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Vance

 


I liked
Jackie. I really did.

She was
my next door neighbor. She was a single mom, I was a single dad.
Our daughters were friends.

So I
didn’t mind doing the occasional thing around the house for her.
Fix a leaky pipe under the sink, change the oil in the old Volvo in
her driveway. Throw a few new shingles on the roof after a
windstorm. That sort of thing.

But now
she owed me some serious money. Her job over at the plant went on
shutdown for nearly two months and she couldn’t afford her
mortgage.

So I cut
her a check, letting her know that this wasn’t a gift, but a
loan.

And it
was coming due.

I went up
the three steps to her front porch and gave the siding by the door
three quick bangs with my fist.

I was a
tall guy, big shoulders. Lots of football in high school and
college. Marines after that. I took no shit and people usually
didn’t give me any.

Jackie
answered the door. She was a petite thing, all mousey and
nervous.

“Oh, hey, Vance,” she said.

She was
doing that thing people did when they knew they were in the shit
and wanted to pretend they weren’t. And they hoped that you’d play
along.

I
didn’t.

I held
open the screen door, the thumb of my other hand hooked into one
pocket of my jeans. “Jackie, we need to have a talk,” I
said.

Her smile
really faltered then. Some nice guy asshole might’ve let the whole
thing drop then and there. Gallantry or chivalry or some
shit.

I just
wanted my money.

She
looked back over her shoulder into the shadows of the front hall,
then back out at me, “Can we talk outside?”

“We can talk wherever you like,” I replied, holding the door
open for her so she could step out onto the porch.

We walked
a couple steps away from the door. A few of the boards felt loose
under my feet and I figured when she managed to screw up the
courage sometime after this current bit was all through she’d be
asking me to come tighten them up for her.

I also
figured she didn’t want her daughter, Amber, hearing about all
this.

“Look, I’ll get you the money, all right? I just need a bit
more time,” she said, “You know I’m good for it.”

I crossed my arms and leaned back against one of the posts
supporting the porch. “Question is, when are you good for it?”

“Soon. Just… I don’t know? A few weeks?” she said.

“You asking me or telling me?” I replied.

We both
turned when the screen door squealed open on its hinges. Another
thing I’d be asked to look after, I knew.

“Mom? Is everything all right?” It was Amber. She wore some
sort of fitted tank top and pair of those stretchy black yoga
pants.

Home for
the weekend from college, I knew. My own daughter and Amber’s
friend was swamped with essays and couldn’t make it
back.

But Amber
was pretty as a picture. Those yoga pants showed off some great
thighs. Her breasts were firm and high. Maybe a little on the small
side, but that just played into that youthful innocence image she
had going.

Wavy
blonde hair that grazed her shoulders. Big, expressive eyes in a
heart-shaped face with a set of plump lips. Prettier than her
mother by far.

She and
my daughter had grown up together as neighbors and friends.
Sometimes I felt like her surrogate daddy, since her real one had
been out of the picture so long.

It was
only because of Amber that I was so lenient in collecting what was
owed me.

“Nothing, sweetie,” Jackie said.

“You want your money back, don’t you?” Amber said.

“Amber! Don’t worry about it. How do you even know?” Jackie
said, rounding fully on her daughter.

“I know that Mr. Jones helps us out,” Amber said, “Don’t
worry, you’ll get it all back.”

I had a
soft spot for the girl, so I put my hand on Jackie’s shoulder to
get her attention. She turned to look at me. “I’ll be back next
week.”

“Thanks, Mr. Jones!” Amber said. She ran up to me and threw
her arms around me. The top of her head barely came up to my
chest.

She
smelled good. Fresh and floral. And I couldn’t help noticing how
firm and taut her body felt pressed up against mine. Her hips
pushed up against me.

A tingle
ran from my balls down into my shaft, and I began
stiffening.

If Amber
felt, she didn’t say anything. Actually, she hugged me longer than
I thought she should have.

Jackie
noticed, too. She grabbed her daughter by the shoulders and pulled
her away from me, all apologetic smiles.

