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The term sheet bled red on the wall. Fifty-two floors up, rain streaked the glass in long black rivulets, and Victoria Kane had read the same indemnification clause three times without it meaning anything new. The projector hummed. The conference table stretched away from her like a runway she'd already missed.

It was 1:43 a.m. She knew this without checking her phone. She'd been checking her phone every four minutes for the last two hours in a private ritual of self-punishment that hadn't yet yielded results.

She'd rolled her sleeves to the elbow somewhere around midnight. Her chignon, which she'd pinned with the particular severity of someone who used her own appearance as a management tool, had given up two hours before that—loops of dark hair trailing across her neck, catching on the collar of her silk blouse every time she turned her head. She hadn't fixed it. She hadn't had the eight seconds to spare.

Ronan Cole sat across from her, jacket draped over the back of his chair with the easy precision of a man who never needed to throw anything. His shirt sleeves were folded twice at the wrist. He had the kind of forearms that made her angrier than they should—thick, unhurried-looking things, the kind that belonged to a person who did not appear to experience urgency as a physiological state. He was working through the term sheet with a fountain pen, and the scratch of the nib against paper was the only sound in the room besides the rain and the low, involuntary profanity that kept escaping her.

She let out another one now. A single syllable. Flat and precise.

The subordination clause was a trap. She'd drafted tighter language herself six months ago, in a different deal with a different counterparty, and the fact that Marchetti's team had slipped this version past their junior associates told her everything she needed to know about how they expected tonight to end. They expected surrender. They expected exhaustion to do what leverage couldn't.

Victoria had built this firm on the proposition that she did not surrender. That was not a boast. It was something closer to a geological fact, like the composition of bedrock.

But the clause sat there, and it was wrong, and she couldn't find the thread that would unravel it cleanly without pulling the whole Section 7 framework apart.

"We need leverage," she said, to the room, to the projected numbers, to the particular quality of darkness outside the windows. Her voice had the flat, clipped edge of someone who had been filing herself down to an efficient edge for so many hours that there was very little left to file. "There is a pressure point in this structure and I cannot find it, and if I don't find it by seven a.m. this firm loses the anchor transaction that everything else in my pipeline depends on." She turned her head toward Ronan without entirely meaning to. "So I need you to find it."

Ronan set down his pen. He did it without hurry, which was characteristic. He looked up at her with the expression she had catalogued, over four years of working beside him, as his thoughtful-and-about-to-be-inconvenient face.

"You haven't eaten since noon yesterday," he said. "I watched you pour out a cup of coffee at nine because it had gone cold and you didn't want to take the three minutes to get a new one."

"That is entirely irrelevant—"

"You've been running on fumes for four days." His voice was quiet. Not gentle, exactly, but leveled in a way that made her feel the contrast with her own register—how tight and high she'd wound herself without noticing. "I'm not saying you're wrong about the clause. I'm saying you've been staring at it for forty minutes and you haven't moved because your eyes are reading and your brain isn't processing. If you don't breathe, Victoria, you'll break."

The irritation was immediate and useful and she grabbed hold of it. "I don't break. That's not a quality I possess."

"Everyone breaks," he said. "The interesting question is whether you break before or after you find the Section 7 thread."

She looked at him. He looked back. The rain made its private argument against the glass.

It was in that particular silence—that specific frequency of 1:43 a.m. exhaustion and commercial desperation and too much bad coffee and too many hours sharing the same recycled air—that she caught it. Felt it before she understood it.

His gaze had dropped.

Not to the term sheet. Not to the projection on the wall. To her throat—to the precise spot where her pulse was doing something undignified and involuntary, hammering away with the candid urgency of a body that had not gotten the memo about professional composure. She felt the heat of his attention the way you felt an open window in winter: unmistakably, in the skin.

She watched him notice that she'd caught him.

He didn't look away immediately, and that was the part she would turn over later, in the particular private darkness of her own mind, trying to understand what it meant that he'd held her gaze afterward with something that was not quite apology and not quite acknowledgment but occupied the narrow charged space between them. The fountain pen rested against his knuckle. His forearms were very still.

Four years. She'd hired him out of a competing firm four years ago because he was the best restructuring mind she'd found under forty, and she'd proceeded to build a working relationship with him that functioned precisely because it contained nothing she couldn't afford to lose. Every interaction filed down to utility. Every late night justified by output and billables and the clean architecture of professional necessity.

She had been very deliberate about this. She had been very successful at it.

The pulse in her throat didn't care about any of that. It hammered on.

"The leverage," she said, the words coming out fractionally less steady than she'd intended, "is in the cross-default provision. Section 12. If we can demonstrate that the triggering event is definitionally ambiguous under Marchetti's own lending agreement, we break their negotiating position without touching Section 7 at all."

It was the right answer. She'd found it—not despite the four days of no sleep and no food and the hammer of her own heartbeat, but somewhere around the moment she'd stopped trying to look away from him looking at her.

Ronan picked up his pen. He turned to Section 12 without a word.

But the room had changed. She felt it the way you felt a barometric shift before a storm—not in what you could see, but in the pressure against your skin, the fine hairs along the back of your neck standing up in advance of something that hadn't arrived yet.

She turned back to the projection.

1:47 a.m. Outside, the rain pressed its wet face against the glass and refused to stop.
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Victoria stood. Her legs made the decision without consulting her—chair scraping back, heels finding the floor, body in motion before her mind had fully ratified the choice. This was how she processed breakthroughs. She'd known this about herself for twenty years, since the first time she'd cracked a negotiating structure at two in the morning and immediately begun pacing the perimeter of a conference room while her colleagues sat blinking at her. Movement was part of the mechanism. Movement was how she confirmed to herself that she'd actually solved something and hadn't just hallucinated a solution out of desperation and caffeine debt.

