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It had been a
long week. All I wanted to do was go to the bar. Maybe knock a few
back, flirt with the pretty waitresses.

Maybe even see
if I could do a little more than flirt.

"Still no
girlfriend, Brad?" Jack gently ribbed from the other side of the
booth.

Rolling my eyes
and shaking my head, I replied, "No. If I had a girlfriend, why
would I be out drinking with you?"

Jack rested his
chin in one hand and blinked quickly at me. "Because I am so
pretty, of course."

I sighed. With
nothing else to say, I took another swallow of beer. It was new
stuff. The waitress had come over and asked if I was interested in
trying it. Always being the risk taker of the two of us, I said
yes. Jack declined, sticking with his old standby of rye and
cola.

The beer wasn't
bad, actually. Though, it did feel different somehow. I couldn't
really put my finger on it. It was almost like it was alive in my
stomach. If I really concentrated, I thought I could feel its
tendrils reaching out through my body.

Then I looked
at Jack. He actually was a pretty handsome guy. Stylish hair. He
was into sports, and had the body to show for it. I knew I was
handsome enough myself, but the girls (including the waitresses, to
my annoyance) always seemed to reserve their smiles for my
friend.

"Whoa, don't
tell me you're drunk off half a bottle," Jack said, "I still say we
shoulda gone over to the rec center for that pickup football game.
We'd have been unstoppable..."

"Shut up," I
replied, both of us laughing. Even with my high school football
days behind me, I still cut a fairly impressive physique.

Jack and I had
been friends since high school. We'd even been roomies in college.
Sitting around in a bar with him was almost like sitting there with
myself. A better-looking version of myself, in any case.

I let my eyes
wander around the bar. It was fairly early in the evening, yet. So
not many patrons yet.

We sat in one
of the booths that lined that wall of the place. The bar was a
hollow rectangle in the center of the room. And in the center of
that was the table with the various bottles of liquor, some higher
than others. It was a nice, dark dive.

Our waitress, a
pretty girl probably trying to pay her way through school, had
leaned over the bar to grab something on the other side. God, I
really needed to get laid. Just a few moments of staring at her ass
and I felt myself stir.

The front of my
pants uncomfortably tight all of a sudden, I had to shift my
seat.

Another swallow
of the strange new beer managed to break my line of sight long
enough for me to look away.

But Jack had
already followed my gaze. He smiled.

"Very nice. I
think she was checking you out, earlier."

"Yeah right.
She asked me for my drink order while she handed you a napkin. I
bet it has her phone number written on the back of it."

Jack picked up
the corner of the napkin as if it had been his hand in a game of
Texas Hold 'Em. Just as mysteriously, he let the corner fall.

The corners of
his lips tugged upwards just a little more. I snorted. Just as I
thought. It was impossible to get any play with Jack around.
Sometimes, I kidded myself, thinking I should just go gay and see
what all the fuss was about over him.

It must have
been the beer; my cock stirred in my pants again as I joked to
myself.

Jack really was
a handsome guy; I just didn't swing that way. I didn't think he
did, either.

I drained the
last of the beer. This was normally around the point that I'd get
that pleasant buzz in my head. Instead, that curious sensation of
little tendrils of... something reaching out through my body
intensified. It was like someone had managed to run very fine wires
through my veins, then hooked the leads up to a very small amount
of electricity.

Whatever it was
they did to brew that stuff, I liked it.

"Well, here's
your chance to get lucky tonight, Jack," I said.

I called our
waitress back over, lifting the empty glass, a few leftover suds
running down the inside of it.

"Another of
this, please. Oh, and in case you're wondering, my friend here is
single and available. He likes his job, sports, and pretty
girls."

Jack just
raised his eyebrow at me, taking the opportunity for a sip from his
tumbler.

The waitress,
"Lizzy," if her name tag was to be believed, blushed. She was
pretty. The uniform she wore bared the top of her cleavage. She was
blushing there, too. Did that wonderful red hue run all the way
down her body? I swallowed. My cock strained against my jeans,
getting hard enough to ache. Damn, I really needed a lay.

Lizzy, still
blushing, walked away with my empty pint glass. She returned with
another full one and scurried away.