“Come on inside, sweetie. I’ll get supper started,” Jackie
said. She opened the screen door and then nudged the inner one
back.

Amber
shook her mother’s hand off her shoulder. I thought she might throw
herself against me again.

I thought
that I wouldn’t mind if she did. She was a hot little thing. And I
found myself itching to feel if those small breasts of hers were as
firm in my hands as they were against my ribs.

“Is Elle home this weekend?” Amber asked.

“No. She wanted to come but apparently she has a few papers
she needs to get a head start on,” I said, “Maybe next weekend,
though.”

“Oh,” Amber said. She didn’t sound as disappointed as I
expected. In fact, she actually appeared a little excited by this.
“So you’ll be home all weekend though, right?”

“Far as I know,” I replied.

The
exceptionally pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a quick
circle around her lips, which parted in a broad smile.
“Okay!”

“Come inside, Amber,” Jackie said. I could tell she didn’t
like how this exchange was going.

“Sure thing, mom,” Amber replied, still smiling at
me.

She spun
on her heel and took the small step up into the house.

I
couldn’t help but let my eyes wander down her body. Her ass looked
incredible in those tight stretchy pants.

I didn’t
notice any panty lines, either. Was she even wearing
any?

My cocked
started throbbing. I was in danger of going full mast there on
Jackie’s porch.

“Bye, Mr. Jones,” Amber said over her shoulder.

“Later,” I said.

If I
didn’t know any better, I would’ve sworn that Amber wanted me to
check her out. That she was flaunting herself for me.

Oh, when
she was little she’d had a schoolgirl crush on me. But I figured
that was over. In fact, I didn’t really give it much thought until
then.

I went
back home to grab a brew and see if I could catch the tail end of
the ball game.

 



***

 


The next
day, Sunday, someone knocked on my door just after
lunch.

I stood
up from my easy chair and swiped at the stubble on my chin. Lately
there’d been more salt than pepper in that stubble. If anything,
that seemed to make women notice me more than they already
did.

I didn’t
hurry. I didn’t yell out that I was on the way. I didn’t care if
they left before I got there. I did things on my own damn
time.

I pulled
the inner door open, letting fresh, clean daylight flood into the
front hall.

I
squinted into the sudden brightness. Amber stood on the other side
of the screen door, wearing much the same thing as
before.

She
smiled and waved at me.

I pushed
the screen door open and she stepped back to let it swing past her,
then she moved forward again.

In the
light breeze created by her shifting around I caught that same
scent as before. My balls tightened.

“Amber,” I said.

She
seemed a little nervous. She bit down lightly on her lower lip, her
lovely teeth blanching the plump and glossy flesh.

“Mr. Jones… I wanted to ask you something,” she
said.

“So ask,” I replied.

“Can… Can I come inside?”

I
shrugged at this, then stood aside so that she could walk in. My
mouth water at her scent when she did.

I
expected her to just stay in the front hall there, but she went
right into the living room.

I
followed and found her leaning against the back of my couch. She
glanced up at me shyly and then back down again. Two spots of color
lit in her cheeks.

I wished
then I was 20 years younger. God, I found myself wanting to grab
her up and start kissing her. She smelled so nice. What did she
taste like?

“I don’t like being made to wait,” I said, “What’s this
about?”

“Are you sure that Elle isn’t here?” Amber said.

I sighed.
I didn’t much like repeating myself, either. “She
isn’t.”

“Okay,” she said and sighed. I couldn’t tell if that answer
made her more or less nervous.

I noticed
then how her perky little nipples poked at the thin fabric of her
tank top. No panties and no bra. What were young people doing these
days?

I ignored
the way that my throat went dry.

“I know that my mom owes you a bunch of money,” Amber
said.

“You already told me as much,” I replied.

“I want to pay you back,” she said.

I cracked
a smile. “I haven’t heard anything about you picking up some extra
work. Just how do you plan on doing that?”

She
licked her lips again, leaving them even glossier than before. Then
she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I’ll do anything you
want.”

I crossed
my arms. “What makes you think you can do something I want
done?”

