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It must have been almost noon when the limo
parked in front of the restaurant. It was a little bistro a few
blocks off the main west town drag on a quiet avenue called NW
Beaumont. I had always liked it, though it was not a place I could
afford very often. The menu was short but without weakness and the
food was always beautifully laid out on their heavy porcelain
flatware. Because it was still April and the noon sun was not
directly overhead, the facade stood dappled in shade from the oak
trees along the opposite sidewalk.

Adrian Caspari exited the limo first and
turned to offer me a hand. I raised myself out of the low-set
compartment and again I felt a tingle spider up my arm as I pressed
lightly down into his gentle grip and my fingers traced across his
wide palm. The jacket I left behind, crumpled on the seat where I
had not had the presence of mind to fold it. He closed his eyes and
breathed deeply. His face was a picture of quiet satisfaction in
the pleasant air and before the inviting smells of the bistro. Such
exquisite features he had.

"Yes," he said. "This is very good, Samantha.
I have been too long in crowds of people. I'm glad that you knew
this place."

What thrills he could send through my chest
with such an off-hand compliment. Surely he was the pinnacle of
taste in all things, I thought. His opinion at that moment carried
more weight for me than all else in the world put together. I only
comprehended his judgment. I only yearned for his praise. "Shall we
go inside?" I asked, even as I silently repeated to myself, be more
reserved, keep your head straight.

When the maitre d' led us to a small table
set away from the front, Adrian looked at it in good-natured
consternation. "Perhaps you have somewhere less underfoot?" He
asked as he offered a bill to the man. "I thought to myself as we
stood outside that in such a calming neighborhood, an enterprising
business would be sure to have a small garden. How happy it would
make us if I have perceived correctly."

To my surprise, the man considered it a
moment and then nodded. He disappeared into the kitchen and soon
emerged with a folded tablecloth over one arm, beckoning that we
follow him. He led us out through a recessed door and into a small
courtyard. The center of the courtyard was cobbled with slate and
all around the stone were broad ferns, interspersed in the sunnier
places by mixes of herb plants. The scents of parsley, rosemary,
and lavender wafted gently through the open air. A bare table sat
in the center, and a busboy emerged behind us carrying two chairs
and menus as the maitre d' spread the white tablecloth and smoothed
it to the corners. Adrian helped me into a chair before taking his
own.

He eyed the wine menu and sighed with joking
theatricality. "The imperialism of Bordeaux is a scourge the world
over," he said. "Let us have mountain grapes, I often wish. But I
think we will be alright." He pointed to one of the lines on the
paper, and the maitre d' nodded and disappeared. "I was once told
an old Basque legend," he explained to me when the man was gone,
"that to say the name of a wine before drinking it is to rob it of
its power as an aphrodisiac. What a charming notion, I thought at
the time. I have not uttered the name of a wine since. Even," he
continued with eyes alight, "when I dined alone with the old
foreign minister of Portugal."

"But wines often have such beautiful names,"
I objected.

"All the better, then, that they be left
unspoken," he said, "a ghost on the lips, an unmet desire in the
ear. All through the meal, the whisper is emanating from the glass,
just as the sound of the ocean trickles quietly from a shell."

"You fancy yourself quite a poet for a man
not speaking his native language," I remarked. "How did you know
that this garden would be here?"

"Ah, that." He slyly laid a finger to the
side of his nose. "A man of the world is always in his element," he
answered cryptically, "and he will never reveal all of his secrets
for risk of spoiling the fun." He frowned as he read the forced
reserve of my expression. "But you are becoming tired of my little
jokes. I do not blame you. I am sometimes too playful." His frown
had become a teasing smile. "What an irritating man I can be. Very
well, businesslike Samantha, let us talk of real things. Let us be
straightforward and serious. We will discuss ourselves, as serious
people."

"I am not so serious," I protested
indignantly, losing grip of my composure for a moment.