"So, is there
any chance you won't be asking her when her shift ends?" I said to
Jack.

I frowned. My
voice sounded slightly higher than normal. Not enough for Jack to
notice, but I sure did. Must be something in the beer, I figured.
Whatever. It tasted good enough to deal with the side effects
(which I hoped included drunkenness in the near future).

Jack drained
his rye and cola. I noticed how he avoided putting the glass down
on the napkin that was supposed to be the coaster (which I
suspected displayed a certain girl's number). A small ring of water
formed around the base of the glass on the bare table.

"Only if you
find me a sexier girl in the next few hours," Jack replied. He
smiled again.

I wished he'd
stop doing that. My aching shaft seemed to be liking it more than I
wanted it to.

More beer was
what I needed. The first sip I'd taken hadn't been bad. Now, this
new brew was all I wanted to drink. I wondered how it would taste
over cereal.

That funny
feeling inside deepened when I finished the second pint. If the
wires it had set in me had been connected to a AA battery before,
the buzzing, electric feeling had intensified so that it felt like
the leads had been clipped to a car battery.

Something in me
shifted. I grabbed the edges of the table, my knuckles white with
the effort of keeping me from falling over.

"You all right,
man?" Jack said. He'd been about to lift his hand to call for
another drink.

What was in
that damn beer? Whatever moved inside me felt like it was doing
back flips, or perhaps skipping rope with my innards.

"I dunno... I
think I'm gonna call it a night..."

I reached for
my wallet, but Jack stopped me. Pocketing the napkin, he threw a
few bills down on the table. For a moment, he hesitated, looking
between me and Lizzy. His lips formed a thin line as I watched him
consider his options. Did he sleep with the sexy young waitress, or
did he make sure his friend got home safe?

"Asshole," I
managed, trying to smile.

My voice had
changed enough for him to notice, then. He frowned at me. He'd come
to a decision.

"I don't think
that beer's sitting well with you. Think I should make sure you get
into bed and sleep it off."

He grunted as
he helped me up. My knees felt weak. My vision doubled, the dual
images wavering, unable to morph back into one. Bed sounded real
nice about then.

Still, Jack
couldn't resist joking, "I always said you were a lightweight. Come
on."

I didn't have
the will to give him a witty retort. All I could think about was
home, and bed. And, as we passed through the exit out onto the
street, Jack. He really was a great guy.

***

My place wasn't
far from the bar. Close enough to stumble back to if I needed.
However, without Jack's help, I don't think I would have made
it.

My body felt so
funny. Things were... moving inside of me. Even my center of
balance had changed. My thoughts seemed jumbled. Had they been
organized, I might have even considered asking Jack to change
course and bring me to the hospital. But I couldn't. I found myself
not wanting to speak.

I lifted my
hand to my throat to rub at an itch. My fingers rubbed up and down
the smooth skin of my throat. Somewhere in my mind, I knew
something wasn't right. Or rather, that something I normally felt
was no longer there.

My eyes
widening, my fingers went on a desperate search.

But they didn't
find their objective. I swallowed, wondering if somehow it was just
a trick of the way I had my head leaned.

Still nothing.
The first cold jet of fear shot up my back as reality asserted
itself. My Adam's apple was gone. There hadn't been any stubble,
either.

Another thing,
too. The ache of my stiff cock against my jeans was gone. Instead,
as I felt Jack's strong hand shifting its grip on me, there was
heat between my legs. And... wetness? I became painfully aware of
how his body felt as it supported me.

Jack
practically carried me into the elevator on the ground floor of my
apartment building.

The next thing
I knew, I found myself leaning against the wall next to my
apartment door. What the hell was happening? Had the beer been
poisoned? I wanted to tell Jack to call an ambulance, but I
couldn't will myself to speak.

"Now, don't get
any ideas. I just need to get your keys," Jack said.

I realized he
was going to reach into my pocket and get my keys. I shook then.
All I wanted was to feel his hands on me. Especially there, near
the source of that incredible hot feeling.

My body
trembled as he fished around in my front right pocket for my key
ring. Jack snorted, figuring I was joking with him.

