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Hannah was
grateful that Christie had been able to give her a ride. She hauled
on her rolled-up sleeping bag, trying to imagine what it would have
been like to walk all the way across town with it.

“Need a hand
with that?”

Hannah looked
up. It was Christie’s dad, Paul. He was a tall, trim man she’d met
only once or twice before. He’d been happy before, but he seemed a
little sad at the moment.

It was probably
because of his recent divorce, Hannah figured. Christie was holding
up pretty well, but she said that her dad had been blindsided by
it.

“Sure,” Hannah
said, smiling and holding the strap out for him to grab.

He pulled it
out with one yank.

“I’ll bring
this up to Christie’s room. I think she’s up there already. I think
college made her miss it, you know?”

“Yeah.
Sometimes you don’t know how much you miss something until you’ve
been away for a while.” Hannah said.

She followed
him up the stairs. The muscles of his forearm stood out as he
hefted the sleeping bag up the stairs. Hannah couldn’t help but
notice them.

Had Paul been
throwing himself into working out? Was he trying to forget his
problems? However he felt on the inside, on the outside he looked
pretty great.

If his hair
hadn’t been starting to grey, and she’d seen him walking in front
of her at college, she might have followed him for a bit. Just to
watch his body in motion.

He took a left
at the top of the stairs. Knocking on the door with one knuckle, he
entered Christie’s room. Christie sat at her desk, tapping out some
new Facebook status and generally catching up with her social
networking.

“Where is
Hannah going to sleep?” Paul asked, looking around.

Christie had
already laid her bags all over the floor. She turned from her
computer.

“Umm... Beside
my bed, I guess? Thanks, daddy!”

She turned back
to her computer screen.

Paul gave
Hannah a tight-lipped smile as he put her sleeping bag down. He ran
his fingers through his hair and looked around, as though uncertain
what he was supposed to be doing.

Hannah couldn’t
help the twinge of compassion she felt at that moment. She’d been
dumped before. She figured it must be so much worse when you’d been
with someone for so long, had even had a kid with them.

“Thanks, Mister
Smith! Christie told me that you’re a great cook?”

Christie voiced
her agreement.

Immediately,
Paul’s face brightened. “Yeah, not so bad. If I do say so myself.
Tell you girls what, it’s so nice to have you back from school; I’m
going to whip up something special.”

Paul left the
room, a spring in his step from his new purpose. Hannah stared
after him. Christie was still busy, so Hannah walked over to the
mirror in the corner and looked at herself.

She had a light
summer dress on. It was a little high up her thighs, but her thighs
looked nice enough that she didn’t think anyone would mind. She
spun, enjoying the feel of the air over her bare skin.

“Getting ready
for a hot date or something?” Christie said.

She’d been
watching.

Hannah felt her
cheeks flush for no apparent reason, and found herself immediately
on the defensive.

“No, of course
not! I just wanted to make sure the car ride hadn’t wrinkled it or
anything...”

Christie
nodded, being a good enough friend to at least pretend to believe
Hannah.

They spent the
remainder of the afternoon lying about, laughing at old high school
yearbooks from Christie’s school. It felt good to not have any
homework or readings hanging over her head.

Beneath it all,
though, Hannah kept coming back to Paul. She really wished there
was something she could do to make him feel better. He just seemed
so lost at the moment.

Supper was
great, though. She cleaned her plate. Paul smiled when he saw how
much they enjoyed it.

Before they
knew it, the long first day of summer was over. They’d heard Paul
go to bed early, but stayed up later themselves. However, the
exhaustion from the drive must have gotten to Christie. She
stripped herself down to her underwear, crawled under the covers,
and went to sleep as soon as the light turned off.

Hannah stared
at the ceiling. She lay in her open sleeping bag, wearing a filmy
and short nightgown. She just couldn’t get to sleep.

Maybe
something to drink would help, she thought. Carefully, she
stood up, unlatched the door, and stepped out. It was an unfamiliar
house, so she clung tightly to the rail as she went down the
stairs.

The light from
the open fridge was blinding, but she still managed to find the
water pitcher. Quenching her thirst, she began the treacherous
journey back up the stairs. Getting to the top, she realized she’d
forgotten where Christie’s bedroom was.

She stood at
the top of the stairs for an indecisive moment, looking to the left
and then the right.