"On the contrary," he said. "You are surely
the most serious person I have ever met. So reserved and
professional, offering no hint of who she is after the end of the
work day. Am I made to dine with a robot? Who is the Samantha who
might come here with her friends on a Saturday? That is what I want
to know. On what serendipitous occasion did our Samantha chance
upon this bistro in search of a pleasant meal? Who is this
Samantha, dare I ask, who might come here with a man?"

"Are you always so forward with company
representatives when you are on a lecture tour?"

"Aha," he said, turning to a tall fern beside
him and putting an arm around it in mock camaraderie. "Do you hear
how she says she is not so serious, and then refers to herself in
conversation as a company representative? Even a plant can see the
humor in that, I don't doubt."

I bit my lip and looked at him in
good-natured reproach, and he smiled.

The wine arrived in the hands of a brunette
waitress. It was a full bottle for the two of us but I did not
comment on it. We placed our orders and the woman left. I saw
Adrian's eyes run over her as she walked away and a surge of
illogical jealousy flushed my face.

"Alright," I said almost possessively. "What
do you want to know?"

"Tell me where are you are from, Samantha.
Tell me of a place that I have never been, and as only you know it,
so that when we part I will carry something that the rest of the
world can never possess."

"Well, I'm from a little town not very far
from here, called West Lincoln."

"West Lincoln," he repeated, the name made
intoxicating and unfamiliar by his melodious accent. "And tell me
what is your favorite time of year in West Lincoln."

"Ah, the autumn I guess," I said after
considering it. "I have always loved the moment as September ends
when that first breath of crisp air cuts through the last lingering
dust of the summer. It would run like the clearest water across my
arms and face as I stood in the yard, sharp and ever so faintly
musty. You could smell the leaves beginning to turn, and the
sunlight seemed to have become a shade paler and a shade more
delicate as it glanced off the second floor windows of our house
with the shutters thrown open after storm season."

"Love," he repeated likewise. "That is good.
That is not so professional a word. Now I too love this picture
that you paint for me. And what else?"

"Well a couple weeks later," I went on, "when
it is not only the smell of the leaves that has changed but their
color also, the entire street seems as though it is on fire. The
leaves of each branch possess their own unique color: some of them
burgundy, some of them pale yellow, and some of them the fiercest
oranges I have ever seen anywhere. I used to walk down the path
behind my home with whoever would go with me, every day or even
more often. There was a boy I thought I loved who I used to walk
with. He will always come to my mind when I think of those
branches, though he is not brought to my mind by much else these
days. Sometimes I am jealous of him, that he has somehow claimed
those images in my mind as his own. He does not deserve them."

"This too I understand," he said quietly.

I looked off over the slate stones and
self-consciously shifted in my chair. A thread from my skirt
snagged on its iron decorations, and the sight of the skimpy
garment brought back the hot shame of the limo. A full image of
myself, my crotch and breasts hanging in the breeze, an image of
all that he had seen and perceived of me in the past hour, flooded
back into my mind. The urge to resent him for it returned and I
could not banish it. My eyes lifted from the slate stones to meet
his gaze, my timidity banished for a moment. "You have me talking
too much," I said. "Won't you tell me a little something about
yourself, in exchange for what you get out of me?"

"But I find it so boring to talk about
myself. I am not interested in myself. You are very selfish,
Samantha, to want us to talk about me in this way. Is that all you
will give me? Just an image of you among the leaves, to tantalize
me?"

"For the moment," I replied with mocking
aloofness. "I do not give anything away without some form of
repayment."

"Yes," he said. "This I understand. You are a
reserved woman. That is good, sometimes. Perhaps there are times
when it is not so good, if you do not also know how to be
unreserved." He reached forward and refilled our glasses, the
bottle made to appear very small and delicate within his hands.
"Very well," he said. "You may ask me what you want and I will
answer. And yet, I have a condition. You must ask me by name. I
know you have been avoiding saying it. Even now you are too
serious. You still think it is not your place to say it. Say
'Adrian, I have a question.' 'Adrian, this is what I am curious
about.' If you say this then we are truly here, enjoying each
other’s company, and I will answer without reservation."

