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The city was forty floors below and didn’t care. Sienna could see its lights through the floor-to-ceiling glass—cold, scattered, indifferent as spilled salt—and she fixed her eyes there because the alternative was looking at the man on the sectional, who had just said something that made her pen stop moving.

The penthouse smelled of money in that specific way money smelled when it had been accumulating long enough to develop its own musk: leather, single malt, the faint chemical sweetness of climate-controlled air. The client—Hargrove, sixty-something, the kind of wealth that had stopped needing to prove itself about thirty years ago—sat with one ankle crossed over the other, tumbler of scotch resting against his knee, and spoke the way he probably signed things: without looking up.

The settlement was a nine-figure sum. The negotiations had taken eleven weeks. And now, at eleven-forty on a Thursday night in a suite that cost more per night than most people earned in a month, Hargrove had introduced what he called a trust ritual.

Sienna had written the words trust ritual in her notepad and then stopped, her pen lifting off the page as the sentence continued and she understood what he meant.

Her pulse was a problem. She could feel it in her throat, at the inside of her wrist where the notepad’s edge pressed, and it was doing something it had no business doing in a professional context—it was quickening. She was standing very straight, shoulders back in the tailored black dress she’d worn because Ronan had told her the client responded well to formality, hair pinned up with two lacquer sticks that were now doing double duty as anchors, something to focus on as the room rearranged itself around the weight of Hargrove’s request.

She didn‘t look at Ethan and Liam. She was aware of them the way you’re aware of a sound in an adjacent room—a shuffle near the bar, the quiet clink of ice, the fact that the shuffling had stopped. They‘d come along as second-chairs on the deal’s final documentation, young and sharp and ambitious, and she’d spent eleven weeks being professionally indifferent to the way they watched her. Now, in her peripheral vision, she could see that they were very still. Ethan had loosened his tie at some point in the last hour; Liam’s had been tugged sideways. They looked like men trying to look like they weren’t watching something.

Ronan stood at the window.

He had been standing there when Hargrove began speaking and he was still standing there now, one hand loose at his side, the other tucked into his trouser pocket. His reflection was faint in the glass—jaw, shoulder, the dark line of his jacket—and Sienna found herself reading it like a text she was trying to parse, looking for clues. Ronan Cole did not telegraph. In eleven weeks she had learned that much. He negotiated the way chess grandmasters were said to think: several moves ahead, face giving nothing, each concession a deliberate gift designed to cost the other party something they hadn‘t noticed yet.

He was quiet for what felt like a long time.

Hargrove swirled his scotch.

Then Ronan turned. Not quickly—nothing he did was quick when it mattered—but with the kind of deliberateness that made the air in the room feel slightly thicker, as though he’d tilted some invisible architecture of pressure by pivoting on one heel.

“The terms are acceptable,” he said. His voice was low, unhurried. A voice that had spent years learning how to occupy a room without raising itself. “But the ritual happens according to my rules.”

Hargrove’s eyebrows moved a fraction. “Your rules.”

“She’s mine to share.” A pause, fractional and precise, like a comma placed by someone who understood what commas cost. “Not theirs to take.”

Whatever Ethan and Liam did behind her, Sienna didn’t turn to see. She felt the words land on her skin the way a change in air pressure lands—not painful, but impossible to ignore. Something tightened in her chest, or loosened; she wasn’t entirely sure which.

Ronan crossed the room toward her. The marble floor made no sound under his shoes—everything in here was cushioned, insulated, designed to muffle consequence—and he stopped close enough that she could smell the trace of his cologne, something dark and dry, cedar and smoke. His hand came up. His thumb and forefinger took her chin, not rough, not gentle either, but deliberate, and tilted her face toward his.

He looked at her the way she imagined astronomers looked at things: with the specific attention of someone who had already done the math and was now simply verifying.

“If you say stop,” he said, quiet enough that it was only for her, “everything stops. No question, no consequence. You leave and the deal dies and neither of us mentions it again.”

She waited.

“But if you stay.” His thumb traced the line of her jaw, one slow pass, like he was testing the quality of something he already knew was good. “I’m going to fill you. Not once. Not quickly.” His voice didn‘t rise, didn’t roughen; if anything, it got quieter. “I’m going to fill you until you’re dripping my cum in front of everyone in this room. And they’re going to watch, because I’m going to let them—because that’s what I choose to let them do—and you‘re going to know the whole time that it’s mine. That you’re mine.”

