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1.

 


Cage

 


I snarled when I slammed the other team's
captain into the boards. He hit so hard that the thick Plexiglas
window cracked, threatening to shatter all over the spectators on
the other side.

A spray of ice mist hovered in the air around
us, kicked up by the razor-sharp edges of our skates.

I grinned wolfishly at the spectators as my
opponent crumpled into a heap on the ice.

The crowd pressed hard to the glass,
screaming and howling with their bloodlust.

It couldn't match mine.

Nothing got my heart pumping like the
game.

That was why I was team captain. I was
willing to do what had to be done to win. And that included sending
people out of the rink on stretchers.

The whistle blew.

A few of my fellow players came up. The
opposing team looked particularly disappointed. Their captain was
their best player. Their best chance of winning.

And now he lay in a crumpled heap in front of
me. I could see through his visor I'd knocked him out cold. His
eyes were closed.

A ref came up behind me. A small man. Much
smaller than me. He put a hand on my shoulder.

"Christ, Cage, you're gonna get suspended if
you don't stop sending people to the hospital," the ref said.

I shrugged his hand off me. No one touched me
unless I let them. No one. "So throw me in the box or don't. Just
stop talking to me."

"Nine minutes for number 19, Cage!" the
announcer said while the ref escorted me to the penalty box.

I went and sat on the bench and he closed the
door behind me. I set my stick in the corner and shook my gloves
off.

Fuck, I was so damn horny.

It was the animal instinct, I knew. That
going for the kill. It was all tied together and I loved it.

Nothing put the iron in my cock like utterly
dominating someone. On the ice or off.

"Cheap shot, asshole!"

It was some drunk sat beside the penalty box.
I took off my helmet and snarled at him.

His eyes widened and he quickly turned his
attention back to the rink.

I took a moment to examine the crowd. Packed
arena. I always drew the biggest crowds.

I thought there were even more women than
men. And most of those women kept glancing my way. Most of them
while their boyfriend or husband looked at the action on the
rink.

I'd fucked plenty of taken women. They came
all over me pretty quickly. Nothing got them going like knowing
their man was waiting for them outside, thinking they'd gone to the
bathroom or something.

That was always the excuse, too. Honey, I
need to go to the bathroom. Lady stuff.

I wasn't the one cheating. I didn't care.

But that hit really got me going. I needed
something. I needed someone.

 


2.

 


Allie

 


It was him. Cage Bronson. I could practically
smell his sweat. I sat a couple rows up from the penalty booth.

I'd come with a few friends to the game. I
came to every game Cage played.

As far as I was concerned, there wasn't a
finer looking man in the entire league.

And by man, I mean a real man. Tall.
Dark-haired. Deep chest and broad shouldered. Enough strength to
break me in half if he wanted.

I swallowed heavily.

Get a hold of yourself, I thought. I
could already feel the heat in my body rushed to that place between
my thighs.

I could feel myself throbbing there with
every beat of my heart.

"Damn, I wouldn't want to get hit by him,"
Luke said.

He was a friend from college. We took a few
classes together. I knew he wanted to be more than friends. But
here, at the rink, I knew that would never happen.

Luke was thin and cute in that hipster way.
Probably a small to average cock, I knew.

And when I had a guy like Cage to compare him
with... Well, there really was no comparison.

Lots of guys wanted me. Not that I was vain
or anything, but I knew I looked good. I worked out at least three
times a week. Ate okay, all that. Blonde, shoulder-length hair.

"Yeah, that would be terrible," I said.

I swallowed again. God, I would love to get
hit by Cage. And by that, I meant what I imagined a monster of a
cock slamming hard into me over and over.

I squeezed my thighs together harder. The bit
of pressure made me tingle and quiver on the inside.

My body craved his.

Although there was one thing that I'd never
shared with anyone. Not even Luke or any of my girlfriends from
school.

I hadn't been with a man yet. Not that way. I
was 19 and a virgin. Which no one would believe anyway.

Wouldn't it be crazy of Cage was my
first? I thought. If I got broken in by a true stallion and
stud of a man like that.

I squeezed my hips together again. That
delicious tingle went up my spine a second time.

Then something happened.

Cage twisted around in his seat. His eyes
swung out over the crowd.