"Alright, Adrian," I said, exploring the
sound at little above a whisper. The syllables thrilled me though
for my pride I sought to hide the fact. "You are so interested in
personal lives. Tell me about your own. Are you respectable? Are
you a family man?"

His expression took on a slightly wistful
caste. "I suspect, perhaps, that I could be such a man. It is not
infrequently on my thoughts. But I am not. I do not have a family
of my own."

My face broke, showing my surprise. "What?
You're not married?"

"I was, when I was younger. For a very brief
time, to a very remarkable woman."

"What happened?"

His eyes were sorrowful. "I was ambitious and
I was young. I was so very ambitious, as one can be only when so
very young. You seem to me a very intelligent woman, Samantha. It
is intelligent women who understand ambition, I think. Surely you
understand me when I say that I was hungry for everything that I
did not possess. I was too aware of my own potential, and hungry to
achieve it. The hunger was such that I did not spare a thought for
what I already had. I neglected everything that had been given to
me, never weighing it against the value of the things I thought I
wanted. Such is always the mistake of extreme youth, is it not?
Perhaps you know what I am talking about."

"And she left you?"

"Yes. I thought it a very cruel irony, in the
moment. I was possessed with the study of human society, analyzing
it from a bird's eye view to the minutest detail. I have been
widely lauded for my ability to do so. I have written book after
book devoted to human behavior. I was once even called the most
perceptive man in the world by an over-enthusiastic supporter. But
it is all statistics and probabilities. It is all tendencies and
common instincts. It is built on nothing but sparse case studies. I
continue to find, and found on that occasion to my deepest injury,
that humans are at their least predictable, their most inscrutable,
when taken as individuals. You are blind, my wife said to me when
she left. And blind I was. For three years there was not a day that
went by that I did not curse myself for that blindness. These days
it is not quite so often, but it is often enough."

He spread his hand out to smooth the white
cloth on the table, a ripple of fabric running before his fingers
as though a wave off the prow of a ship. In impulsive sympathy, I
reached out a hand and laid it atop his. He took my hand in his own
with slight surprise, and held it up just off the table and gazed
at it.

"It is perhaps the stupidest thing I have
ever done, Samantha. It is very stupid indeed to forget the love of
the people around you, to lay emotion aside for career and lay
passion aside for intellect. All of those small decisions to
neglect one thing in favor of another far less important came from
the basest stupidity. It is not something I shall ever do again.
When you find yourself alone, you are reminded of the wisdom in a
simple human touch, surpassing what you will find in the most
prestigious meeting rooms. No, I will never again forget that."

He brought his other hand and caressed the
back of mine, his face still touched with a pensive regret. The
gentle musicality of his voice and vibrations from the soft brush
of skin upon skin swirled through me. Perhaps it was the wine. I
was not myself. I was not in myself, nor in the courtyard. I was
adrift, staring into his eyes and listening to his words. My heart
was beating to this rhythm of his, so unlike that of anyone I had
ever met before.

"But Samantha," he said with some surprise,
"you are trembling. Have you gone so quickly gone from hot to
cold?"

"No," I said. "I'm not cold."

"That is good, then. You seem such a fragile
thing, in a moment like this. I could not bear the thought of your
discomfort." He reached out that hand and brushed my cheek lightly.
All other body parts ceased to exist for that all too brief
instant.

"I think it's the wine," I said clumsily.

"Wine can be a powerful thing," he granted,
"but surely you give it too much credit." He considered me, a look
of tenderness upon his face. "And yet, you are very young. Perhaps
it is the wine. We will eat, and it will not be so strong."

I flushed, even as I felt grateful to him. I
was behaving as though I were a teenager. He was gracious to allow
me the excuse of the wine, but I suspect we both knew it was not
entirely true. When the waitress reappeared with our lunch, I
relaxed in the reprieve from his undivided attention even as parts
of me resented it. And yet on this occasion, apart from saying a
brief thank you to her, his eyes did not leave me. I reveled in
that petty triumph more than I should have.