“Don’t you think I’m pretty, Mr. Jones?” she said. She put one
of her small hands on my forearm. Her fingers trembled.

My cock
throbbed.

“Did you tell your mother you were doing this?” I
said.

“No. She doesn’t know anything. She doesn’t have to. You can
just tell her you decided to forgive the debt.”

She put
her other hand on my other forearm. She moved closer to
me.

“I’m old enough to be your father,” I said.

“I know. Actually, that kind of turns me on.”

Desire
and hot lust snaked their way up through my stomach, around my
spine. My balls ached and my stiffening shaft pressed hard against
my jeans. If Amber shifted forward even a little she’d bump up
against my swollen bulge.

We both
stayed quiet for a few breathless moments. I nodded. Just a little.
Our eyes were locked.

When
Amber noticed, her blush deepened. I watched it spread down her
neck.

Then she
stepped back, bumping against the couch as she did. She pulled her
tank top off, nice and slow. Her breasts spilled out, bounced. Her
nipples were stiff little nubs that begged for me to pinch and suck
on them.

Still
looking at me, she bent over enough to push her yoga pants down her
thighs. She kept herself completely shaved, and I swallowed hard
when I saw the pink lips of her mound.

She stood
before me completely naked. “Do… do you like me?”

My cock
felt like it might rip right through my jeans. Her breasts were so
symmetrical, so perky. She had a delicious little mole just above
her navel. She was thin and lithe, her body flaring out at her hips
and her bust.

And that
amazing blush continued spreading its way down her skin. As I
watched, her body pebbled itself with goosebumps.

“You seem nervous,” I said.

That
blush deepened. I could have cum in my jeans happily at that
moment.

“Actually,” she said, casting her eyes down again, “I’ve
always sort of had a crush on you, Mr. Jones.”

“Come over here,” I told her, holding out a hand.

She
reached out tentatively and took it. God, I wanted to throw her
across the back of the couch and sink myself all the way to the
root inside of her.

I made
myself go slow. At least at first. I drew her to me. She pressed up
against my body. I could feel the hard little nubs of her nipples
against my ribs. I could feel her tremble.

“Oh…” she said when she felt my bulge against her
belly.

I held
her a moment more, just to enjoy the feel of her against me. Then I
relaxed my grip.


Wordlessly, she sank down to her knees, still looking up into
my eyes. I put my hands on my hips while she undid my heavy oval
belt buckle.

“Good and slow,” I told her, “Make it last.”

She drew
my zipper down. My bulging cock strained to free itself, but still
couldn’t.

She
reached in, tried to grab me. I took her wrists.

“No. Do as I say or the deal’s off,” I said.

So she
went slower, hooking her fingers into my belt loops and drawing my
jeans down my thighs. They tugged at my boxers, too, pulling them
down enough to reveal the base of my shaft.

She
stopped, leaned forward, kissed me there, right below the pubic
bone. Her lips were soft and pliant and warm against my
hardness.

Then she
used her tongue, leaving the top of my cock all slippery with her
spit.

Then I
let her pull everything down. I sprang free, long and thick and
throbbing. Her eyes went wide and my balls ached at her
expression.

“You’re bigger than I thought you’d be,” she said.

“Suck on it,” I told her. I wanted to feel those beautiful and
plump lips stretch around my girth.

She
reached up to grab me but I fended her off again. “No hands. Put
them behind your back.”

She did.
It made her lean forward more. Dipping her head, she kissed down
the length of my shaft, let the tip of her tongue play along the
ridge of my swollen head.

Then in
one fell swoop she swallowed the whole head into her mouth. In an
instant she surrounded me with wet heat. Her tongue was rough and
moist against my taut flesh.

I fucked
her beautiful young face, getting harder when I saw the way her
eyes watered when I bumped against the back of her
throat.

She
couldn’t swallow any of her spit, and soon it hung in thick, ropey
droops from the bottom of my shaft.

“How many times were you sleeping over here and you touched
yourself thinking about me, just down the hall?” I said.

 

She
blinked up at me. Her eyes were so big, so wet. She looked so
desperate to please me. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked
harder on the tip of my cock.