The city lights hung in the glass behind him, cold and scattered.

Sienna’s notepad was still in her hand. She was aware, dimly, that her knuckles had gone white around it, and that this was a small and ridiculous detail, and that she couldn’t seem to care. The warmth she‘d been managing since Hargrove first spoke had stopped being manageable. It had made its way south, settling between her thighs with a specificity that made her faintly furious at her own body—her very professional body, in its very professional dress, betraying her with embarrassing thoroughness.

She let the notepad drop onto the side table.

Ronan watched her do it. His expression didn’t change—not quite—but something in his eyes shifted, a minute recalibration, satisfaction or something that wanted to be satisfaction if it hadn‘t been so controlled.

Hargrove raised his tumbler from across the room in a small, sardonic salute.

Ethan and Liam were not pretending to look elsewhere anymore.

And Sienna stood in the low amber light of a suite forty floors above an indifferent city, pulse in her throat, dress still perfectly intact, and said nothing, which was the only answer that needed giving.
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His hand at the small of her back was a direction, not a request. Sienna walked where it steered her—to the center of the room, where the low ceiling light fell most directly and the marble was a pale, unforgiving witness—and if her heels made small, sharp sounds on the floor, she was aware of them the way you’re aware of your own heartbeat when the room goes quiet: suddenly, irreversibly.

She heard Hargrove set his tumbler down on the sideboard. The ice shifted in the glass. She did not look at him.

Ronan stopped her with a hand on her shoulder, turned her so that she was facing him, and for a moment he only looked at her. Like the window, earlier. Like he was taking a measurement. Then his hands moved to her shoulders, finding the thin straps of her dress and setting them aside, and he reached behind her for the zipper. He pulled it down in one slow, continuous motion—she felt the teeth releasing her, one after another, all the way to the small of her back—and the black fabric went slack around her, lost its reason for being, and fell.

The air hit her bare stomach. The room’s controlled cool was precise against her skin—against the lace of her bra, the taut garters, the nylon of the stockings that ended at mid-thigh, and the bare skin above them that had never been particularly bare in company before now. She stood in black lace and four-inch heels and the specific, vertiginous feeling of being looked at by people who had until very recently been her professional colleagues.

She didn’t look at Ethan and Liam. She could feel them, though, the way you feel weather—a change in the room’s humidity, a gathering. One of them had made a sound, a short, involuntary thing, quickly controlled. When she did glance over, it was fast and sideways: two men in rumpled dress shirts, jackets shed at some point, the fronts of their dark trousers doing the thing trousers did when their occupants were losing the argument with themselves. Liam’s mouth was slightly open. Ethan was gripping the edge of the bar.

Then Ronan kissed her and the periphery went away.

He kissed her the way he’d touched her chin—with that same precision, that refusal to rush—but there was nothing restrained in it. His hand came up to the back of her neck and his fingers found the lacquer sticks and pulled them free, and her hair fell, and he made a fist in it at the nape and tilted her head back and kissed her like he‘d been deciding how to do it for weeks. She felt it in her sternum, in her knees, in the hot slick gathering between her thighs that had been a problem since the client’s living room and was now an embarrassment of a problem. She kissed him back because there was no other possible response.

His other hand slid down the outside of her thigh, found the hem of her dress that had puddled at her feet, and then moved inward. Up. Past the lace edge of the stocking, over the short strip of bare skin above the garter, to the lace of her underwear—and past it. His fingers pressed in and she made a sound against his mouth that she would have been mortified by in any other context, because she was wet, genuinely embarrassingly wet, and he had found this out immediately, with no possibility of denial.

He lifted his mouth from hers just enough to speak. “Christ, Sienna.” Not a complaint. A verdict.

His fingers moved. Slow, deliberate, tracing her, learning her, while the room breathed around them. She pressed her forehead against his jaw because her legs were in the process of making certain decisions she hadn’t authorized, and she needed something to lean against, and he was there.

With his free hand, he reached between them and unfastened her bra—one-handed, no fumbling—and stripped it away. The air on her nipples was a small shock. His mouth covered one before she’d fully registered the loss of it, tongue flat and hot, and she inhaled sharply, hands finding his lapels and gripping. His fingers pressed deeper inside her, two of them, curling, and she felt herself open around them and the sound that came out of her was muffled against the shoulder of his jacket.