They stopped on me. My breath caught in my
throat. For that moment I knew he was looking right at me.

I thought I should call out to him. Wave.
Thrust out my chest. Wink. Something sexy. Anything.

My stomach tightened. That heat deep inside
flushed hotter in me, all my blood concentrating in my sex, all
swollen and sensitive with desire and need.

But he held me transfixed and I did nothing.
Nothing at all.

The moment probably only lasted a few
heartbeats. But to me it felt longer.

He released me, those eyes of his passing on
while he waited for the penalty timer to tick down on the jumbotron
hanging down from the ceiling.

I could barely stand it.

I wanted to make an excuse. Go to the
bathroom. Go sit in one of the stalls and slick my fingers in and
out of my wetness until I got some sort of satisfaction.

I didn't know a man could make me dripping
wet by just looking at me.

He wouldn't want you anyway, I
thought. A big manly man like that doesn't want a dainty little
virgin like me. He wants someone experienced. Someone who can
worship his cock the way it deserves worshipping, I
thought.

Still, that couldn't stop me from
fantasizing.

I spent the rest of the game shifting around
on my butt, only getting wetter, hornier.

"Let's get to the car before the traffic gets
too bad," Luke said when the final buzzer went.

All the players lined up and shook hands,
then went towards their respective locker rooms.

I wanted to stay. Wanted to watch for Cage.
Maybe try and get his attention.

But I also thought that the faster I could
get Luke to take me home, the faster I could peel my cotton panties
off my pussy, get good and comfy in bed, and masturbate to thoughts
of Cage doing terrible things to my body.

"Okay," I said.

"Want to come back with me?" Luke said.

He made a clumsy grab at my hand. I pretended
not to notice and instead used that hand to tuck some loose hair
back behind my ear.

I was so horny I actually considered it. I
could just close my eyes and pretend it was Cage fucking me, I
thought.

Except I knew it would be bad. I would reach
up to touch Luke's chest or shoulders, find them narrow and
shallow, and know the truth.

"No thanks. I have a paper due tomorrow I
need to go over again," I said.

"Oh," he said, the disappointment palpable in
his voice.

That was one thing I hated about his type.
That beta type. They never reached out and just took what—who—they
wanted. If he acted more like a man I might have reconsidered, but
his meek acceptance of my refusal just absolutely killed any chance
he might have had with me.

Because I knew Cage would just take me if he
wanted me.

He was probably the sort who wouldn't even
take No for an answer. Not that it would be a No for
long. I didn't think any straight woman could resist him.

God, I was so fucking horny. Why couldn't
Luke be more of a man?

Why can't Cage just come up to the bleachers,
throw me over his shoulder, and carry me back to the locker
room?

"Shit," Luke said when we got out to the
lot.

I saw why right away.

It was a madhouse. Crazy snarls of traffic
jams as the lot attendants tried to keep some semblance of order
while people tried to get home.

It was even colder outside than in.

"Let's just go sit in the car and wait this
out," Luke said.

Of course, I thought, he's not even
willing to try and be aggressive enough to beat traffic.

"Sure." I said, smiling back at him. He
probably thought we could make out in the car while we waited. Boy,
was he in for a disappointment.

We got to the car and I just couldn't do it.
I couldn't sit in there with him while he tried to screw up the
courage to do something.

Something I had no desire to do with him.

He unlocked the door and opened it. Started
sitting. Noticed I wasn't following suit. He wore a stupid beanie
on top of his head, the brim of it touching the stupid thick black
hipster glasses he wore.

"What's up?" he asked.

"I... I need to use the bathroom." I needed
to get away from him.

"Oh... okay," he said, "I'll just wait
here."

Of course you will, I thought. Why
were there so few real men out there? Men like Cage.

I turned and went back into the arena.

The line to the lady's room was long, as I
should have predicted. Though I didn't actually need the bathroom.
I just needed to get away from Luke.

I started wandering, and soon found myself in
an empty hall. Conversations and laughter echoed off the polished
floor from the lobby behind me.

Aren't the locker rooms nearby? I
thought.

My heart sped up. I wondered if Cage was
still here.

 


3.

 


Cage

 


I was the only one left. I was always the
first out of the locker room and the last out. Lead by example and
all that.