He managed to
unlock the door, open it, and bring me inside. It was dark.

I groaned,
then. The shifting intensified. My chest changed, shifting. I found
myself falling forward, my brain incapable of reconciling my
balance with a new weight that had grown from my chest.

I'd never been
one of those guys who liked to play with my own nipples. But right
then, they felt so stiff and sensitive. My shirt felt so tight
around my chest.

Then, it was
like someone flipped a lever in my head. The strange electric
sensation was gone. Not even a hint of the haze alcohol usually
left over my mind. I stood up, finding my center of gravity.

"Damn, man,
where is the light? You don't sound too good," Jack said.

My voice seemed
to work again, too.

"Here," I said,
flicking at the switch with my forefinger. My voice had changed so
much. I didn't even recognize it as my own. Yet, as the light came
on, I knew it had come out of my throat.

Jack looked at
me. Then his eyes shot open, wider than I'd ever seen, and he
slammed involuntarily back against the wall in the hallway of my
apartment.

"What the
fuck?" He said.

I'd never
noticed before how nicely featured he was. Or how sharp his eyes
looked. That feeling of heat got worse, and I shook my head.

"What?" I
said.

Jack opened his
mouth to talk, but it seemed it was his turn to lose the ability to
speak. Instead, he motioned toward the hall closet. It was one with
the two big, sliding doors with full mirrors so you could check
yourself out before you left.

Buzzing
anticipation built in my stomach. I found myself wishing I was
asleep, that all this was a dream.

I looked in the
mirror. A woman looked back at me. I recognized those brown eyes.
They were mine. The woman staring at me wore one of my shirts, her
breasts straining against the front. Her jeans couldn't really
accommodate the flare of her hips.

She had a
pretty face, with defined cheekbones and full lips that were
trembling. Long blonde hair framed that heart-shaped face.

She was a good
looking woman. Hot, even. But I couldn't reconcile why I saw her in
the mirror until I looked down at myself.

She was me. Or,
I was her. In either case, I had a woman's body.

"What the
fuck..." I whispered.

"I think we
should call the hospital," Jack said, trying to get around me to
grab the phone, which was on the other side of the wall, in the
kitchen.

"No!" I said,
using my body to jam him against the wall.

I didn't know
why. I just knew I didn't want the hospital involved. Doctors and
scientists, poking and prodding at me, trying to figure out what
had happened. I knew what had happened. It had been that damn beer.
I didn't know how, or why, just that that was the case.

So as he tried
to squeeze between my back and the wall of the hallway, I shoved
back against him.

"No!" I said,
"Don't, please."

"What? Why?"
Jack asked.

But something
else took my attention. I'd slammed my ass against his hips, and i
had him shoved against the wall. I felt something from him, then.
His cock stirred, stiffening against my now-shapely rear.

A new wave of
heat and desire flowed through me. I gasped at the sensation.

Holy God, I
felt so wet. Was this how girls felt when they wanted a guy? The
sensation overwhelmed me. I'd thought it was guys who couldn't
control their thoughts and urges.

My newly-female
body practically commanded me to fuck my friend. It had to be one
of the hardest things I'd ever done to make myself move away from
him, instead of grinding my ass against his hardening cock until he
bent me over the hallway table.

Forcing myself
to turn around and face him, I looked up into his shocked face. It
was strange; Jack and I were pretty much the same height. At that
moment, I was a good two or three inches shorter than he was.

I found myself
wondering what else had changed.

"If you call
the hospital, they won't know what the fuck is going on. They'll
think we're both crazy if we go in saying I was a man an hour ago,
and that some god damn beer made me into a girl."

"It was the
beer?" Jack said, latching onto that. I noticed how his eyes
flicked down to my chest. With my new breasts stretching my shirt
out, my cleavage was plain to see.

He shifted
uncomfortably against the wall, leaning forward slightly. But I
already knew what he was trying to hide.

What the hell
am I thinking? I thought. My brain had suddenly filled with images
of Jack naked, of our bodies pressed together. I swallowed. Being a
woman was nothing like I'd imagined.

"Well... What
the hell do you want to do, then?" Jack said.