“I’ve wanted—“ she started, and stopped, because the sentence felt large. But his fingers moved again, and encouragement has a way of dissolving editorial restraint. “I’ve wanted you to—like this. To show them.” She felt his mouth curve against her nipple, which was infuriating and exactly correct. “To let them see.”

He sucked harder, a brief punishment for making him feel things, she suspected, and then lifted his head.

“You take me first,” he said. Low, rough at the edges, the first crack in the composure she’d been watching all evening. “The others when I say. Not before.”

She nodded, which was all she had.

He walked her backward to the glass coffee table—she felt the cold edge of it against the backs of her thighs before she saw it—and lifted her onto it with a hands-at-her-hips ease that made her briefly aware of how thoroughly he’d been thinking about this. The glass was cold through the thin fabric of her underwear, a sharp contrast to the heat of his hands, to the heat pooling everywhere his attention had been. He stepped between her knees. Spread them wider with a slow, inexorable pressure.

She was fully seen. The room was fully watching. Ronan was looking at her face.

He reached between them, pulled the lace aside, and she heard the sound of his belt before she felt the blunt, insistent press of him—and then he thrust forward, one long deep stroke, and she lost the thread of every composed and professional thought she’d had in the last eleven weeks simultaneously.

She cried out. She couldn’t have said how loud. The stretch of him was enormous and particular, and he went still once he was fully seated inside her, just for a moment, watching her face while she adjusted and breathed and gripped the edge of the cold glass table with both hands.

Then he began to move.

Slowly. Impossibly, deliberately slowly—rolling his hips, drawing back, pressing deep again, building something that had nowhere to go but up. His hands stayed on her hips, thumbs tracing circles against the hollows there, and he watched her with those dark eyes and she understood, all at once, that this was the point of the slowness. He was making something visible. He was making sure everyone in the room understood what was happening and who was at the center of it and who had put her there.

She let her head fall back and stopped caring that they were watching, because being watched was, it turned out, exactly what she’d wanted.
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When Ronan pulled back—a slow, deliberate withdrawal that made her feel every inch of its absence—she heard herself make a sound she wouldn’t have been able to describe, somewhere between loss and protest, and her hips lifted slightly off the glass as though they had their own objections. His hands stayed on her thighs, steadying her, and he looked over her shoulder at the bar.

He nodded once. That was all it took.

She heard Ethan’s footsteps on the marble—quick, barely controlled, the footsteps of someone who had been holding very still for a very long time—and then he was kneeling between her thighs, and she felt the heat of his breath before anything else, and then his mouth.

Ronan leaned over her, gathered both her wrists in one large hand, and pressed them back above her head onto the glass. He held her there. She felt the cool surface against her knuckles and the warm weight of his grip and the very deliberate way he arranged himself at the edge of her peripheral vision—watching. Not participating. Holding her in place so that she could receive what he’d decided to give her.

Ethan had clearly been paying attention. His tongue found her clit and moved in quick, focused strokes—not exploratory, not the moves of someone trying to figure out what worked, but the moves of someone who’d been cataloguing her reactions for the last several minutes and was now applying the data. She exhaled sharply, thighs tensing. He slid two fingers into her—still stretched, still slick from Ronan—and curled them, and she felt her back arch off the glass.

“Stay still,” Ronan said above her. Mildly.

She tried. Her hips had different ideas.

From behind her—from around the far edge of the table, where Liam had moved with a quiet that suggested he’d been planning his angle—she felt hands. Large, slightly cooler than Ronan’s, spreading against her ribs and moving upward, cupping her breasts with a thoroughness that made her understand Liam had also been attending closely. He palmed her, lifted her, and then his fingers found her nipples and did something that made her vision briefly white at the edges.

“God,” she said, to no one in particular. Maybe to the ceiling.

Liam’s mouth was near her ear. She could feel the warmth of him bent over her from behind, his voice so low it barely registered as language before it registered as sensation. “You look incredible,” he said. “You know that? The way you’re spread out right now—the way you—“ His fingers twisted and her thought processes suspended. “—god, you’re perfect.”