“Right it is,”
she muttered, turning and walking.

Feeling her way
along the hall, she found the doorknob and twisted, still trying to
be quiet. She slipped into the bedroom, closing the door behind
her.

There was a
little bit of light from a streetlamp.

Hannah’s breath
caught as she saw the figure shift on the bed. She realized that
she’d gone into Paul’s room instead of Christie’s.

She was about
to turn and sneak back out when he turned over onto his back. He
was shirtless, she saw. His chest looked big and strong, and it
looked like he was really beginning to get some nice abs.

Again, Hannah
thought about helping him, making him feel better somehow.

Her eyebrows
rose as she figured out a way.

Her body
trembled, and she felt the wetness come as she pulled off her
nightgown. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so all she had were her
panties. She shook, feeling the warmth flood into her pussy,
followed by more wetness.

Still
trembling, she lifted the covers and crawled up under them. She
came out beside him, putting her head on his shoulder. In his
sleep, he hugged her closer to him.

Hannah’s body
pebbled with goosebumps against his. Her nipples stiffened as they
rubbed against his body. She looked at the strong line of his jaw,
the way his features had softened and become almost angelic while
he slumbered. He kissed her lightly on the forehead, calling her by
someone else’s name. She figured it was his ex-wife.

She said,
“Shh.”

She put one
hand on his chest, feeling the powerful muscles. Then she moved it
slowly down his body. He groaned a little in his sleep, his head
turning.

He had on
nothing but boxers, she found out. His cock twitched as her fingers
felt it through his underwear. She found the button, undoing it
with her index finger and thumb.

He groaned
again as she reached in and pulled his shaft out. She was breathing
so quickly now, her heart slamming in her chest. She was getting so
wet it was almost uncomfortable. He felt so large in her fingers,
even soft.

His mouth
opened and he breathed out quietly as she stroked him. The skin
moved up and down on his hardening cock. He hugged her close again
as he became fully stiff. She couldn’t touch her fingertips
together around him anymore.

She couldn’t
believe how hard he felt. His cock throbbed with the beat of his
heart. Bringing her hand up high, she ran her thumb around the
ridge of the head. He shuddered a little.

Hannah licked
her lips. She shifted herself, going up onto her hands and knees
and facing his feet.

Throwing her
hair back behind her head, she grabbed the base of his cock and
held him pointing straight up at her mouth. She looked back at him,
wondering if he’d woken up yet. He apparently hadn’t.

Smiling, she
knew what she was about to do would.

Getting her
lips good and moist, she put them against the tip of his cock. She
pursed them, keeping them fairly tight. They slowly parted as she
pushed them down the head of his shaft.

Her lips made
it not quite half way when she pulled them back up. He tasted so
good that she’d started to salivate right away. In the light from
the streetlamp outside, she could see the wet glistening of her
spit on him.

She moaned as
she pushed her mouth down him for a second time. As she pulled back
up, she let the tip of her tongue tease along the bottom of the
head, right where she knew it was extra sensitive. His hips arched
a little as she did this, driving him back through the tight ring
her lips had made.

Reaching behind
her, she grabbed his hand. She put it on her ass, squeezing his
fingers against her firm flesh.

He swelled in
her mouth for a moment, so she pulled back and teased the slit at
his tip with her tongue.

“God...” He
muttered.

Hearing how
aroused she was making him just made her pussy get wetter. The
desire to touch herself, to feel that wetness, arose. But she
couldn’t satisfy it, since both her hands were occupied.

She sunk her
lips down his member and brought them up again and again, going a
little faster as he began waking up more.

“What... What’s
going on?” Paul said, wiping at his eyes.

She let her
teeth drag gently along his slick member.

“Oh!” Paul
said, starting to push himself up into a more reclined
position.

He turned on
the lamp by his bed and looked down.

Hannah sat back
as well. She used her hand to continue smearing her saliva up and
down his hard cock.

“Hannah? What
are you doing? What... Oh...” He said, his eyes squeezing shut as
she tightened her grip on him.

“Hi Mister
Smith. Glad you woke up to join me. Does it feel good? Do you like
me?”

“What? Yes, it
feels good. But Hannah, this isn’t right. Christie’s just down the
hall—“

“Passed out.
She drove for so long today, nothing’s going to wake her up but a
good night’s sleep. That gives me all the time I need to help you
through your... situation.”

