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Heather
pulled her dress down over her head. She pulled and teased the
fabric in front of a full-length mirror to make certain everything was in place.
It was quite low cut, exposing her cleavage to just shy of her
nipples. Her men folk wouldn’t approve, but it wasn’t their
attention she wanted to grab.

Just thinking
about James made her milky skin flush with blood. She felt hot. In
the mirror, she saw her nipples perk up under the bodice of the
dress. The heat rose between her thighs, too.

Opening her
bedroom door, she winced at the creaking noise. No one could know
that she was gone, or it would all be over.

She made her
way down the stairs. The front door she opened just wide enough to
squeeze through. She turned the latch slowly to muffle its
click.

James lived
just down the road, a relatively short walk away. Soon, she knew,
he would be hers. Better, she would be his. If she concentrated
hard enough, Heather could almost feel his muscular arms encircling
her petite, shapely body.

The sun shone
down clearly on the highlands that day. Valleys of yellow flowers
and lochs filled with cool water opened up to her as she continued
down the path.

As she drew
nearer, the sound of wood being split echoed across the land.

Some bushes
lined the space around James’s farmhouse. Heather walked behind
these until she spotted him. He stood near a woodshed. As she
watched, the powerful muscles in his arms flexed as he brought an
axe down on a log, splitting it neatly in two.

He wore nothing
but his kilt. His chest glistened with the sweat of his manly work.
Without pause, he placed the next log on the block and brought the
axe down onto it with a grunt.

Her whole body
tingled from her scalp to her toes, seeing him like this. She
crouched lower to peer through a better spot in the bush.

Slowly, her
hand crept up beneath the hem of her dress. She ran her finger over
the warm flesh of her smooth thigh. Sucking in her lip to stifle
her whimper, she ran the finger over her slit, the cloth of her
underwear keeping her fingertip from getting wet with her juices.
Her pussy convulsed as she imagined that it was one of his large
and strong fingers stroking up and down her underwear.

She was just
about to move the fabric to the side when a dry twig snapped under
one foot. Her body tensed up and she quickly pulled her hand
out.

The axe halted
mid-swing. Hefting it in one hand, James made his way warily toward
the bush.

“Who goes
there?” He said, “Whoever it be, know that I have a weapon.”

Fear
jolted through Heather’s chest. No, she thought, it will all be ruined! She stood up quickly so that he could see her over
the top.

“It’s me,
Heather!”

James lowered
the axe as he frowned down at her.

“Come round the
hedge so that I can see you,” he said.

She did as he
asked. His eyes flicked up and down, taking her in. Did he like
what he saw? Heather wasn’t certain. She wanted to touch him, to
squeeze his arms, and to find out what he hid under that kilt.

“How did you
get over here?”

“I snuck
out. I’m a grown woman, and I’ll do as I please” Heather said,
beaming at him. She was in her twenties.

He thought for
a minute, the muscles of his jaw working. Dropping the axe, he
said, “Come inside, then.”

As the door to
his home latched behind her, heather felt her stomach get lighter.
Finally, she was completely alone with him. James sat at the
table.

“Why don’t I
get you a drink?” Heather said. She grabbed a cup and a pitcher of
water. Putting the cup down in front of him, she leaned forward so
that he could see her cleavage as water splashed into the cup. He
glanced down and shifted in his seat.

“Thank you,” he
said.

Heather
didn’t lean back for a few moments. His musky scent filled her
nostrils, and she didn’t want to move away from it. Something in
that smell penetrated deeply into her, exciting her. She shivered a
little as she felt her pussy suddenly juice, leaving a little wet
spot on her underwear where it touched her waiting hole.
How much longer she could wait
without feeling him push his cock into her, she didn’t know. Not
long, in any case.

“Take a seat,
lass. It’s okay,” James said.

After she sat
down, he continued, “Why did you come? Were you watching me from
behind the hedge?”

Heather worked
one of her feet slowly forward under the table. She timed it so
that it rubbed against his firm calf as she said, “I was watching
you. I need you, James.”

He hadn’t even
jumped at the touch. He frowned at her, but she could tell that he
understood. “Need me? How can I help?”

Leaning forward
and squeezing her arms together to push her tits toward him, she
said in a low voice, “I need you to fuck my brains out with that
big cock of yours.”