She was shaking. Not from the cold. The glass was still cold against her back and her wrists and the backs of her thighs, and none of that mattered because everywhere else she was hot—Ethan’s mouth fast and relentless at her center, Liam’s hands working her breasts, and Ronan standing at her shoulder, holding her wrists with one hand and watching her with an expression she could barely process upside-down, something focused and hungry and fundamentally possessive that she felt more than she saw.

She looked at him, or tried to. “Ronan—“

“I know,” he said. He was stroking himself with his free hand, unhurried, and she watched him do it and the heat between her thighs became somewhat critical. “I can see.”

What he could see, she imagined, was her trying to come apart at the exact tempo Ethan was setting, which was a fast tempo, and her body’s loud, embarrassing cooperation with it. She was close—the kind of close where every small addition becomes a detonating factor—and Ethan knew it, had apparently memorized the signs, because his tongue moved faster and she felt herself beginning to fracture at the edges and—

“Move,” Ronan said.

Ethan withdrew immediately. Clean, no argument, no hesitation.

The loss of his mouth was a particular kind of cruelty that lasted approximately four seconds, because then Ronan stepped forward, released her wrists, gripped both her hips, and buried himself in her in a single hard thrust.

She cried out loud enough that Hargrove, still in his armchair with fresh scotch, made a sound of quiet appreciation.

This was nothing like the slow rhythm of before. This was Ronan deciding something, his hips driving forward with a force that slid her an inch across the glass with each stroke, his grip on her hips the only thing holding her from sliding entirely. She grabbed the edge of the table, found purchase, and pushed back against him, meeting each thrust, her body doing the thing it did when it had completely stopped listening to anything except what was directly in front of it.

Ethan and Liam rearranged themselves. She was aware of them the way you’re aware of weather—Ethan at her hip, hand sliding forward to find her clit with his thumb while Ronan’s cock filled her; Liam at her breast, mouth where his hands had been, tongue and teeth, careful and not-careful in alternating measures. She was the center of a gravity she’d never occupied before, the fixed point around which the room’s attention organized itself, and the thing she felt about it was not what she’d expected. She’d expected to feel exposed, diminished, reduced to something instrumental. Instead she felt—present. Enormous. Entirely herself, seen completely, touching and being touched from every angle and still, underneath all of it, aware of exactly one pair of hands as the real ones.

“I love—“ She stopped. Tried again, because he was pounding into her hard enough that sentences required effort and effort was in short supply. “I love being—when everyone can see—“ Ethan’s thumb moved and she lost the sentence entirely for a moment. “I love that it’s you. That you decide. That I’m—“

“Mine.” He said it over her, into the top of her head, hips not slowing for a second. Not a question. A notation.

“Yes,” she said, which was barely a word at that point, more an agreement her body was making on her behalf.

His hand came down against her hip—not a strike, a claiming press, fingers digging in with a force that would leave something by morning. “Perfect,” he said, and his voice had finally lost its control entirely, rough and low. “Perfect greedy cunt.” He thrust deep and held, grinding against her, and she sobbed. “You’re going to be overflowing by morning. That’s a promise.”

She believed him. Every nerve in her body believed him. She was already trembling—a fine, cellular vibration, the kind that precedes the large shocks—and the room was close and amber and full of the sounds she was making, and she was still herself, still Sienna, but the version of herself that existed right now was someone she was very, very glad to meet.
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He flipped her before she’d fully processed the intention—hands on her hip and shoulder, the glass cold and immediate against her palms as she caught herself, and she was on her hands and knees on the table’s surface, the city visible far below through the transparent surface like something happening in another dimension. Forty floors down, the lights didn’t know. The lights didn’t care. Up here, everything was happening.

Ronan gripped her hips from behind and she felt him find her again—blunt, insistent, sliding home in one thrust that drove the air from her lungs in a sound she didn’t recognize as her own voice until it was already out. The angle was different like this, deeper, his thighs hitting the backs of hers with every stroke, the full weight of him meeting her, and she pressed her palms flat against the cold glass and took it. She pushed back against him and took more. The sounds of it—wet, rhythmic, the slap of skin against skin—filled the room in a way that the previous position hadn‘t, less restrained, more honest, the way animals were honest.

Ethan appeared in front of her. She was already looking forward, already at approximately the right height, already had her mouth half open because her lungs were making decisions without her, and he was there, and she looked up at him briefly—his face was undone, all the professional composure of eleven weeks of conference rooms dissolved into something younger and rawer—and then she opened her mouth wider and took him in.

