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Where was it? Where had I left my uniform?
Did they take it? I think to myself as I frantically toss my
room in the hopes of finding my jersey. I look around the small
room that has been my home for the past few weeks, hoping that my
lost jersey would magically show itself. I check behind the dresser
for the fourth time then move my search to the crevasse under my
bed. I manage to squeeze most of my tiny, athletic frame under the
full size bed, as I grope around in the darkness hoping to make
contact with the slick, sweat wicking material of my top.

I don’t hear the door open behind me, or
notice that someone has entered my room until I hear a voice behind
me. “What are you doing Nikki? We have to go. You don’t want to be
late. Captain wouldn’t be happy if you were late.”

I wiggle my way back out from under my
mattress, acutely aware of how silly I must have looked with
nothing but my naked legs sticking out from under my bed. I blush
as I stand up straight and look my teammate Emma in the eye. I
notice that she is clad in her team jersey. “Sorry Emma. I just
can’t find my jersey. I’ve looked everywhere but it just isn’t
here.”

“Just put something on. Captain probably took
your jersey. Hurry up and get ready.”

On command, I grab whatever clothing is in
reach. I snag a pair of cotton panties and my lucky sports bra as
well as my tracksuit. As I get dressed I cannot help but wonder
what I could have done differently in the past weeks that might
have kept me out of this situation. I could have just stayed
home. I could have played better. I could have run away the second
I knew that I had been picked for tonight. As each thought
enters into my head, I dismiss them just as quickly. I know I am
partly responsible for what will happen tonight, and I would have
had no problem watching one of my teammates in my place.

“Quit stalling and get those pants on. We
have to go now!” Emma barked.

I tug the breakaway track pants up my legs
and slip my feet into my shower shoes. As Emma pulls me by the arm
out of my door, I catch a brief glimpse of myself in the mirror. I
look ready as ever for a game. My official tracksuit covers my
small frame. My hair is pulled into a tight blonde ponytail. It is
a look that I had come to own over the years. The only thing
lacking from the mirror version looking back at me was the ready
smile that was normally on my young face. In its place was a look
of worry mixed with terror. I still wasn’t sure exactly what the
night was going to bring, but the stories I had been hearing had me
prepared for the worst.

Emma looks down at the watch on her wrist and
starts to panic. She is participating tonight too, but in a lesser
capacity that I am. Even though Emma was taking the backseat
tonight, I knew that dealing with pressure has never been her
strong suit. It was the reason she cracked during a game and ended
up in this predicament.

“We have to pick up the pace. Ditch the shoes
and start moving,” says Emma as she breaks away from me and starts
to jog down the path to our destination.

I let my feet slip from my flip flops as I
break into a run to catch up with Emma. I glide gracefully over the
path, letting the cool night air wash across my face. I can feel my
ponytail sway back and forth in concert with my bare feet as they
hit the pavement. My modest breasts have the barest hint of a
jiggle underneath my sports bra. The quickened pace relaxes me and
clears my head. A smile tugs as the sides of my mouth as I dart
past Emma. Maybe this night won’t be as bad as I thought, I
think to myself.

That happy thought vanishes as my destination
comes into view. I can see the rest of my team standing outside,
clad in our team colors. My pace slows as I come nearer to the
group. Nearer to my fate. Emma catches up and grabs my arm. In
moments we are both standing in front of the rest of the team.

I stop to catch my breath, and in that moment
I let my eyes drift over the assembled group. Sixteen women stand
in front of me. All of them are in great shape. Emma and I are as
well. It’s no surprise considering or current location. Almost
everyone in the Olympic village is young and in peak physical
condition.

I join my team and we head inside. The
location chosen for tonight’s ceremony is one of the many beer
halls inside the village. The warm air hits me as I cross the
threshold in to the noisy bar. I can see many of my nation’s
athletes, male and female, sitting in clusters throughout the room.
The smell of beer is heavy in the air as my team crosses the length
of the room. Sitting in the corner, farthest from the entrance, is
my nation’s male team. Eighteen athletic gods look at me with
hungry eyes. I drop my eyes and stare at my feet. I hear the voice
of my captain rise above the background noise of the Olympic beer
house.

“We are here as agreed, ready to meet the
terms of our bet,” She began, “My team did well, but yours
performed better on the pitch. I offer up our weakest players per
the terms of our bet.”