“Hannah!” Paul
said, reaching for her fingers, trying to get her to let go of his
stiff shaft.

She smacked his
hand away.

“Come on, Paul,
you have a sexy, mostly naked girl in your bed who just had her
mouth around your hard cock. Are you really going to turn her out?
Don’t you want me?”

Grabbing his
hand, she put it on one of her breasts. She felt him shiver as he
felt her stiff nipple against his palm.

Then, all the
protest gone out of him, he fell back on the bed, closing his
eyes.

Hannah smiled.
She got up on him, straddling his chest with her knees. Her ass and
pussy were mere inches from his face.

Tossing her
hair back again, she returned to sucking on his hard cock. Her
saliva had started getting a little cold on him, and she needed to
warm him back up. From that angle, she could push her mouth much
farther down him. He moaned, his hips lifting as he tried to thrust
deeper into her hot, moist lips.

She started
massaging his balls with her hand as her mouth moved up and down
his length. She squeezed them lightly, letting the skin move around
on them.

“Hannah...”
Paul moaned.

More goosebumps
broke out on her thighs as she felt his hot breath against her sex.
She smiled inwardly as her hands grabbed her by the ass again. He
squeezed her cheeks, letting his fingers push into the firm
flesh.

When he pushed
her panties to the side, she jerked back off his cock, squeezing
her eyes shut. His lips pressed against her pussy, right over her
clit. The tip of his tongue flicked out against it, again and
again.

“Paul!” Hannah
said, trying to be quiet.

Her hand jerked
up and down his shaft faster and faster as she bit her lip between
her teeth.

“That’s it,
Paul, yeah... Play with my wet little pussy. Do you like how wet I
am for you?”

Shoving her
lips back down his cock, she sucked him hard and fast. They both
moaned in pleasure.

He swelled in
her mouth again, and she felt his balls lift a little, getting
tighter. Her pussy had clenched up, and she jumped a little each
time he flicked her clit with his tongue. More and more of her
juices leaked out onto his face, and this just seemed to make him
want her more.

Finally, when
she could take it no more, she pulled her mouth off him again.

“I need you to
fuck me, Paul. I need to feel this big, hard cock in my tight,
little pussy...”

Paul made a
noise of agreement, his lips still too busy kissing her sex to form
words.

Hannah turned
around, still sitting on him. Paul fondled her breasts as she
lifted her hips and shifted backwards. Little shocks of pain moved
through her body as he pinched her nipples and rolled them around
between his fingers a little.

“Grab my ass,”
she told him.

Immediately,
his hands slid away from her breasts. They moved down past the
flair of her hips to grip her by the cheeks. His muscles flexed as
he held her in position.

Reaching down
between her thighs, she grabbed his cock and held it straight up.
It felt so wet in her hand, so warm. She shivered as she lowered
herself down onto it.

Paul’s body
flexed under hers, going rigid as she sank down on him.

“Paul...”
Hannah moaned as the lips of her sex parted against his hardness
and began slipping down his slick cock.

“So tight,”
Paul said.

She’d taken
most of his cock in her little pussy by then. Her mouth dropped
open and she sucked in deep, gasping breaths as his hard thickness
stretched her out around him.

His fingertips
kept pressing harder and harder into her cheeks as she squeezed
around him.

Hannah leaned
back, putting her hands as far down the tops of his legs as she
could go. She lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up along his cock.
It made a satisfying wet noise as it rubbed against her sopping
walls.

Still keeping
his grip on her ass, Paul started fucking her. He used the mattress
to help shove himself as hard and deep into her as he could. From
that angle, the head of his cock rubbed especially hard against the
front wall of her sex.

Feeling her
nipples stiffen even more as a flood of pleasure shot up through
her chest, Hannah moaned, begging him to fuck her harder.

He kept rubbing
right up against her G-spot, his hard shaft gripped tightly by her
sex as he did.

“Paul...” she
moaned.

Paul watched as
he moved in and out of her. He seemed fascinated by the way her
lips seemed to push and pull at the skin on his cock. The deeper he
drove into her, the more of him came out wet as he backed up for
another thrust.

She knew she
was almost there. Her hands had clenched up around his thighs, and
her whole body seemed to have gone rigid.