“I’ll bet you wanted to catch me one night all alone. So that
I’d take you to my bed and make you moan while I fucked you. Didn’t
you?”

She
nodded.

I grabbed
my cock and withdrew it, watching the way her lips dragged along my
hard flesh. Her mouth was raw, her cheeks flushed. She reached up
and wiped the water from her eyes.

I took
her by the back of the head and bumped the tip of my cock against
her mouth again. She tried to swallow me but I tightened my grip in
her hair and stopped her.

I rubbed
the crown of my shaft along those plump wet lips of hers, made
plumper by all the sucking and rubbing.

“Is your little pussy nice and wet?” I asked her.

“I was wet for you when you answered the door,” she
said.

I almost
erupted all over her face when she told me that. It would’ve been
quite the sight, too. But I didn’t want to spend myself all over
her pretty features. No, I wanted to be buried balls deep inside of
her when I finally came.

“Are you going to fuck me, Mr. Jones?” she said.

“Call me daddy,” I told her.

“Please fuck me, daddy. I’ve wanted your cock for so long,”
she said.

“I want to get a taste of you first,” I replied.

I offered
her my hand and she took it. I helped her to her feet and walked
her around to the front of the couch.

Then I
gave her a quick shove.

“Oh!” she said, tumbling down onto her back.

Her
thighs spread open and I saw the way it made her outer lips spread
apart. Her little clit had already come out to play from within its
fleshy hood.

I moved
down between her thighs, grabbing her ankles and then pushing her
legs back against her chest.

Her scent
nearly drove me crazy. My cock went so hard it hurt. Blood like
acid pumped hard through my veins.

I made
myself start slow, pushing my tongue flat against the mound of her
cunt and licking up. Nice, slow laps that had her moaning in
moments, her hips rolling back against the couch
cushion.

She
tasted of strawberries. Saliva squirted into my mouth. My aching
cock begged me to stroke it but I held back.

I pushed
my tongue between her lower lips, let the tip enter her for a
moment. She was so wet. And she moaned so more.

Her more
turned into a little squeal when I ran my tongue up her vulva and
found her love bean. I teased it, sucked on it, rubbed my tongue
against it until she shuddered and shook.

“Oh, daddy… Oh, you’re making me cum. Oh, please don’t stop…”
she moaned.

I pulled
her pussy open with my thumbs and tongued her clit until her moans
turned into cries. Her whole youthful body went rigid with her
orgasm. Her lips peeled back from her teeth. Her flush deepened
until she was beet red all over.

Then she
relaxed, going limp. I let go of her ankles and her legs fells to
the couch, her thighs spread wide.

Some
still rational corner of my mind told me I should go upstairs and
grab one of the foil wrappers from my nightstand.

The rest
of me, that primal male part of me, told me that I had a beautiful
young woman begging me with those big eyes of hers to fill her with
every inch. Right then and there. No time for anything
else.

Who was I
to disobey such a natural and instinctual call?

“Please, daddy,” she moaned, “I want to feel you inside of me.
I want to feel all of you inside of me.”

I climbed
up onto the couch. My cock was still so hard, like living rock or
steel. I ached to feel her surround me.

I gave
into my instincts. I couldn’t wait. I had to have her. Needed to
have her.

I pushed
her legs back again. She moaned a little. Her moans got louder when
I parted her outer lips with my swollen crown.

And the
moans turned into gasps when I pushed against the tight loop of her
opening. It parted around me.

“Fuck…” I groaned as I sank into her. Inside she was velvety
soft. Wet. And so fucking tight. Her strong, young muscles gripped
and squeezed me, begged me to empty my balls into her
guts.

Again I
forced myself to go slow. To give her long, even strokes so that we
could both watch the way her grip pulled at my shaft.

She
played with her perky little tits while I fucked her, pinching and
squeezing her nipples.

“You’re so big, daddy. It feels so good… Does it feel good for
you?”

“Very good, Amber,” I groaned to her.

I closed
my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my hard flesh dragging against
her soft walls.