The bet. The reason I was in this mess. I let
my mind drift back to before the game began, to the moment of the
bet. Both of our teams were on a plane to the host country. I had
been training for years for this moment. The mood was light. Many
of us had never been this far from home before. Soon we would be in
front of the entire world, and we were ready to show the world that
we belonged in the spotlight. The bet had been a simple one, first
made as joke, but one that quickly gained legitimacy between the
two teams. In order to foster the best performance on the field,
the team who performed the worst during the games would have to put
up two players for a night of humiliation.

My mind snaps back to reality as I feel
myself being pushed away from my teammates and into the empty floor
space between the gathered men and women. Emma is pushed out behind
me. Our team captain is speaking again.

“Here are the two weakest players on our
team. If they had been stronger on the field, we would have won the
Gold. Their lack of commitment both on and off of the field has
earned them this punishment.”

I hear members of my team take a step towards
me. Without warning, I feel hands all over my body. Some grasp the
thin material of my pants; others roam over my shoulder and around
my waist, seeking the zipper of my jacket. I close my eyes, and try
to wake up from the nightmare that is unfolding. A hand finds the
zipper of my jacket and I hear the teeth give way before the jacket
is peeled off of my body. With a coordinated tug, the breakaway
pants I am wearing tear themselves from my body and I am left
standing in a packed room in nothing but my underwear. My teammates
fall back in line and my captain begins to speak to our brother
team once more.

“I have met with your captain today and we
have agreed upon terms. You will be split into two groups of nine.
Our nominee will be laid upon a table. Each of you will get five
minutes with whichever end of her you are closest to. At the end of
the five minutes, you will switch with the next person in line
until everyone has had a turn. No one gets extra time. If you
finish before the clock runs out, move aside.”

Two men from our brother team bring over a
small table and place it in front of me. My heart pounds at the
sight of it. My captain turns to face me. Her face was emotionless.
She leans in close and whispers in my ear. “I’m sorry, but we all
agreed.”

I want to break down and cry. To turn and
run, But I know I deserve what is coming. My mistakes on the field
had cost us a victory. Mistakes that could have been avoided had I
not been hung over from partying too hard the night before. My
captain kisses me lightly on the forehead before pulling my panties
down, letting me step out of the last barrier between me and my
fate. She pushes me towards the table and I reluctantly let my body
fall over its small wooden frame. My head hangs over one side,
while my lily white ass sticks up into the air from the other. My
feet stay planted on the floor, while my arms wrap themselves
around the edges of the table.

“Do you want a blindfold Nikki?” asks my
captain.

This is it. I don’t want to watch.

“Yes please.”

A large bandage is placed over each of my
eyes before I feel the thick satin fabric of a sleep mask being
positioned and secured. The combination blocks the world from my
sight. I wish that the rest of my senses could be similarly
blocked.

I hear my captain’s voice, “If any of you
should need help while waiting for your turn, let Emma know. She
will make sure that you maintain your vigor. Ladies take your place
and begin the clock.”

I hear the soft click of the stopwatch button
and know that the time has started. Forty-five minutes to go, a
full half on the field. With the blindfold in place, the feeling of
helplessness grows within me. My only comfort comes from the one
remaining piece of clothing I am wearing. My lucky light pink
sports bra is still hugging my small chest, providing me a small
comfort.

I feel something pressing against my lips. A
light musty smell fills my nose. I hear a voice tell me to open up.
I keep my jaw closed tight, my lips closed against the unknown
intruder attempting to batter his way into my mouth. But my resolve
quickly fades away as a new sensation emanating from between my
legs sends a shock through my entire body. My mouth opens in reflex
and the intruder at the gates wastes no time entering me. I am
being fucked from both ends.

No matter how hard I try, I cannot imagine
away the grim reality I am now facing. I feel the length and girth
of the male members within me as their owners each thrust in tandem
against my body. A rough patch of pubes brushes against my nose
with every thrust. The musky smell from before is clearly coming
from this patch of hair. The meat filling my mouth tastes slightly
salty as it slides in and out over my tongue.

On the other side of the table, I feel like I
am being split in half by what I can only imagine is a table leg.
The thickness of the foreign object continually pushing into me is
almost too much to handle. Each time the thick member pulls back
from me, I feel as if my insides want to escape with it. I want to
grit my teeth, but the dick filling my mouth stops me. Instead I
grip down on the edges of the table.

“Two minute warning!” yells a female voice to
my left.

