. He
was going so fast, she didn’t think she’d be able to take it. Lisa reached back,
hoping to grab his hip to make him slow down a little. Her fingers
passed through his body, which wrapped her hand in that strange
warmth that seemed to fill him.

“I can feel you
around me,” the ghost whispered, “I can feel your tight little
pussy slowly clamping down. Are you going to come on me?”

“Yes,” Lisa
said.

“Yes what?” The
ghost said, “Tell me what your little pussy is going to do to my
big, hard cock?”

Lisa could
barely think. All she could do was feel. Her pussy felt so warm and
tight; heat seemed to radiate from it through the rest of her body,
leaving her feeling light and electrified.

“I’m going to
come on that big cock you keep fucking me with,” Lisa said.

The ghost
reached around her and tweaked one of her nipples between two
fingers. That was the tipping point.

With a
long scream, Lisa lost control of herself. Her hips pushed back
against the ghost, trying to force his cock deeper into her as her
pussy clenched up around him. Even her coming didn’t stop the
steady and fast motion of his member. He seemed to ram her even
faster, trying to lengthen her orgasm. She whimpered and yelped,
grabbing the lip of the lid for support.

It was part way
through that she felt his cock jump in her. Her pussy got even
hotter, as though he’d filled her up with his warm cum.

“Yes!” The
ghost yelled behind her.

His cock
felt like it had swelled up. She couldn’t contain it anymore. Lisa
screamed again.

Then the huge
thing inside her was gone.

She lay
shuddering on the lid of the tomb for a while, waiting for the
aftershocks of her orgasm to stop rushing through her body. When
she started to get cold, Lisa let herself down and collected her
clothes. She pulled them back on. Her pussy was so wet, she knew
she’d need to change her underwear as soon as she got home.

Looking around
the crypt, she wondered if that had really just happened. There was
no evidence of it, save her sopping, sore pussy.

“Hello?” Lisa
said.

Only the
wind answered. She jumped and yelped when the door squealed. It had
opened itself a few inches. Lisa bent down, grabbed her broken
phone, and then squeezed through the small gap.

The door closed
behind her just as she got through.

“Lisa! Where
are you?” A voice called.



Relief flooded
her stomach. It was her friends. She saw flashlights bobbing up and
down in the distance. As she moved toward them, she wondered what
she would say about that night. There was no way she was going to
tweet about having her brains fucked out by some old ghost.

Maybe she would
dare one of her friends to come along one night? Her lips curled in
a smile as she wondered what a threesome with a horny ghost might
be like.
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Just thinking
about Patrick made tears come to Ashley’s eyes. She held his
picture in her lap. She couldn’t believe he was dead yet, even
weeks after the accident. He was so strong and handsome, with his
broad shoulders and masculine face.

With the
sadness came another feeling. Looking at the photo sent electricity
through her hips, making her get wet. She was so damned horny;
Ashley hadn’t so much as touched herself since he’d died.

She felt
hollow, lost to the world. Ashley knew she could get another guy
quickly, with her round and firm ass and perky tits, but it just
didn’t feel right/ Not this soon. The mixture of the two desires,
to mourn and to feel a man in her again, was too much to take.

A fit of anger
ripped through her. With a snarl, Ashley threw the picture to the
floor. The glass shattered and the frame cracked.

“How could you
do this to me, you asshole?” Ashley screamed at the picture.

Wind rushed
past the house, then. It made a strange sound. She would have sworn
that she heard an airy and soft, “Sorry...”

Moving to the
kitchen, she poured herself some red wine. It was the only thing
that could get her to sleep.

She took a sip
of the full-bodied drink, put the glass on the counter, grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and went to clean the mess she’d made.

It looked
like the picture had been moved a few feet away. Ashley shook her
head. Must’ve
kicked it when I got up,
she thought.

As she bent
over to sweep the shards up, an incredible urge to touch herself
consumed Ashley. It was so overpowering that she just wanted to
fingerbang herself until she screamed right there on the floor.