A touch of
anger had entered his voice, and he stared down at me with a pissed
off expression.

 

It was the
sexiest, most arousing thing I'd ever seen. My new pussy tingled
with delight and desire. The feeling seemed to spread out through
my body, lighting all my nerves up. God, Jack was handsome, wasn't
he?

"Well..." I
said, moving forward slightly so that if I breathed deeply my stiff
nipples would rub against his torso. I bit my lip, then looked
down. He was bulging against his pants. As shyly as I could, I
looked back up into his face, "You could go back to the bar and see
if Lizzy is still willing. Or..."

Jack swallowed
heavily. God, I just wanted to reach out and grab his stiff shaft
through his pants. I'd never seen him get hard before. I'd never
thought he'd be so big. And I sure as hell never thought about how
good that big, hard cock of his might feel sliding around inside of
me. My pussy trembled again.

"Or, you could
stay here and fuck me."

I let my
statement hang in the air for a moment. If he chose to go back, I
didn't know what I'd do. I needed him so much. My body yearned for
his. I put my hand on the center of his chest. His heart raced. He
felt so hot through his shirt. Did all men feel so warm?

I tilted my
head back, looking up into his face.

He moved
forward, pressing our bodies together. Immediately, his big arms
wrapped around, his hands clutching my ass. I felt his cock rubbing
against me and moaned as he leaned down for a long, hot kiss.

He knew where
the bedroom was. We tore at each other's clothes as he carried me
over.

Jack
practically tore my shirt off. My breasts were glad of the freedom,
no longer trapped in that tight cage. They were round, nicely
shaped. They heaved up and down with my breathing as I tried to get
enough air. My nipples had hardened.

I'd pulled off
Jack's shirt as well. He liked to keep his body clean-shaven. There
was a thin sheen of sweat over his pecks and abs that made me want
to throw him down and lick him clean.

But he picked
me up instead, my weight nothing in his arms. I wrapped my legs
around his back, my hands around his shoulders, as he nuzzled in
between my breasts.

"Oh, kiss them.
Suck on them," I begged him.

My nipples felt
as if they were throbbing. The only cure I knew of was his
mouth.

Luckily, he
seemed to be of the same mind. He leaned my backwards, one arm
wrapped around the small of my back to keep me from falling.

He sucked on
first one nipple, then the other, like the greediest baby of all
time. I cried out for him as his tongue ran in little circles
around the stiff flesh. I was so sensitive.

The more his
mouth moved over my body, the wetter I got for him. It was an
incredible sensation. I could feel the walls of my pussy begin
clenching up, like I was going to cum just from the caresses of his
mouth alone.

The thought
came up in the back of my mind that women did really have it better
in sex.

I gasped again
as I wondered what it would be like when he finally fucked me.

With that, I
couldn't wait any longer for his cock.

"Put me down,"
I said, running my fingernails over his shoulders. He hissed at the
sudden sensation. I wondered if his face contorted like that when
he came. I wanted to find out.

Still holding
me, he laid me down on the bed. Our hips ground together. We both
groaned in frustrated pleasure as our pants got in the way of our
coupling. He'd gotten bigger and harder, if that was possible.

I loved how my
body had such an effect on him. And all he'd seen so far were my
breasts.

"Let me up!" I
said, trying to push him.

But I wasn't
nearly as strong as I had been. And he was so strong, so powerful.
For a moment, I felt helpless as he held me pinned beneath him.
He'd grabbed both my wrists and pinned them together over my head.
He could do anything he wanted to me right then, and I wasn't
strong enough to stop him.

Somehow, the
thought just made my pussy wetter.

"Jack!" I
pleased, arching my back as I struggled.

His famous grin
burst across his face again. After a moment, he let go of my
wrists.

Snarling at
him, I rolled us over so that I straddled his hips. I rubbed my
pussy against his bulge, scratched at his bare chest with my nails
until red welts formed. He writhed beneath me, his cock bumping
against me.

Incredible
shocks of pleasure sparked through me each time he did that. Was
that my clit? Was his grinding touching me there?

It was my turn
to kiss his chest. I didn't know if he was a nipple guy, but I
sucked and lightly bit at them anyway. He ground harder against me
as they got stiff, and I smiled.