The man behind me picks up his pace. His
large rod begins to hammer against my insides. I feel his hands
slip down my hips and pull me into him with each thrust. On the
other side of the table, the motion in my mouth remains fairly
constant until I feel the rod dip before pulsing. I begin to choke
as the unknown penis starts to pump its salty load into my mouth. I
choke down the sticky mess his cock slides out of my mouth.

“Thirty seconds!”

The pressure against my pussy grows as the
man behind me continues to pick up speed. I feel like I am going to
be ripped in two. His hands grip me hard, keeping me from moving. I
will my sore slit to stay together under the onslaught behind me.
As sudden as the pain started, it was gone.

“Time!” yelled the female voice.

“Damn bitch is a dead fish. I can’t get it if
she just lies there,” says the man behind me. I recognize the
voice. It is the male team captain. We had drinks only a few nights
before. The same drinks that landed me in this situation. The same
drinks that left me so hung over, I couldn’t play in the
quarterfinals match.

An intense hatred rushes through my body as
the next two take their positions. I no longer want to escape my
fate. Now I want to own it. I want to prove the male captain wrong.
My new goal is to make sure every other member of his team
scores.

I open my mouth wide and thrust out my hips,
a clear sign that I am ready for the next round. The men on either
side of me answer in kind by filling my holes quickly. The new man
in front of me smells wonderful. I repay his kindness to make
himself presentable by grabbing the base of his cock with my hand.
I guide him in and out of my mouth, letting my tongue slide in
circles around his tip.

Behind me, I offer no resistance as his
teammate pushes himself in and out. I try to match the power of his
thrusts with a counter motion of my hips. The table impedes my
success, but my willingness is understood. The man behind me grabs
my hips and helps me keep steady as we push into each other.

“Two minute warning!”

Time is running out. My tongue lashes out in
quick tiny motions against the bottom of the tip in my mouth. I
hear a moan from in front of me as thin ribbons of cum hit the roof
of my mouth. Even his spunk tastes better. I swallow his juices
with ease, and concentrate all of my energy on the man behind me.
With my mouth free for a moment, I use the table for leverage and
bash myself into the man to my rear. My efforts are rewarded when I
feel the man behind me tense and let loose a low moan.

I don’t wait for the clock. Instead I simply
call, “Next!”

In moments my mouth and pussy are once again
filled by the swollen cocks of strangers. I go to work on the dick
in my mouth, licking and sucking quickly while the man behind me
starts slowly pumping into me. His thrusts slide back and forth
effortlessly and I can feel that I am dripping wet. My hand slides
around the man in front and I pull him closer, shoving his hard rod
down my throat. As I pull back, I let my lips slide over the tip a
few times before I pop his cock back inside my waiting orifice. A
few more quick licks and he rewards me with a load which forms into
a slippery pearl on my tongue before I gulp it down.

As soon as I feel the hard dick in my mouth
pull out from between my lips, I yell. “Next!”

I hear a man in front of me call out, “She’s
an animal!”

A different man from far behind me answers,
“I can’t wait!”

Female voices begin to rise in unison and it
takes me a moment to understand the words they keep repeating. They
are chanting my name and slowly getting louder.

Spurred on by my teammates, I don’t wait for
the next man to move into position. My hands grasp in front of me,
looking for a cock. I brush against the flat abs of a man and let
my hand drop down in search of his dick. My hand finds purchase on
his thick branch and I pull him to my mouth. Behind me I feel the
man with the slow rhythm tense and push his load into me. As he
pulls out, my dripping pussy gets only a few seconds rest before a
new cock pushes its way into my slit.

The new man behind me has a dick that fits
inside of me perfectly. Each of his thrusts drags his member across
my G-spot. I feel one hand on my hip while his other snakes its way
under my leg. His fingers find my clit and I feel him gently rub in
small circles over my button as he pushes in and out of my hole. I
momentarily forget about the man I had so eagerly pulled into my
mouth as I concentrate on the warm sensation building in my lower
body. I feel my tiny nipples turn to diamonds underneath my bra. I
use one of my hands to pull the bra up over my tits and slowly roll
an exposed nipple back and forth between my fingers.

The man in front of me starts to rock back
and forth, sliding his dick in and out of my mouth. Unable to
multitask, I devote some attention to the cock between my lips, as
I use my tongue to trace his bulbous mushroom. My concentration
wanes as the pleasurable feelings between my legs grow. I know that
I am close to climax. A few more strokes from the man behind me and
my body is rocked by the strongest orgasm I have ever felt.