Then Paul put
his hand flat against her, resting it below her navel. His thumb
pushed down between her lips, already spread apart by his thick
cock.

He found her
stiff clit and started stroking it with the tip of his thumb.

It was like
she’d grabbed onto an electrified fence.

“Paul!” Hannah
screamed.

The jolt of
energy moved her body into overdrive. She started slamming her
pussy down onto him as he pushed up into her.



“Paul! Oh,
Paul!” Hannah yelled again as she squeezed tightly around him. The
squeeze lasted only a moment before her pussy relaxed. Then she
went rigid as it happened again and again.

He kept driving
up into her the whole time, seeming to ignore the way she tightened
around him. Her body trembled so much and her arms felt weak as her
orgasm spiralled out of control, threatening to make her fall
backwards onto his legs.

She shuddered,
almost sobbing, as her climax ended and released her from its grip.
Hannah leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest.

Paul put one
hand on the back of her neck and pulled her down into a kiss. His
breath felt hot on her lips, and she tasted the need in him.

Then her eyes
widened. Paul sat up, holding her in his lap. Putting one arm on
the bed behind her, he laid her on her back. Bracing himself on his
hands over her, he started thrusting again.

Her head rolled
from side to side as she felt how hard he’d become. She knew he was
going to come soon. She grabbed his shoulder blades, then let her
hands leave long, red scratches all over his back. He hissed at the
pain, thrusting harder and faster. He’d swollen inside her, and she
knew it would be soon.

“Are you going
to come? Give it to me. I want it. I want all that hot cum,” Hannah
said, snarling.

Paul threw his
head back, his mouth open. He grunted as he pulled his cock out of
her. Before he could move any farther away, Hannah grabbed his
shaft. It was so slick with her juices.

A smile broke
on her face as she felt his cock flex in her hand.

“That’s it,
give it to me...” Hannah said, stroking him to completion.

Hot spurts of
cum shot out onto her stomach. She jerked spurt after spurt onto
her flat stomach. Paul grunted and groaned the whole time, his body
held rigidly over hers.

Relaxing, he
sat back on his haunches. Hannah let the ball of her thumb move
over the still-taut head of his cock a few times, rubbing her
juices into his flesh.

“Feeling better
now?” Hannah asked.

“Much,” he
said, grabbing the box of tissues by his bed and putting them
beside her. She used them to clean herself off. When she finished
that, she sat up in front of him. She ran her fingers through his
hair, then kissed him gently.

“I’m going to
be in town with Christie a while longer. I’ll be here whenever you
need me... And... Whenever I need you.”

He nodded.

Pulling her
underwear back over her sex, Hannah stood. She got her gown back
on. Paul left the light in his room on long enough for her to find
her way back to Christie’s room. She was so worn out that it didn’t
take her long to fall asleep.
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At home,
Cecilia put her notes and recorder down on her desk and went right
to the bedroom.

She looked at
herself in the mirror. “What was that?” She asked herself.

Even at that
moment, she knew what it was. Her body knew, at least. Everything
from her toes up buzzed, and she thought there would be a wet spot
on her panties.

Slipping out of
her clothes, she thought lying down might help. She closed her
eyes. Taggart was there, over her. The veins stood out on his arms
as he supported his weight. Cecilia’s fingers slipped between her
legs. They met wetness.

“James...” she
whispered as her fingers slipped into her pink folds. She imagined
it was the head of his hard cock stretching her out, pushing deeper
into her.

She moaned,
arching her back as her fingers worked harder and faster.

“Oh... oh...”
she groaned, her back arching higher and her head rolling one way,
then the other.

She imagined
his face contorting as he got closer and closer to coming. Working
her fingers faster, she thought about his member stiffening and
swelling even more inside her as the walls of her pussy massaged
him and brought him nearer to that moment when he would lose
control.

Pulling her
soaking fingers out, she pushed herself into a sitting position and
panted. Looking down, she saw she was covered in a sheen of sweat,
and that her nipples were puckered.

“No, I can’t
let him get to me,” she said, panting. Cecilia knew that she needed
to remain professional. She couldn’t think about him that way,
couldn’t fantasy about how his muscles would flex and he would
whisper her name as they pleasured each other.

“Damn it!” she
said, forcing the thought of being with him from her mind.