We had both ordered light sandwiches and
although we continued to talk as we ate, the meal did not take long
to finish. I barely noticed what I was tasting and often simply
struggled to swallow bites down my dry throat. Adrian complimented
the food politely but otherwise seemed to focus equally little
attention on it. The waitress returned with the check, and he laid
several bills in her hand.

She began to return two of the bills to him,
but he waved her away. "Perhaps it would be wiser for you to hold
onto them," he said. "One can never know when such things might be
of use."

She impulsively embraced him and then fled
from the courtyard.

After watching her go, he returned his
attention to me, a mischievous twinkle within the vivid blue of his
eyes. "Isn't it strange to think a person can bring such happiness
into the world with such a little gesture?" The thought lingered on
his face for a moment, and then was allowed to slip away and we
stood up from the table. "And what now, Samantha? What is to be
next, my serious Samantha? Are we to rush to the convention,
stopping only long enough to shout my name to the hotel clerk
through an open car window?"

I looked down to examine my watch
regretfully. When I looked up, Adrian had moved around the table to
stand closer to me. Again his scent filled my nostrils and deepened
the intoxicating effect of his presence.

"It is already one-thirty," I breathed
apologetically, fighting to voice the unpleasant fact.

He placed a hand gently on my wrist and
guided it so he could see my watch as well. "So it seems," he
agreed quietly. "Does that make us so short on time?"

"Well, unless there is anything else," I
said, hating myself for saying it. "It would be good to get you to
the conference with a little time to spare, to allow you some
preparation."

"I admire this practicality of yours,
Samantha. It is a good thing so much of the time." He lowered my
wrist and again brushed his fingers across my cheek. He was
standing very close. "But sometimes, do you not find that you do
not want to be practical? Do you not sometimes hate the practical
course of action?"

A gentle breeze seemed to be stirring very,
very far away. My face was only inches from his. "Isn't it just
something we all have to be?" I asked at nothing but a whisper.
"How can we look after ourselves if we are not - practical? How can
we sure that events will proceed in the right direction?"

"Sometimes," he said, his lips now almost
brushing against mine with the words, "I find something happens of
its own accord, something in the right direction, that no one need
control. All we must do is embrace it."

And his lips met mine in full, strong and
sensuous. I inhaled through my nose at the unexpected intensity of
the sensation. His hands moved to cradle my head as his tongue
entered me and caressed me, entwined with mine and curled sinuously
against my teeth. Our bodies were pressed against each other, and I
could feel the lean muscularity of his frame. I stroked his hair,
felt the muscles of his neck, and traced the contours of his back.
I reached down and cupped his buttocks, reveling in the perfect
firmness. How could this man have such an incredible body? I could
feel his cock pressed against my abdomen through our respective
clothing.

I did nothing for a moment, simply reveling
in the sensation of that pressure just below my belly-button. I
felt the head throbbing rhythmically with the same pulse as ran
through his lips where they moved against mine. The wetness in my
pussy was increasing obediently to the pounding instructions of the
penis only inches away from it.

"Not here," I moaned at last, finally tearing
myself away. "The hotel."

He moved his lips along my throat and then
pressed his face into my hair. His breath was hot against my skin.
"Yes," he said. "This is practicality that I like."

I laughed, almost as much from exhilaration
and adrenaline as the lovable jest in his tone. Time still seemed
to be moving at half speed and yet there was still too little time
to process what was happening. Part of me did not understand how I
could suggest that we separate, no matter how short the
interval.

"It's not a long drive," I assured him as
well as myself.

"I know already that it is much, much too
long," he disagreed.

As though moving through water, I pulled
myself out of his grasp. My skirt had begun to hike up from the
friction, and I straightened it and took several deep breaths.
"Come," I said.