I loud moan escapes my lips as the wave of
ecstasy races up my spine. My toes try to curl inwards, but instead
push me onto my tiptoes. All at once the world around me seems to
explode. Both men that are touching my body cum as they hear my
moan of pleasure. Thick rivulets of semen splatter inside of my
mouth from the man in front of me while the man behind me has been
forced out at the last second by my tiptoe maneuver. I feel his hot
spunk impact against my inner thigh and begin to drip down my
leg.

In the distance I hear Emma shriek and a male
voice curse.

“It’s in my eye!” screamed Emma.



“Shit shit shit. I swear I don’t usually cum
that fast,” the man responds.

“Dude he just nutted in that chick’s eye,”
says a second voice.

“Girl on the table made him shoot off early,”
says a third.

I try and comprehend what is happening. It
hits me a second later that Emma, acting as a fluffer, had just
taken an unexpected early launch right into the eye as she was
performing her duties. My moan had not only sent the two men inside
of me over the edge, but had triggered a third man who was waiting.
My teammates begin chanting my name again, much louder than the
last time.

Two more men step up and I refocus my
thoughts on the task at hand. The new man in front lazily flops his
dick into my mouth. Something was different about this one. His
cock wasn’t a rigid pole like the ones before. Not quite flaccid,
but not entirely hard, it was clear this one was uncomfortable with
the situation. To my rear, I barely notice being penetrated by the
new man behind me. Unlike his friend in the front, the man in the
back is as hard as steel, but his member left much to be desired.
As he pumped in and out of me, I could barely feel his tiny
prick.

One soft, the other a midget, this pair
brought me down from cloud nine. I work on the unhappy dick in
front of me with my hand for a few seconds before I pop it into my
mouth for a couple of quick licks. I take it back out and pump it
some more with my hand, then back into my mouth. I continue shaping
and quenching the soft rod in my hand until it is transformed into
a piece of hardened steel. Fully erect, I let my tongue slide
around his little helmet. Without warning the man in front pulls
away and a thick rope of cum smacks my cheek. A second squirt from
his hose lands another line of cum across the first. I drag my
finger across my cheek, scraping his happy juice off of my face. As
I clean my face off, I realize the man behind me was gone. I hadn’t
felt him pull out.

Two more pairs of men step up to the table,
and leave happy. My pussy is sore and my jaw hurts from the
marathon fucking I have endured. I find solace in the fact that I
am so close to the end. Four more men and my punishment will be
over. The next two step up and I quickly devour the man in front,
pushing his thick dick deep into my throat. I feel the man behind
me squeezing my ass cheeks, but so far he has not made any move
toward by slick, waiting hole.

With the man behind wasting time, I
concentrate on the man in my mouth. I begin to run through my now
practiced routine with my tongue when behind me I feel something
cold squirt onto my asshole. Not comprehending what was about to
happen, I was unprepared when the man behind me spread my cheeks
and missed my waiting pussy. Instead, his rock hard dick speared my
ass and I felt my butthole stretch in a way that it had never
stretched before. I let out a yelp of pain as his large cock worked
its way into my tiny little ass.

Each thrust sent a burst of pain through my
abdomen. My eyes under the bandages began to well up. The dick in
my mouth had vanished due to my continued squeals. The pressure
from the unexpected penetration was overpowering. Then suddenly it
was gone. The pain subsided as my asshole relaxed. The lube had
worked itself in now too and the motions of the man behind me
allowed his probing penis to slide in an out of me with ease.

With the pain gone, the new feeling of my
anal fucking started to arouse me again. The sensation was far
different than the regular fucking I had been enduring for however
long I had been on this table. As the man behind me pushed deep
into me, it felt as though he were hitting my G-spot from the other
side. This intense new feeling became a welcome respite for my
aching lady bits.

The man in front must have sensed I was no
longer in pain. The tip of his dick was pressing against my lips,
waiting for me to open my mouth. I obliged and quickly went to work
on his cock, trying to get him to cum quickly so that I could
concentrate on this new pleasure the man behind had introduced me
to. As the man in front came, I licked him up quickly and pushed
him away. My mouth empty for the time being, I moved my hips back,
letting the dick in my ass push deeper into the forbidden zone. The
feeling was amazing. One hand moved again to my modest rack, in
search of a tit to tease, while my other hand found its way to my
clit.