Grabbing her
bathrobe, she threw it on and went to her desk. Pen in hand, she
found a fresh sheet of paper and began drafting what she hoped
would be the best questions to find out who the real James Taggart
was.

The next day
found Cecilia sitting in the waiting room again. This time, she’d
chosen some more conservative clothes. She didn’t want to remind
herself of how she’d caught him looking at her legs. If he couldn’t
see them, then maybe he would focus more on the interview as
well.

Will he be
working out again? Cecilia wondered. Part of her wanted to find
him like that, lying on the bench, his muscles all pumped. She
opened up her clipboard and concentrated on the questions she’d
drafted the night before.

“Mr. Taggart
will see you now,” the secretary said.

Standing up and
straightening her clothes, Cecilia threw her head back and marched
through the doors into his office. She knew this was going to be an
orderly, effective interview, with total professionalism.

Taggart’s chair
was turned around, facing the broad windows. She could just see the
top of his head.

“Ah, Ms
Styles,” Taggart said, swivelling the chair around. He gestured to
the chair across from him.

Cecilia put her
recorder on the desk between them, but Taggart put his hand over
hers before she could start it.

“Not this
time,” he said.

On a sudden
impulse, Cecilia leaned across the desk and kissed him. His lips
tasted sweet, and there was no surprise or panic at all. He
returned her kiss, bringing it up another notch as his tongue poked
into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her head and held her firmly
to him.

He pulled away
from her. They both breathed deeply. Cecilia felt her body
tremble.

 


Visit Jillian’s
Author
Page

 

Discover other titles
by Jillian Cumming at Smashwords.com

Breaking in His
Son’s Girlfriend

Keeping
Him: Bound and Bred by the Billionaire #4

Stepsister Anal
Sex

Taken
by the Minotaur

Daddy
Daughter Fuck

Her Two
Cowboys

Hidden
Desires

Bred by
Her Professor

Anything for Him:
Bound and Bred by the Billionaire #3

The
Crush (Her Curves #1)

The Man
with No Name

Babysitter Sex
Bundle

The
Babysitter, My Wife, and Me

Rough
Sex with the Babysitter

The
Werewolf’s Babysitter

Bred by
Daddy Bundle

Cowboy
Love: A Cowboy Romance Story

Rough
Breeding from Her Daddy

Breeding with Her
Daddy

Breeding the
Babysitter

Teacher, Teach
Me

Being
His: Bound and Bred by the Billionaire #2

Gangbanged and Bred
by Daddy and His Friends

Forced
Heat (Forced and Bred for the Werewolf #1)

Alien
Tentacles: Forced, Bred, Enslaved

Breeding His
Daddy

Falling
For Him: Bound and Bred by the Billionaire

Bred by
My Werewolf Daddy and His Friends

Bred by
His Werewolf Daddy

My
Weekend with Werewolves

Revenge
Sex: Pegging Her Ex Boyfriend 2

Bred by
His Daddy

Bred by
My Werewolf Daddy

Breeding with My
Daddy

Camping
with Werewolves

The
Billionaire’s Offer

Rough
Sex with Her Daddy

A Wild
Night with the Succubus

Revenge
Encounter: Sharing His Ex Girlfriend

Binding
Rapunzel

Tied Up
for the Werewolf Part II

Tied Up
for the Werewolf

Tied Up
at the Doctor’s Office

Rough
Ride for this Cowgirl

This
Cowgirl Likes It Rough

Transformed From Man
to Woman

Rough
Sex With His Werewolf Daddy

Taken
by Her Werewolf Daddy

Rough
Sex With My Werewolf Daddy

Daddy
Gang Bang Bundle

Gangbanged by His
Mommy and Her Friends

Gay
Werewolf Threesome Bundle

Rough
Sex With My Best Friend’s Sister

Taken
by the Werewolves

Double
Teamed by Werewolves

Revenge
Sex: Pegging Her Ex Boyfriend

Revenge
Sex: Tying Up His Cheating Girlfriend

Banging
the English Tutor

Sorority
Shave

Spit
Roasted by Werewolves

Ghost
Encounters

Farm
Girl Threesomes

Bitch
Spank

Sex
With The Ghost

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



cover.jpg
Jillian Cumming






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    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";
	}
}