Looking at
Patrick’s picture, she knew that she shouldn’t, that she couldn’t.
She hastily swept up the glass, her hands shaking the entire time,
and then she retreated back to the kitchen. It felt like her whole
body had gotten hotter, like some huge bonfire had ignited in her
pussy. Grabbing the wine glass with both hands, Ashley drained it
in one gulp. She put the glass back on the counter.

“Get a grip,
woman,” she muttered.

Sitting at the
table, she tried to ride out the wave. Closing her eyes, she tried
concentrating on something else.

Glass
shattered. Her eyes sprung open and she jerked in her seat. She saw
that the wine glass had fallen from the counter. Ashley definitely
remembered putting it farther back.

Standing,
she walked the few steps to the counter. Yes, there was a circular
wet mark outlining where the bottom of the glass had been. It was
so far from the counter that there was no way it could have
fallen. Maybe
it tipped over and rolled? She thought. No, she realized she would have heard the
hollow sound glass made as it rolled across a hard surface. There
was no reasonable explanation; it was like it had just hopped off
the counter on its own.

She looked down
at the shattered pile. Her reflections stared back up at her.

Her desire
flared up inside her again so quickly that she grabbed the counter
to keep from foaling. Opening her mouth, her breath left her body
with a shudder. Her wetness soaked her panties.

“Oh God!”

Wind rushed by
the house again. This time, she thought she heard it murmur,
“Ashley...”

It was
too much for her. The voice had sounded familiar.
What’s happening to
me? She thought. She
felt so terrified, so horny. Finally, her teeth gritted in
concentration, Ashley stumbled out of the kitchen. She dragged
herself upstairs toward her bedroom.

What she was
going to do in there, she didn’t know. Either rub herself into a
wild orgasm or hide under the covers. Maybe both.

Ashley got the
door open, crawled in, and pulled herself onto the bed.

“Babe...” the
wind seemed to mutter. It sounded strange.

Ashley knew
that voice. But it couldn’t be him, could it?

“Patrick?”
Ashley stared around the room, her heart pounding, as though she
could catch a glimpse of him. She waited, hardly daring to breath
in case the noise drowned out a reply.

Then came the
wind again, “Yes.”

The voice
sounded stronger now, closer, as though her realization and
acknowledgment fed it.

She couldn’t
figure out whether to laugh or cry.

“I’ve missed
you so much. You have no idea how hard it’s been without you,”
Ashley said.

When the wind
picked up this time, it didn’t stop. It seemed to get stronger and
stronger, as though it would blow the whole house over. All the
drawers of her dresser burst open, sending clothes flying all over
the place.

Ashley’s mouth
was wide open. She realized she was screaming, but the wind was all
she could hear.

There was a
sound like a thunderclap, and the wind abruptly stopped. But Ashley
was no longer paying attention to that. Patrick stood at the foot
of the bed. He was all white, and he glowed slightly as though from
some inner light. He smiled at her and held out his hand.

“I can touch
you? I won’t just pass right through?” Ashley said as she reached
for him.

Still smiling,
Patrick nodded. Ashley closed her eyes as she reached out. Her
fingers met his. His big, strong fingers wrapped around her hand.
She was surprised at the warmth in that touch. That warmth made her
warm, too.

“Can you stay
long?”

“No,” he
replied.

She wiped the
tears from her cheeks. “Then I know just the way to spend the time
that we do have.”
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Melissa fidgeted with her feet under the
table. Sat across from her, trying to sort through an unorganized
pile of forms and receipts, was a representative from the IRS. He
was there to audit her.

She didn’t know that the IRS made house
calls. If she had, she might have forgotten to mention some of her
income sooner. Mr. Banks, the rep, was quite handsome in his dark
suit. The way he had moved around when he first came in suggested
that he liked working out. Normally, she didn’t go for guys with
glasses, but the tasteful frames he had on brought out the color of
his eyes.