Ignoring everything else going on around me,
I concentrated on the new and exciting feeling given to me by the
man behind. My hands play over the sensitive parts of my body,
tweaking and touching as needed. It’s not long before I feel the
blood rush of a second orgasm race through my body. My asshole
clenches down on the intruding member that is still pumping in and
out of me as the pleasure waves play over my body. I am once again
on my tip toes from the blissful waves washing over me. The man in
my ass tenses against my body. He grabs me and pulls me close,
driving his cock deep into me as he shoots his load. I forget for a
moment where I am as I savor the feelings of the present before
they fade away.

Only two more men left. I hear an argument
heat up in front me.

“It’s my fucking turn I haven’t gone yet!”
yells a familiar voice.

“Dude you shot your wad in line. Your turn is
in that other girl’s eye,” responds another.

“He’s right man. You wasted your turn on the
pud puller,” says a third.

The voices begin to overlap and I can no
longer make out individual sentences. There is a lot of yelling
from all around me. I hear my teammates screaming at the men. The
men are yelling at each other. I hear something crash against a
table close to me. A wave of cold liquid splashes across my back
and sends a shiver down my spine. My hair is wet with the strong
smelling liquid and I feel it seeping into my bra. Someone has
thrown beer on me. I hear the yelling get farther away and the area
becomes calm. Without my sight, I have no idea what is going on,
but I am afraid to move away from the table which has been my rock
tonight. I am left alone for a short while.

I feel a hand brush against my bare bottom. A
second is felt on my hip. “I want to you turn over,” says a voice
from behind me.

I feel his hands try and twist me around
while the words sink in. This man behind me wants me on my back.
Another first for the night. I have no idea how I will be able to
service the man in front from this position, but I hear no one else
around me. I defer to the man behind me and turn over on my
back.

The man behind me eases himself into my slit
gently. I wrap my long toned legs around his waist as he slowly
penetrates me with an almost tender care. My hands are gripping the
table edge just above my shoulders, keeping me from being pushed
off the table, while my head hangs off the edge. This new angle
allows the man inside of me to hit pleasure points that haven’t
been touched all night. The man further impresses by dropping his
hands on my small, but adequate breasts.

As the man massages my tiny pink tits with
his hands, and tickles my insides with his plump dick, I relax and
begin to drift. Blood rushes to my head and I feel dizzy. The man’s
actions are slow and deliberate, and they sooth me. By the time the
man cums, my entire body is calm and relaxed. This last man has a
magic dick. After the man pulls out, I feel his hands still on my
body. He is pulling my sports bra back over my luscious little
lumps. His hands then help me stand up before they drop away from
me, never to be felt again.

The room is chanting my name. A hundred
voices, each trying to rise over the rest, are cheering me. I feel
someone press my panties into my hand. I quickly step into them and
pull the soft cotton up my legs. I pull off my blindfold and the
bandages from my eyes and the harsh white light of the room causes
me to wince in pain. As my eyes slowly adjust, the room swims into
focus. I look around at the crowd that has gathered at the back of
the bar. Beer cups are being hoisted into the air all around me as
the gathered crowd continues to cheer. I can feel myself blushing
from the attention even though I know that after what I just did in
this Olympic bar, the cheering of the crowd should be the last
reason for feelings of embarrassment.

I see my captain walking towards me with a
small bag. Emma is at her side. The captain smiles at me and hand
the bag over. Inside is my missing team jersey.

“Put it on. You’ve earned it back tonight,”
says my captain.

“You were amazing Nikki,” adds Emma.

I pull my jersey out of the bag and look at
it in wonder. I had worked for years to earn this, training for
hours a day, every day. One stupid night had almost caused me to
lose it. Another stupid night had won it back. I held the jersey up
proudly for everyone in the bar to see. The crowd went crazy. The
attention I was receiving, even if it was for what I had just done,
meant more to me than the cheers of the thousands of soccer fans
when I was on the pitch. This was my moment. This was my jersey. I
have earned both.

After I finish dressing, I excuse myself to
the ladies room. I can feel the mixed fluids of the many men
tonight leaking out of me from multiple places. I smell of cheap
beer and my thighs are sticky from sex. Look at myself in the
mirror. My ponytail has come loose, and stray hairs are everywhere.
The small amount of makeup I had applied earlier in the day was a
mess. My beer soaked bra has seeped through to my shirt and has
left a noticeable wet outline for the world to see. I look like
hell. But as I continue to stare at my reflection, I notice the
look of dread from earlier is gone, in its place, my normal happy
self. I glance at my stained jersey, happy with the look. It may
not be game ready, but it is mine. I finish up my mirror
inspection, happy with who I see staring back at me. It was now
time to rejoin my teammates as an equal.
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	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";
	}
}