Even coach had left. He always just did what
I said anyway.

I sat on the bench running down the middle of
the room. Rows of lockers stood on either side. The place smelled
of sweat and adrenaline and cheap soap.

I rubbed at the stubble on my face.

I hadn't showered yet. I sat on the bench
shirtless, still wearing my hockey shorts and shin pads. I'd taken
off my skates.

My own adrenaline was still up. My heart
still racing. We'd won the game. Just barely.

I'd gotten out of the penalty box just in
time to get the puck and put it where it needed to go.

I thought about grabbing my phone out of my
locker. Calling one of the many women in the area who'd drop
everything to swing on by for a quick fuck. My balls were heavy and
ached with the need for a good emptying.

It was always like that after a game,
though.

Then I caught motion from the corner of my
eye. The door opening, just a little.

"Come in if you're coming in," I said. I
didn't put up with bullshit waffling from people. Commit or go, I
thought. All in or all out.

The door opened some more. A pretty little
blonde girl stepped inside. College aged. Nice legs and thighs. It
looked like she took care of herself.

And something innocent about her, too. Maybe
it was the spray of freckles across her cheeks. Or the way she
looked at me and then immediately down at the floor when she saw me
shirtless.

My balls and stomach tightened when I saw her
do that. There was nothing sexier than innocence.

"I don't do autographs," I said.

"You were great out there," she said.

"Thanks," I replied. I stood up.

She stole another glance at me. Her cheeks
were already flushed red, bringing out those freckles even more.
Her lips were full and glossy, and I couldn't help thinking about
how they might look stretched around my thick shaft.

"You looked at me," she said, "When you were
in the penalty box."

The pretty blonde. This is her, I
thought. I grinned. "Nothing wrong with looking at a pretty girl.
Is there?"

"No... no," she said. I could see how shy and
nervous she was. It was driving me crazy. Without the padding of my
hockey shorts my quickly stiffening cock would be visible, plain as
day.

I walked up to her. She was so small. I could
see the beat of her heart in the delicate skin of her throat.

"Do you like what you see?" I said. I was
shirtless, my muscular body gleaming with sweat from the rink.

"I... I should go," she said.

She turned and grabbed for the door.

I wasn't in the mood for this. I needed
satisfaction. I needed it now.

I grabbed her by the wrist and tugged her
back from the door. "No, you should stay here with me."

Her eyes widened. "But... there's someone
waiting for me. I don't know..."

I smiled at her and pulled her against me. I
could feel her trembling. My cock turned to iron.

"There usually is someone. Boyfriend,
husband, whatever. I don't care. In here you're mine."

She swallowed audibly. "I want to... but...
I'm... a virgin. Is that okay?"

My balls tightened. "Yeah. That's something
we'll get fixed shortly."

Before she could say anything else, I pulled
her harder against me. Her mouth opened when she felt the hardness
of my shaft pressing against her.

She looked delicious.

I bent over some more and kissed her hard.
She tasted good. Fruity.

After a moment, she melted to my will. She
spread her fingers against my broad, glistening chest and moaned
into my mouth. My cock twitched at the sound.

 


4.

 


He was like some savage, wild animal. All
desire. All need. Primal. He kissed me hard. His stubble scratched
at my cheeks and lips and I liked the prickling tingle of it.

My pussy throbbed when he touched me. My body
responded. Responded like a woman's body does when a real man puts
his attention on her.

I was so slick already. So flushed with heat.
With need.

I couldn't help but just do as he wanted. To
bend to his will. His unstoppable will.

And his cock! It was huge, and it pressed
hard against my stomach.

"How wet are you for me?" he growled.

"So wet," I breathed.

 

"Because I fuck fast and hard. I need that
little cunt of yours soaking..."

He shoved me back against the door. He pushed
one hand against my stomach, shoved his fingers down the waistband
of my jeans.

I opened my thighs for him.

My breath caught in my throat when his
questing fingers found my sopping heat. He spread my lower lips
apart and ran one finger back and forth through the slickness.

I arched my body towards him, shoulders
pushing against the door behind me. My pussy pulsed. More wetness
rushed out of me.

"You moan like a little slut," he said, "Are
you my little slut?"