James
pushed back from the table and stood up in a hurry. Heather thought
she saw something long and heavy pressing the front of his kilt
out. So he
is a big man, then, she
thought. That was good.

“Heather,
dear, I must insist you
leave. That is no way for a woman to talk.”

She’d had
enough of these games. If he didn’t fuck her right then, she felt
like she would burst from the desire. Sliding off the chair, she
went down on all fours and crawled under the table to him. He was
looking down at her, but made no move backwards.

Grabbing his
leg with one hand, she pulled his kilt back a little with the
other. Slowly, she moved her head up under the kilt.

When she
kissed the top of his hardening shaft, James shuddered.
He immediately got rock-hard.
His cock pressed against the kilt, holding it up. Heather ran her
lips around his shaft, feeling the bulging vessels as it throbbed
at her touch.

As soon as she
reached the tip, she pushed it into her mouth. The head of his cock
fit in her moist, warm mouth nicely. Her lips pressed down on his
shaft just behind the ridges of the head. She couldn’t believe; she
was sucking James’s cock. Her body responded, getting it so wet
that it dribbled out of her pussy.

In the shadow
of James’s raised kilt, Heather swirled her tongue around his
sensitive flesh. His rod was so hot, so hard, so big. She sucked as
much of it as she could into her mouth, then let her lips trail
back until they met the ridges again. Moaning, she did it again and
again. Soon, she could taste his precum as he trickled from his
cock onto her waiting tongue.

He reached down
with one strong hand and grabbed a fistful of her hair. Grunting,
he pulled her mouth down onto him. She waited for a moment, letting
her spit soak into him, before pushing back against his hand.

She
gasped as she his cock left her mouth completely. The part of it
she’d managed to fit in was completely covered in her spit, leaving
the shaft and head shiny and dripping. She needed it back in her.

With a giggle,
she gave James a slight shove. He stumbled back into his chair.
Pushing up his kilt and then spreading apart his knees, she
squeezed between his legs. The head of his cock was so hard that
she could almost see her reflection in its taut flesh.

Then it was
back in her mouth.

Heather let her
spit trickle down his shaft, which she jerked near the base with
one hand. Her other hand was busy cupping and squeezing his
balls.

James
grunted and groaned as he squirmed in the chair. Soon, he started
moving his hips up and down, fucking her lips. She held her head still. They were both
entranced by the pulling motions her lips made as his cock jerked
back and forth in her mouth.

When she
grew tired of this, she ran her tongue from the top of his cock all
the way to the base, then back up again. His rod was as long as her
face. After she’d ran
her tongue over ever last part of his cock, she hovered her mouth
over the tip. Working up some spit, she pursed her lips and let it
fall onto his member. Her hand made a wet noise as it picked the
spit up and spread it up and down his entire length.

Looking up into
his face, she saw him smiling. Every time she gave him a little
squeeze, he blinked.

“James?”

It took a
moment for him to shift his concentration from the way her hand
slithered up and down him.

“Yes?”

Despite
stroking his spit-soaked cock as she said this, she still felt her
cheeks heat with a blush.

“Will you kiss
me... there?”

James’s smile
only grew larger at the question, “Aye, lass.”

His cock
quivering in the air, James helped Heather stand up. His hands on
her hips, he spun her around to face the table. One of his hands travelled up her back,
where it started pushing her. She readily bent over. The cloth of
her dress rustled as he gathered it and pushed it up around her
waist. She stepped out of her underwear after he pulled them down
to her ankles.

Her pussy felt
so wet. She wondered if he could see the wetness. Wordlessly, she
spread her legs apart and arched her back.

James let a hot
breath out over her sopping pussy.

“Yes, James...
Kiss me. Oh, God...”

His large
fingers grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks apart. She felt her
pussy open up a little.

Heather
jumped when she felt the tip of his tongue glide slowly along her
slit from the front to the back. He swirled it around her opening,
sending shivers up her back and making her clench up a little
inside, before running it to the front again. Pushing down harder with his tongue, she
felt it slide through her slit, right along her clit.

When he
heard her whimper a little as his tongue tickled her love button, he stopped moving
away. Instead, he concentrated his efforts on that one
spot.

“Yes! Yes!”
Heather said. Her hands balled into fists over and over on the
table, trying to get a grip on something, anything.