I took his hand and led him back through the
restaurant, revealing to him the immediate possessiveness of my
affection. Before the door out to the street, I released his hand
and smoothed the front of my blouse. It was better that the driver
not know anything. I could give him some reason for accompanying
Adrian into the hotel when the time came. For good measure, I
inspected Adrian's appearance as well, but I needn't have. He
looked as immaculate as when I had first seen him, the collar and
cuffs of his shirt still crisp against his lightly tanned skin. His
blazer still sat in the back seat of the limo, folded neatly in
contrast to my own wrinkled jacket.

I bent down to enter the limo in front of
Adrian and he squeezed my buttock playfully. He was an impatient
one. I signaled to the driver to take us to the hotel, and then
resealed the partition.

We sat looking at each other in anticipation
and now undisguised desire as the limo pulled away from the curb.
Adrian spread his knees and patted his thigh, inviting me into his
lap. After a final, nervous glance at the limo partition to be
absolutely sure it was sealed, I slid across the compartment to
alight on his knee at first, and then slid closer until our bodies
were once again pressed against each other and our lips could
rejoin. After a passionate exchange, he leaned forward and kissed
the tops of my breasts. After so much of the past two hours spent
in various states of sexual anticipation, almost any contact was
enough to send electricity through my body. I imagined my heartbeat
must be loud enough for him to hear. Again my nipples became stiff
and visible through the blouse, and he teased them gently through
the fabric with his fingers.

My breathing was becoming halting and ragged.
He placed his arms around me and drew my closer to his body,
repositioning me so that I was sitting with my ass against his
crotch. His hands worked under my blouse and gently caressed my
stomach while he nibbled on the lobe of my left ear. Again I could
feel his cock, rigidly stiff and large and pressing between the
cheeks of my buttocks. I let out a soft whimper, half involuntary
exhalation and half moan. Simply to feel it and know it was there,
eager to enter me, released a new wave of wetness and heat within
my groin.

My skirt had been so short to begin with that
it had already hiked itself up to my hip. His fingers rippled
through the bunched fabric as he transitioned from rubbing over my
abdomen to caressing the trembling skin of my inner thighs. He
walked those delicate fingers from one knee to the other, kissing
my heaving neck and throat all the while. At last, his fingers felt
his way onto my panties. His fingers ran over my mound and tugged
gently at the fringe of the garment. I arched my back slightly in
anticipatory ecstasy, rubbing my ass over the cock thrust upwards
within his pants. I heard and felt his soft moan only an inch from
my ear.

Now he brought his fingers around the edge of
the panties and he touched me. A shiver flowed from my body and
into his. Every part of me was quivering. I had never experienced
such sensation before being penetrated. He rimmed my pussy,
moistening his hand in my juice, and then moved his fingers to my
clit, rubbing and circling it with delicate caresses.

"Please, stick them into me now," I said,
almost in tears from the intensity of my arousal. "I can't -"

"Shhhh," he whispered into my ear. And then
his fingers were inside of me, exploring me and possessing me. They
pushed in further, and then drew back and began to pulse in and
out, at first slowly and gently. His thumb continued to play with
my clit. My back arched further and with my head thrown back I felt
my neck push against his cheek, hot and slightly rough from an
imperfect shave. He began to stroke faster and deeper, pushing his
fingers until I could feel his palm flat against my lips and mound.
I was writhing on top of him, begging him for more of everything
though so much he was already giving me.

The intensity of his movements were pushing
me up and down across him, and I could feel myself sliding over
him, my skirt above my waist so that the thin cloth of his pants
was directly against the skin of my buttock cheek and I could feel
the warmth of the hot blood in his penis. And then I could not
think about that, could not think about anything but his fingers
and where they were inside me and I could suddenly feel myself
contracting around him, my body seizing his fingers and throbbing
in raw ecstasy. I knew that I was coming.