"Yes," I breathed again.

My body needed him so badly. On some primal
level. Like I was missing something important inside.

Him. That hard cock. The hot load of cum
waiting in his balls. Waiting for the slick tightness of my pussy
to milk out of him. I craved him. Craved his load like I'd craved
nothing else before in my life.

He pulled his hand out of my jeans. His
fingers glistened with my juices. He licked my slickness of his
fingers, savoring the taste of it. The taste of me.

I throbbed again at that, at the sight of him
enjoying me. Wanting me.

Then he grabbed me again, roughly. He pulled
me over to the bench.

He grabbed my jacket and wrenched it off me.
Then my blouse underneath. I wasn't wearing a bra and my breasts,
firm and round, spilled out when he did.

My erect nipples ached with their hardness,
with the need for him to touch them.

He continued undress me, shoving my jeans and
panties down my legs and making me step out of them.

Until I wore nothing at all. The cool air of
the locker room kissed my bare skin, made it bunch of in patches of
gooseflesh.

He shoved the rest of his gear off.

His cock was just as big as I imagined.
Bigger. Hard and thick and dark with blood. It was heavy between
his legs.

Saliva squirted into my mouth when I saw it.
My body tingled and prickled with need. To complete myself by
having him inside of me.

He didn't say anything. He put his hands on
my shoulders and pushed.

I sank to my knees in front of him.

I knew what he wanted. He didn't need to say
anything.

I was so nervous. So excited.

So wet.

I kissed the taut purple head of his cock. I
meant to start slow, thinking I might tease him. But I
couldn't.

I liked the taste of him too much.

I opened my mouth wide and slid as much of
him in as I could. My jaw ached from his girth.

"Good," he said.

I couldn't take anymore of him. I started
backing off.

He grabbed the back of my head with one hand
and pulled me forward again.

I felt him slide down into my throat, choking
me with his huge cock. I gagged. He smiled.

"That's it. Get it good and covered with your
spit."

Then he fucked my face. Ropey strings of my
spit hung down from the bottom of his shaft. My lips ached.

Every thrust made me wetter. Made the walls
of my pussy tremble and quiver.

He was in complete control and I loved it.
Wanted it. Needed it.

When he pulled out of my mouth I saw how I'd
covered every inch of him in ropey gobbets of my saliva. Made his
whole shaft glisten.

My lips ached and tingled. I could feel tears
starting in the corners of my eyes.

I looked up at him and he grinned again,
wolfishly. "Too much?" he said.

I shook my head.

"Good, because I'm not done with you
yet."

He grabbed me and hauled me to my feet. He
turned me around, wrapped his arms around me, and pulled my naked
body against his.

The thick shaft of his cock rested in the
cleft of my ass. I shivered when I felt the heat of it against
me.

When I thought of how close it was to my
pussy. How it might feel when he slid it into me.

He left a trail of savage kisses across my
shoulders, on my throat.

He squeezed me, felt me, touched. His hands
went up and cupped my breasts. Squeezed them appreciatively. Hard
enough to make me gasp.

He found my pert nipples and pinched them
until I groaned.

He rubbed his cock against my ass until my
body responded on its own, rubbing back against him.

"I think it's time I took care of that
virginity for you. What do you say." he growled into my ear. My
skin pebbled with goosebumps at the hot wash of his breath.

"Would you stop even if I said no," I
asked.

"No," he said.

I was a good little bitch for him. A good
little slut. I arched my back for him, angled my butt.

He moved his cock down so it pushed between
my thighs. He didn't put it in me, not right away.

He slid it along my sopping slit. Pushed it
until the head and a good bit of the shaft poked out in front of
me.

I ran my sloppy wetness back and forth along
his length, mingling my spit with my pussy juices.

I reached down and squeezed the head. Ran the
pad of my forefinger along the very tip of his shaft. He groaned in
pleasure behind me.

Some rational part of my mind, still in there
somewhere, said I should ask about protection. About condoms. I
wasn't on birth control. If he came inside of me I could get
pregnant.

The animal part of me took over. The real
woman inside. The one that craved the seed of a true alpha like
Cage. The side that wanted to make him explode inside of me. Coat
my guts in his seed.