She
started pushing her hips back against his face. His tongue just
wouldn’t stop rubbing rhythmically against her clit. It felt so
warm against her. She started breathing quickly, her shoulders
rising and falling faster and faster. She could feel it coming. Her
orgasm was building like some hot ball inside her pussy. Her walls
trembled and she felt herself get even wetter against his
face.

With a
moan, she came. The sensation spread through her body like a
wildfire. She gritted her teeth and pushed back against his face so
hard that the chair squeaked backwards on the floor. His big
fingers squeezed her ass the whole time.

When the
feeling subsided, she felt him slide his tongue back against her
hole and poke it into her. She reached back and gave one of his
firm shoulders a squeeze.

“Give it to
me,” Heather said, “Now.”

She looked back
as he stood up. His whole face seemed to shine with her juices. She
watched as he grabbed his cock and guided it forward until it
bumped right against her waiting opening.

Between her
wetness and the spit she’d lubed him with, he had no trouble
entering her tightness. He brought his teeth back in a slight snarl
as she felt the head of his dick enter her deeply.

Just
having him stuffing her full of his cock, so long an unfulfilled
dream, made her want to come all over him again. But this time it
was even better; she could make him come in her. What kind of face
would he make as he filled her tight little pussy up with his cum?
She wanted to know, and badly.

Before pushing
any farther into her, James hiked her dress up more so that he
could admire the feminine curve of her back. She felt the warm skin
of his hand travel along her curves. His lips smacked a little as
he bent over her and kissed her tender flesh. The touch sent
tingles up her body that made her tighten up around his shaft.

“Am I nice and
tight?” She asked, still looking back at him.

James sucked in
a breath through his teeth as he pulled back a little. He was
staring straight down, watching her lips pull outward with his
cock, she knew. She wished she could see it, too.

“Aye, lass.
I’ve never felt anything tighter.”

Soon, his
roving hand returned to its position on her hip. He found his
stride, running his cock most of the way into her and then most of
the way out. Their combined wetness trickled slowly down the inside
of her thighs as she basked in the feeling of his cock stretching
her out with each stroke.

“Oh, James...”
Heather moaned.

On the next
thrust he pushed his cock all the way into her. Her mouth opened
wide and she pressed her fingernails into her palms at the sudden
sensation of the head of his dick rubbing against the very back of
her pussy.

Heather
had the sudden urge to find out what she tasted like. Standing up,
she pressed back against his hard stomach gently until she felt his
cock slide out of her. Spinning, she crouched down to her knees,
tossed her hair to the side, and lowered her lips over him. She ran
her tongue over every last bit of his shaft and head that she could
reach, slurping away. Now she knew why he’d licked her so
enthusiastically. The taste on him was great. She wanted more. She
slid her tongue all over his shaft, slurping at all the juices that
made his member glisten in the light.

She left a
single kiss right on his tip that made him shudder a little before
standing up and bending back over the table. Again, he hiked up her
dress.

This time he
slammed his cock back into her hot little hole. She gasped and dug
her nails into the flesh of his side. James didn’t stop. Something
about watching her lips and tongue move around on his throbbing
meat must have driven him mad. His hips slapped hard against her
ass, over and over.



He was so hard
in her. It felt like his shaft had swollen up even more. James bent
over her again. This time, instead of a kiss, she felt his teeth
against her skin. He scraped them down one curve of her back. When
the teeth stopped moving, they bit down a little. She jumped at the
sudden pain, becoming involuntarily tighter around him.

Her grip
intensified each second. No matter how much tighter she got, no
matter how much she moaned, he kept up his pace. She wanted to look
at him, to ask him to fire his seed deep into her pussy, but there
was no way she could talk. She could barely breathe.

The heat was
incredible inside her. His fucking stoked her fire.

It had
already been minutes, and still he kept up his rhythm. It was like
James had been possessed. The feelings inside her pussy were so
intense that she was afraid she would go numb before she’d be able
to release herself all over his amazing cock.

Finally, she
managed to choke out the words, “Don’t stop.”

He grunted an,
“Aye,” back at her without missing a thrust.

Heather
was going to come first, she knew. Even though he wasn’t touching
her sensitive little clit, it seemed to buzz. A feeling started
deep inside her pussy that slowly bled to other parts of her body.
It pushed against her, and she broke. With a loud moan, she
constricted suddenly and tightly around his girth. She could feel
the head, pressed against the back of her cunt. Her pussy loosened,
then constricted again.