He made a sound that started in his chest and stayed there, vibrating.

She took him, worked him, felt the dual rhythm of Ronan driving into her from behind and Ethan sliding forward against her tongue, and she was the center of something mechanical and ancient and very specifically herself, and the heat had moved beyond her thighs and her chest and now lived in her marrow. Liam was beside her—she felt him before she fully located him, the warmth of his presence just to the right of Ethan, and then the blunt press of him against her cheek, sliding over her jaw while she worked Ethan, and his breath came fast and audible above her.

Ronan’s hands on her hips tightened to the edge of pain.

“Mine.” He said it to the room, not to her, which made it land differently—a legal declaration, a matter of record. He thrust hard enough to make her fingers splay against the glass. “Mine to breed.” Another. “Mine to share.” His voice had dropped below its usual register, into something that belonged more to the body than the brain. “Mine to fill. The rest of you are here because I say you‘re here.”

She felt Ethan’s hand flex briefly against the side of her head. Acknowledgment, maybe, or the involuntary response of someone who was beyond managing his body‘s responses. Liam made a sound that suggested similar difficulties.

“Ronan—“ She got his name out around Ethan, incoherent and urgent, and pulled back enough to speak, because the thing building inside her had reached the stage where her body needed to say it or it would remain unsaid and she would lose the chance. “Fill me.” She pushed back against him, hard, demanding. “Fill me—breed me—I want you to pump it deep, I want—“ She lost the sentence in a moan as Ronan drove into her, changing the angle with some minute shift of his stance, finding a place inside her that made the sentence unnecessary because her body said the rest in a language without words.

“Breed me,” she managed, on the next exhale. “Ronan—make me yours—let them watch—let them see how—“

The room had narrowed to its own sounds. The wet impact of Ronan’s hips against hers. The irregular ragged breathing of four people who had gone beyond pretense. Hargrove, at the periphery of her awareness, had gone entirely quiet—she had forgotten him and was only vaguely aware of re-forgetting him now, the way you‘re vaguely aware of traffic sounds when you’re dreaming. The amber light. The cold glass under her palms and knees. The heat everywhere else.

Ronan’s rhythm broke.

Not the way rhythm breaks when something goes wrong—the way it breaks when the last discipline fails and the body takes over entirely, the way fault lines don’t crack but rupture. He made a sound she would not have been able to predict from eleven weeks of watching him across negotiating tables, something raw and stripped, and slammed forward one final time and held.

She felt him. There was no other word for it. Not the friction, not the thrust, but him—the pulse of it, deep inside her, once and again and again, thick jets of heat that she felt in her stomach, in her chest, that seemed to go on longer than anything had a right to go on, each pulse claiming something that hadn’t been claimed before, her body receiving it and receiving it and she was moaning continuously now, her arms barely holding her up on the cold glass, aware in some deep, wordless register that something was running down the inside of her thighs.

Ethan’s grip in her hair tightened and he followed—she felt him throb against her tongue, tasted him, swallowed, heard him make the sound of a man who had been holding on for a very long time. Liam’s warmth fell in stripes across her shoulder blades, her back, a hand pressed briefly against her spine as though steadying himself, and she felt the slick heat of it cooling almost immediately in the suite’s managed air.

The room breathed.

Ronan stayed buried inside her.

He was still moving, but differently now—a slow, grinding undulation, working the last of it deep, his hands spreading from her hips to the curve of her lower back, smoothing over her skin in a gesture that had more tenderness in it than she would have expected, though perhaps she shouldn’t have been surprised. He had been precise about everything else. He was precise about this too.

He bent over her back, chest to her spine, and his mouth found the side of her neck.

“Claimed,” he said, against her skin. Barely audible. “Bred.” His hips moved, slow, absolute. “No one takes you from me now.” A pause. “You understand that.”

It wasn’t a question. It was the terms of something that had just been finalized.

She turned her head enough to press her temple against his jaw, which was the most agreement her body was capable of articulating. Outside, the city lights hung in the dark the way they always hung—cold, scattered, indifferent. In here, on the cold glass table, she was warm in every place that mattered, marked in ways that were temporary and ways that weren’t, and she was his, which was the word her body had been reaching for all along, and it fit with the exactness of something custom-made.

She stayed where she was. So did he.

The settlement would be signed in the morning.
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	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";
	}
}
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