"I need you now," he said, "I'm not waiting
any longer."

He pushed me down onto my hands and knees on
the bench. He put a hand on the small of my back, pushing it down
so that he arched the heart-shape of my ass up, angling my
glistening gash for him.

I trembled with need.

He ran the head of his cock up my slit, using
it to guide him.

He found the entrance to my hot, wet sex.

He grabbed a handful of my hair with one hand
and pulled back, arching my body even more.

He pushed. My tight little cunt could resist
for only a heartbeat or two until it gave way to his savage
thrust.

My mouth dropped open. I wanted to scream,
but the breath rushed out of me.

He was big. So fucking big. Long and
thick.

And he was merciless. He slid himself into
me, parting my tightness with ease.

I stretched around him.

My virginity tore in the face of his
ferocity. I clenched my teeth and sucked in a breath.

"There. Not a virgin anymore. Is it too big?
Too bad. You wanted this," he said.

It was too big. Too tight. But he liked the
tightness. My pussy juices and my spit let him slide himself
against that tightness as much as he wanted.

He dragged his cock in and out of me. The
ridge made by the head made the most delicious friction.

I loved it. I loved every inch of him. Craved
him whenever he pulled most of the way out. Groaned and moaned
every time he pushed back into me.

Heat and energy built up more and more inside
of me, getting ready to explode.

I trembled. Trembled outside. Trembled
inside, my pussy already starting to convulse around his hard,
thick shaft.

"That's it. Cum all over me," he said, "Cum
for me."

I did. I came like a bitch in heat, my body
unable to help it. He slammed into me again and again, my ass
bouncing off the taut muscles of his lower stomach again and
again.

He kept my hair pulled tight like a leash,
not letting me escape.

His other hand squeezed my ass. Spanked me.
His thumb found my asshole and he pushed against that tightness,
too.

Then he groaned. "Get ready for it," he
said.

His cock got even harder inside of me.
Impossibly hard. I didn't think it was possible, but it
happened.

My heart beat in a panicked rush. That small,
nagging rational part begged me to tell him to pull out. To spill
his seed on my back, on my ass.

The rest of me wasn't having it. The rest of
me trembled in anticipation. My pussy throbbed and flushed with the
need for his seed. I could feel my body getting ready, opening up,
wanting to pull that load as deep into me as possible.

It didn't want me to waste a single drop.

"Fuck!" he said.

He pushed himself as deep into me as he
could, slamming the tight walls of my pussy out of the way.

His cock stiffened more. It jerked. Again and
again. I could feel the pulsing, spurting warmth of his cum.

Could feel the way my pussy convulsed around
him again, lapping it all down eagerly. Pulling it deep into my
body.

Then he was almost gentle with me. Letting go
of my hair. Running his hands down the feminine curves of my
body.

He stayed hard inside of me for a while. My
walls continued trembling around him, stretched to their limit.

"You have a nice ass," he said, "Come back
here again after another game. I'll give you what you need."

He pulled his cock out, leaving me feeling
almost empty.

Almost.

Not a single drop of his cum leaked out of
me. I'd taken it all. Hoarded it.

Part of me wondered if it was quickening
inside me already. If his superior, manly cum had already knocked
me up.

"Not get out of here. I want to get home," he
said. He grabbed my clothes and tossed them to me.

 


***

 


Luke got out of the car when he saw me. I
could barely walk straight. My pussy was sore already. A deep,
satisfied sore.

I imagined I could still feel the pulsing of
Cage's load inside of me.

"Everything okay?" he said.

I could tell he wanted to ask me more. To get
angry with me for taking so long.

But he was a little beta bitch who would
never do that. I smiled at him and nodded.

"Everything's fine," I said, "Just a long
lineup was all. Take me home."

He looked disappointed that I didn't want to
go back with him.

I climbed into the car and we started rolling
forward. The lot was mostly empty now.

I looked at Luke. "Can you take me to the
next game? I want to go again."

"Yeah! Of course!" he said, almost falling
over his words he was so eager.

I smiled at that. At the idea of him waiting
patiently for me after the end of every game. Waiting while a real
man, a real alpha, made me submit to him in the locker room.

I couldn't wait.
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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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 * 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";
	}
}