This
time, his cock jerked too. His cum shot out. She felt it hit inside
her pussy. More of his hot seed splashed into her. Incredibly, he
started fucking her again even after the last drop had left
him.

She rode his
cock through the rest of her orgasm, alternately moaning and
whimpering.

When he felt
her finish, he pulled out. His strong hands turned her around and
she stood up partially, leaning her weight on the table with her
hands.

He was so
handsome. His kiss was surprisingly tender, given his hard fucking.
They held that kiss for some time. She felt his hands meet at the
small of her back and pull her close.

When they
finished, he gripped the sides of her face and ran the pads of his
thumbs up and down her cheeks. As she stared into his eyes, she
could feel his cum inside her. It was hot. Some of it had started
to leak out of her, running down her thigh as they kissed. Even
after they’d loved, she was still full of him.

Leaving
her for a moment, James returned with a small washbasin that
sloshed with water. They cleaned each other up, washing away the
sweat they’d built up in their heat with a rag damped with cool
water.

He held
her for a while then. When she finally parted from him, it was with
great reluctance.

“Best if you
go, dear,” he said with a mischievous grin that made her want to
take him again, “Better if no one even knew you were gone.”

He was
right.

The highlands
were especially beautiful on her walk back.
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Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What? Who...?”
Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks reddening as she
drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on, lass.
Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one heave,
he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her eyes,
Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his chest.
As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she could,
Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all right?
I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m fine.
Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you, sir.”

He waved off
her thanks. “I make it my business to save beautiful women.”
Smiling, he continued, “And I believe it was at least partly my
fault in the first place. The name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”

Mary had told
the people she was with that she wouldn’t be back for several
hours. And he was so handsome. Not to mention the wetness between
her thighs.

“Lead on,” Mary
said.

It turned out
that Donald lived alone in a small cottage with a thatch roof.

True to his
word, he rooted around in a cupboard and pulled out some sewing
needles and thread. Handing them to her, he motioned to a small
table where she sat. After a few moments, she realized that she’d
have to take the dress off in order to fix it.

Her cheeks
colored again at the thought of the large man seeing her in her
smallclothes. She also felt the strong urge to do it. Something in
Mary wanted Donald to look upon her smooth, fair skin.

“What’s the
matter, lass? Don’t you know how to sew?” Donald said.

Mary fingered
the tear, looking down at it so that Donald might not see the look
in her eyes, the look she felt must be written plainly on her face.
He was just so handsome and charming, but she hadn’t been raised
this way.

“Is there a
blanket or sheet I might use while I fix this? I’m going to have to
take the dress off to fix it...” She looked up at him.

Realization
dawned on his face, making his eyebrows climb up his forehead. “Oh.
Yes, yes. Right here,” he said, handing her the thick woollen
blanket from his bed then turning around, “Here. I’ll look
away.”

Standing up,
Mary shrugged out of her dress. She let it fall in a circle around
her ankles, then stepped out of it so that she could pick it up.
She snatched a glance at the curve of his back. Her underwear
definitely felt damp between her legs now. Her nipples, free of the
fabric, stiffened up. Throwing the blanket over her shoulders, she
sat back down.

“it’s okay now,
Donald.”

He moved around
the small space, tidying up things here and there as he did so.
Mary spent more time looking at him as he bent over, flexing his
muscles as he picked up something heavy, than she did looking at
her sewing.

The needle
pricked her finger. She sucked in a sudden breath. Immediately,
Donald was at her side, leaning over to see what the matter was.
His smell filled her nostrils, making her squirm on the chair.
Tingles swept her body from her feet to her head. Her body needed
him, and she couldn’t say no to it anymore.
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Melissa fidgeted with her feet under the
table. Sat across from her, trying to sort through an unorganized
pile of forms and receipts, was a representative from the IRS. He
was there to audit her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you like a drink?” Melissa asked.

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

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

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

“What’s that one for?” Melissa asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Miss... Melissa. I... I don’t think this is
right. Maybe I should get another agent, a woman maybe—“

Before he could finish, she pulled his chair
back, moved around in front of him, and sat in his lap. She could
feel something large and hard rub against her pussy.
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	// 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";
	}
}