Then he watched
me, unblinking, as I let my lips leave a wet trail down his abs, in
that little shallow cleft down the center of his stomach. My
fingers worked at his pants.

His straining
cock had stretched them outwards, making it hard to get the button
undone. But my fingers, slimmer and nimbler than before,
managed.

My lips moved
below his navel as I grabbed hold of his pants and briefs and
yanked them down. His hard cock stood up right away, the bottom of
his shaft smacking right between my breasts. I could feel a warm
wetness as well. He'd already leaked out so much precum.

I let him watch
as I slowly squeezed my breasts around his rigid shaft. His long
cock poked out from the top. All I had to do was lower my chin, and
I could run the tip of my tongue along the head.

He liked that a
lot. His precum tasted salty, and I wanted more of it. So I started
running my breasts up and down him, my lips locked around the very
tip of him, sucking, licking.

He gave me all
the precum I wanted and more. My lips tingled with it. The inner
curves of my breasts were wet with it, too.

Slowly, I
released his cock. Then, I wrapped my fingers around the bottom of
his shaft and pushed my lips down the top. My fingers and lips met
in the middle. I held him in there for a moment, fighting to resist
my gag reflex. I could feel him throb, in my fingers against my
tongue.

Saliva squirted
into my mouth, as though I'd just caught the scent of my favorite
meal. When I pulled my lips up and off him, big wet drops of my
spit trailed down his shaft. I caught them with my hand, rubbing
them into his rigid pole.

Jack had thrust
his head backwards, his lips pulled back in a snarl. Finally, he
looked down at me.

"Fuck, you know
how to suck a cock."

I giggled at
him as I cupped his balls with my other hand. I wanted so badly to
reach down and rub my wet little pussy, but I wanted more for him
to be the one to do that. It was an awful compulsion, how badly I
needed to feel his touch. My body was a slave to its desires.

So I wrapped my
lips around him again, letting them move up and down as I stroked
him. He began thrusting his hips upward; sinking himself more
deeply into the tight ring I'd wrapped him with.

He groaned and
moaned and writhed, and I went crazy with desire. I needed him to
feel my pussy so badly. It felt like even his breath across that
sensitive flesh would set him off.

So I pulled my
mouth from him. I'd sucked his cock so hard that the flesh had a
red tinge to it, under the shiny layer of saliva.

"Lick my pussy,
Jack, please," I said.

I yelped a
little as he sat up. He grabbed my hips and lifted me so that I sat
straddling his chest.

I could feel
his breath, then, against my sopping sex. The heat of it sent me
panting.

So I gobbled
his cock back down, sucking it, tonguing at the tip until he moaned
and buried his face in my cunt.

"God!" I
yelled, pulling my lips off him. He'd stuck his tongue as deeply
into me as he could.

It flexed and
licked inside me as I bounced my hips up and down on his face. I
could hear and feel how wet I'd already gotten him. Just the
thought of it made more juices flow from my body.

"You're so
fucking wet. You taste so good," Jack said.

He'd grabbed my
ass and pulled it toward him to keep my pussy from moving too
much.

I massaged his
balls and stroked his cock. My hand slid freely up and down its
girth with all the spit I'd put on it. Though, with how wet I was,
I didn't think we'd be needing the extra lube.

"Enough of
this," Jack said. He pushed me off him, onto my back with my head
pointing towards the footboard.

His cock
dripped as he went onto his knees between my legs.

I felt that
deep ache again as I saw his cock quiver with how hard it was.

Only a small
part of me wondered if I should get him a condom, or if I could
even get pregnant, as he grabbed me by my knees and pushed them up.
But I didn't care. All I could really think about was how
incredibly sexy he looked, and about why he didn't thrust himself
balls-deep into me right away.

He moved his
hips expertly, putting the taut head of his shaft against my
entrance. My body stiffened as I felt that flesh parting my lips. I
bucked, trying to force him into me as soon as I could.

But I was so
tight that he had to grab his cock to keep it steady.

"Oh, man," Jack
said, gritting his teeth and pushing.