There wasn’t a ring on his finger,
either.

“So, how long will this probably take?”
Melissa asked.

Banks looked up from the papers. He pressed
his lips into a thin, frustrated line. “I don’t know, miss.
Possibly all day. I might have to come back again to get all of
this stuff sorted out.”

Melissa ran her fingers through her blonde
hair. She knew she was pretty. She went to the gym every day. Maybe
if she flirted with him a bit, he might make her tax problems go
away. Or at least become less.

She got a little wet just thinking about
making him hard for her. She looked down at herself. She was
wearing some blouse and a pair of skinny jeans. Not bad, but she
wanted to do this job right. She needed to turn the heat up. There
was just the thing in her closet, she knew.

Standing up, she said, “Will you excuse me a
moment? There’s something I forgot to get that I think you
need.”

He shooed her away with a wave of his hand.
Melissa went upstairs to her bedroom. No guy had just dismissed her
like that in years. Usually they spent all their time staring at
her rack, or trying to walk behind her up staircases. Not being
wanted really was a turn-on, she guessed.

Upstairs, she pulled all her clothes off. She
looked in the mirror, putting her hands on her knees in her best
Marilyn impression. Her tits were nice and perky. Already, the
nipples were a little stiff from her dirty thoughts downstairs. She
pulled on a transparent pair of black underwear. From her closet,
she grabbed her sluttiest little black dress. It hugged her body,
showing off her shapely ass. Its plunging neckline hardly covered
her breasts. Melissa grabbed her tits and pushed at them until they
looked the best.

The finishing touch was a pair of long black
gloves. She looked at herself against in the mirror. If Banks
didn’t pop out of his pants at this first sight of her, he’d have
to be gay.

Melissa made her way back downstairs and
peeked around the doorway into the kitchen. Banks was leafing
through an old pile of receipts. Melissa coughed. Banks didn’t look
up.

“I hope you brought that form from your last
job, miss, it’ll really smooth the process.”

This was going to be more difficult than
she’d thought. He was one of those down-to-business types,
completely professional. It was going to take more of an effort to
seduce this one.

Melissa walked into the kitchen, letting her
hips roll a little. She felt so excited that her legs began
shaking. She knew that the crotch of her transparent black panties
was already wet with her juices. Would he finger her, she wondered?
If he did, she was going to suck all of her own juices from his
fingers, right before putting something hopefully much bigger into
her mouth. She loved having something hard in her mouth to suck
on.

She steadied herself against the table
briefly, waiting for the tingling in her pussy to die down some
before she could rip his clothes off and fuck his brains out right
there. No, this would be better starting a little slow. Make him
sweat for it.

“Would you like a drink?” Melissa asked.

She slunk around behind him. His chair was
only a few feet away from the sink. She smiled as she rummaged
noisily through one cupboard, pretending to look for a glass.

“No, miss. When my break comes, I’ll head
over to that little diner across the street, but thank you though.
Your cooperation with the IRS is much appreciated.”

Melissa shut the cupboard. She turned around
and walked up so she was right behind banks. Slowly, she knelt
over, pretending to read whatever form he was pouring over at the
moment. She rested her breasts on his shoulder, and made sure he
could feel her hot breath on his ear and neck.

“What’s that one for?” Melissa asked.

She saw his cheeks get a little red. He
wasn’t so impenetrable after all. Her pussy tightened up a
little.

“This? This is a record for... for...” He
swallowed emphatically, clearly uncomfortable.

Melissa put her hand on his other shoulder
and gave it a little squeeze.

“Miss, did you find that other form you were
looking for?”

“Please,” she said, “Call me Melissa. If
we’re going to be seeing each other so much over the next few days,
use my name.”

“Okay, Melissa. Did you find the form?”

She needed to feel him between her legs. She
needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Melissa reached
down and grabbed his hand in hers.

“Yeah, I found it. It’s right here, see?”

She ran his hand up between her legs. He
shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.
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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";
	}
}