I began to moan, but he laid his free hand
across my mouth and I struggled to stay silent. Liquid burst from
me and fell onto the limo carpet. I dissembled from a human body
into a collection of parts, each quivering independently and
uncontrollably. I could not remain quiet, was incapable of
remaining quiet, but still he held his hand over my mouth, allowing
me to fully inhabit the ecstasy that he was giving me and leave all
concerns to him. Pulse followed pulse of intense pleasure, each
second an eternity, and then they began to subside.

My body sagged back into his and his arms
enfolded me more completely, cradling me as my consciousness of our
surroundings began to return. I moaned one last time, much more
quietly now and in gratitude, anything to express the intense
pleasure that he had given me and allow him to share it with me in
some small way.

I slid out on his leg and turned to face him,
kissing him tenderly and then wrapping my arms around his head and
pressing his face into my chest. "My god, thank you," I breathed
into his disheveled hair, half speaking to him and half to the
universe. We held that embrace for a long moment. "Now it's your
turn," I said.

I removed my right hand from his neck and ran
it down his chest and then stomach, feeling his tense anticipation
in the hardness of his muscles. My hand reached his belt buckle and
passed over it briefly, running down the length of his penis to its
base. I slid from his leg and knelt on the carpet, acknowledging
the evidence of my orgasm wet and cold against my skin. After all
this time seeing it through the cloth, feeling it throb against me,
I would finally uncover his cock, touch its soft skin against mine,
enfold it in my mouth and extract his juices from it. I even felt
myself salivating as I stared at the bulge and began to work his
belt off.

"Wait," he said. He placed a hand on my
shoulder and pointed through the window. "The hotel."

I did not hear him, or perhaps I pretended
not to hear him, as I focused only on what lay in front of my face.
Opening the belt now and touching the button of his fly, two of my
fingers dipped within his waistband and felt the elevated heat of
his skin.

"We have to go inside, Samantha," he pleaded
with difficulty. He removed my hands and began to fasten the belt.
Only then did the information register. I was still enshrouded
within the warm afterglow of the orgasm and not thinking
clearly.

I felt the limo pull to a stop, and Adrian
lifted me into the seat opposite him, tugging my skirt straight and
brushing a stray lock of hair behind my ear.

The driver opened the door and Adrian stepped
out through it, positioning himself carefully so that the bulge in
his pants was minimized to view. "Thank you," Adrian said. "It was
not so long a drive as I had been led to believe."

I stepped out of the car and stood a little
off to his side, absently smiling at the driver and trying to keep
my expression from appearing too stupid.

"Ah yes, we will go inside to get everything
squared away," Adrian explain, "and then just step up to the room
for a few moments. I'm afraid some of my notes became disorganized
in the course of the flight, and I will require Miss Vichy's help
if I am to get them straight again in time for my presentation. I
imagine we will be a few minutes, and when we come back we will be
headed straight to the convention hall. Alright?"

"Very good, sir," the driver agreed.

Adrian took his traveling back from the
trunk, slung it under one arm, and then turned to me, "Come along,
Miss Vichy. Do you not recall when I told you what a disaster the
papers were? We must work efficiently."









Here ends Intoxicated. The Caspari Encounters concludes with









Part Three: Unclothed

When Samantha Vichy arrived for work in the
morning, she was not at all prepared and not at all dressed for the
assignment about to be thrust into her lap. Often neglecting her
personal needs and languishing in her professional life, she is far
from the model emissary of high society. Yet following the illness
of a coworker, she finds herself serving as the impromptu hostess
of a visiting intellectual, Nobel laureate Adrian Caspari. What
begins as an intimidating professional encounter soon blossoms into
much more as she comes to learn the true identity of a man half the
world admires through the letters on a page. In the wake of
realizing their feelings for each other in 'Intoxicated,' will
Samantha and Adrian find what they desire at the end of their limo
journey? Will they discover something deeper than initial physical
attraction or will they encounter the all-too-common obstacles to
deepening intimacy? Surely there will be a bit of everything in
this hot and steamy third installment of 'The Caspari
Encounters'.
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 * 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";
	}
}