It was then
that I realized my woman's body was virginal. I had never had a
cock buried in it. No one had ever stretched me out around his
shaft before.

I begged him to
put it in me, both of us groaning.

"Jack!" I
screamed as he entered me.

My face twisted
as I felt myself part around and over him. I could feel the head as
he pushed it deeper and deeper into me.

It was so hot
and hard. Then it felt like I lost control of myself. Something
exploded inside me, and I clamped down around his shaft again and
again. My brain went haywire with the pleasure and sensations.

It was only
when I calmed down that I realized that I'd came all over his shaft
as soon as it was in me.

"Fuck..." Jack
said, panting. I saw him sweating with the effort of keeping
control of himself.

His cock pulsed
inside of me.

It took him
only a moment to regain composure.

Then he fucked
me. His strokes were long and fast. My pussy clenched up around him
each time he filled me. I could see the wetness I'd left on his
shaft, and that only made me want his cock even more.

I felt complete
with him inside me, even as I moaned for him to go faster,
harder.

All I could
think about was how stiff he felt in me, and how soft and wet and
tight I must feel around him.

I kept looking
into his face even as he shifted so that my calves rested again his
shoulders. He reached around my legs and grabbed my breasts,
squeezing and massaging.

His shaft
stiffened in me again as he took his pleasure from my body.

And I took my
pleasure from his. The more his face twisted, the closer he came to
exploding inside of me, the better I felt.

My pussy got
tighter, more sensitive around him. I could see my toes curling
beside his head.

"Are you going
to come on me?" Jack demanded, "Is my hard cock too much for your
pussy?"

I couldn't
speak. My teeth gritted together too hard. I'd reached behind
myself to grab hold of the footboard, trying to keep myself in this
reality.

But I couldn't.
He slammed our bodies together, his cock so long that I felt it rub
against the back of me each time. I couldn't help myself as my
mouth finally opened to let out another scream.

This time, he
couldn't keep control either. As my pussy clenched around him,
trying to keep him in, he jackhammered against that tightness. He
felt so hard.

Then he
groaned, burying himself all the way in me as I convulsed around
his shaft.

Warmth.

That's what I
felt at first, as he burst inside of me. His cock jerked each time
more of his cum spurted out.

My climax left
me shaking. I was glad I was lying down. I'd never felt anything so
intense. I didn't think I'd be able to stand up for a while.

There was also
the ache. He'd pounded me so hard, I wasn't surprised at all.

He started to
pull out of me, so I reached forward and grabbed him, my fingers
grasping his firm ass.

"No, not yet,"
I said.

I couldn't deal
with being empty yet. I liked the way his cock still throbbed
inside me, keeping me stretched around him.

So we stayed
locked together like that until, finally, he started softening. My
clenching muscles forced him out.

Then he fell
down on his back beside me, our feet resting on my pillows. I could
feel my pulse in my sex. Or was that the memory of his cock? I
didn't know.

We cleaned
ourselves off in the bathroom. I handed him his clothes. Now that
it was over, I didn't know what to do. Fucking was an amazing
experience as a girl. But what was I supposed to do with the rest
of my life?

I decided to
sleep on it. Exhausted, Jack crashed on my couch. As I lay down to
sleep, my final thought was of going down to the bar and finding
out where that beer came from. Maybe whatever this was could be
reversed.

But it didn't
come to that.

I awoke to the
sunlight peaking in around my curtains. I sighed as I squinted at
my clock. It was almost ten in the morning.

I cleared my
throat. There was something different.

My eyes shot
open, all traces of sleep gone. Bolting up, I looked down at
myself.

I was a man
again! No more breasts. No more pussy.

It was only
when I went to wake Jack that I felt a sense of loss. It had been
so great, the previous night. I never truly understood what sex was
like as a woman, or what attracted women to Jack.

Now, I thought,
I knew both.

He seemed
startled when my deep, completely not feminine voice woke him. He
seemed a little sad, too.

It was only
when we sat at the table, eating breakfast, that I thought of
something.

I looked at
him.

"You know," I
said, "If they have more of that beer, I think it's your turn to
down a couple pints."

I smiled at him
as the color drained from his face. It was his turn.
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	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";
	}
}