I thought
of how great her ass looked. I wanted to see that naked ass. Wanted
to feel the firm crescents of her cheeks bounce against me as I
fucked her.

Still
buried inside of her, I grabbed her and turned her over, stuffing a
pillow beneath her hips to arch them up.

I
sheathed myself inside of her. She gasped and grabbed at the arm of
the couch. “So deep!” she moaned.

Her ass
looked even hotter without anything covering it. I squeezed and
massaged her ample cheeks. Pulled them apart to get a look at the
wrinkled rosebud in her cleft.

Then I
gave in. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I fucked her. I fucked
her hard. I slammed myself into her again and again.

I was
unstoppable. The tightening sensation in my lower stomach, in my
balls, was inexorable.

“Oh, don’t stop!” she said, “I’m cumming! You’re making me
cum, daddy!”

And she
was. I felt her grip on me tighten.

I buried
myself in her again and again. Her body went rigid once more. Her
neck arched back, her eyes squeezed shut while she snarled and
slammed her hips back against mine.

Then I
felt that familiar tight sensation. That familiar
squeeze.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck,” I said.

I
sheathed myself in her on the first jerk of my cock. I came so hard
it hurt. Each spurt left me wincing and moaning.

Her
greedy little pussy swallowed it all, and eagerly.

She made
soft little cooing sounds at me as she rolled her hips in a milking
motion, making sure she squeezed ever last drop of my load out of
me.

I ached
all over when I finally finished.

“That feels so good,” Amber said.

I was
still hard, still buried inside of her, my pubic bone pressed up
against her lovely round ass.

She
looked back at me over her shoulder, “And so we’re all paid off
now?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’m not on the pill or anything. What if you just got me
pregnant?”

My cock
throbbed at that. I thought I could probably bounce back and fuck
her again. I thought I might just do that, even if she complained
about her little pussy being sore.

And I
think part of it was considering that I might’ve just knocked up my
daughter’s best friend. A girl I’d known for years.

“Then I’ll make you mine,” I told her.

With me
still buried in her, she swung her leg in front of me so that she
was on her back looking up into my face.

“Fuck me again, daddy,” she said.

I
did.
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Jenny

 


"I don't
think we should," I said.

My heart
pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my
pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I
want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He
grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the
front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy
tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when
it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I
knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave
his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my
fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked
his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip
when I made him feel good.

"Not
yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing
bulge.

Then I
slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in
his dorm room.

We were
both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January
birthday.

And
things were just starting to get a bit serious between
us.

If you
count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count
meeting his dad serious.

"Come on,
baby," Evan said.

When I
tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back
down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard
bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered
letting him have me then and there.

But we
were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake.
I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever
the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until
I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I
was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the
right guy.

He kissed
the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one
shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on
his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the
most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my
stomach.

"No!" I
said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot
above my navel and stood up again.

"You're
giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was
something evil in me, I knew.

There had
to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed
back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped
my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while
the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His
Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed
heavily.

I kissed
him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at
least.

I let my
body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed
down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I
rubbed.

He
groaned again.

Then I
leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I
went.

"No. Your
dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I
said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or
blushing.

Still
couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know.
But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan
looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and
fuck my brains out then and there.

And the
thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact,
it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a
real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could
own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him
to take it.

"You're
right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush
of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I
thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't
you take me?

"It would
really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out
sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan
said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't
have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a
long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal
trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe,"
I said.

It turned
out we made the right call after all.

About ten
minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and
then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!"
Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still
had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I
stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up
through my throat.

"Hey,
boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly
voice.

Evan and
his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where
Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like
what a man should look like.

Big
shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his
shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of
muscular forearms.

"I am," I
said.

I have to
admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was
something animal in the way my body responded to the older
man.

In fact,
my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of
man like this behind?

The one
that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather
than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock
slamming into me.

He looked
first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a
bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I
thought. Does he know what I just thought
about him?

But that
was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny,
this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My...
girlfriend."

I wanted
to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for
approval before saying the G-word.

"Come
on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long
drive."
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	// 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";
	}
}