Her heels clicked on the hardwood. One circuit of the long table, then another. The projected term sheet slid past on her left. The rain continued its indifferent argument outside.

She heard Ronan's chair move. She didn't turn around.

Then he was in front of her.

He'd done it quietly—stood and stepped into her path with the particular economy of a man who understood the geometry of a room—and she came around the curve of the table and walked directly toward his chest before she registered that he wasn't where he'd been. She stopped. Barely. The toes of her heels were an inch from his shoes. She had to tilt her head back to see his face, which was an indignity she hadn't budgeted for tonight.

"Move," she said.

The word came out wrong. She heard it immediately—heard the place in the middle of it where something that wasn't entirely professional had slipped through the insulation she kept around her voice at all times. It didn't sound like an order. It sounded like a question pretending to be an order, which was a distinction she'd never once permitted herself in four years of working beside this man.

Ronan didn't move.

He looked at her the way he'd looked at her throat an hour ago—directly, without the professional varnish she was accustomed to receiving from everyone who worked for her, everyone who needed something from her, everyone who'd learned over the years that Victoria Kane's regard was a resource to be carefully managed and her disapproval was a thing with weight and teeth. He looked at her like she was someone he'd already decided something about.

"You're not going to fire me for this," he said, which was not what she'd expected him to say. His voice was very quiet. The rain was louder.

"I could absolutely fire you for this."

"You're not going to."

And then his hand came up. She tracked it—couldn't not track it—the motion slow and deliberate, giving her every possible opportunity to step back or turn away or deploy the considerable arsenal of professional moves she kept loaded and ready. His fingers caught her chin. Not gripping—just holding. His thumb brushed her lower lip, light as a question.

She stopped breathing.

"I've watched you carry this place," he said. The even quality of his voice had changed—it was still low, still controlled, but she could hear the effort in the control now, the way she could hear a current in water if she listened for it. "I've watched you walk into rooms and make them rearrange themselves around you. I've watched you work until you dissolved and then reassembled yourself and worked more. Four years, Victoria. I've watched you carry all of it alone." His thumb moved again, barely. "You don't have to be unbreakable tonight."

The thing that happened in her chest was not something she had a professional category for. It was warm and terrible and too large for the space it was trying to occupy, and she had the sudden vertiginous sense of a foundation she'd thought was solid showing her its fault lines. Being managed, she could handle. Being underestimated, she could eviscerate. Being seen—the specific variety of being seen that Ronan Cole was currently visiting on her—was an entirely different proposition, and she had apparently never prepared a counter-strategy for it.

Her eyes closed. She didn't plan that either. They simply shut, for one long exhale, the way a door closes when the pressure differential finally equalizes.

"Ronan." The word came out barely above a whisper. "If you touch me—" She stopped. Started again. "If you keep touching me, I don't think I'm going to be able to stop."

The silence that followed lasted exactly long enough for her to understand that he'd heard her—really heard her, not just the surface-level grammar of the sentence but the enormous concession buried in it—and had decided what to do with it.

His hand slid from her chin into her hair.

She felt the pins give—the chignon that had been failing all night finally lost its last argument with gravity—and then his fingers were threading through the loosened knot at the back of her head, getting a proper hold, and the tug came: not violent, not rough, but deliberate. Purposeful. Enough to tilt her head back and tip her face up toward his and make it absolutely clear that this was a choice he was making with full knowledge of what he was choosing.

He kissed her.

Slow at first. Almost careful. His mouth on hers with the patience of a man who had apparently been thinking about this for long enough that he wasn't going to rush it now that he'd arrived. She felt the firmness of it, the intention in it, and something in her lower abdomen contracted hard in response. Her hands, which had been hanging at her sides with the stunned stillness of objects that had forgotten their function, came up and found his shirtfront.

Then the careful part ended.

His tongue swept in and the kiss turned deep and possessive in the space of a single heartbeat—a shift in register as sudden and total as a key change—and she made a sound against his mouth that she immediately recognized as the sound of a woman whose composure had left the building entirely. He kissed her like he was making a point she didn't have the language to argue with. Like he'd been filing away exactly the right argument for four years and had finally decided to deliver it.

His free arm came around her waist. She felt the breadth of it—the solid, unhurried weight of the arm that belonged to those infuriatingly calm forearms—and then the floor was no longer the relevant surface, because he'd lifted her, not high, just enough to rearrange the geometry between them, and she was pressed against the full length of him and the full length of him included something thick and insistent pressing into her belly that made every remaining professional thought she possessed simply evaporate.

She held on. Outside, the rain kept going. The projector hummed its one-note hum. Fifty-two floors below, the city lived its anonymous wet life, entirely unaware that Victoria Kane had just lost and found something at the same time, and wasn't sure yet which part of that frightened her more.
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The table's edge met the backs of her thighs before she'd fully registered that her feet were no longer on the floor. Ronan had moved her with the same unhurried precision he applied to everything—no fumbling, no miscalculation—just the warm shift of gravity and the solid surface arriving beneath her, and then she was sitting on the edge of the conference table at 1:52 a.m. with her hair completely undone and her heels dangling two inches above the floor and every prepared statement she had ever filed away for emergencies of exactly this type failing to materialize.

He leaned past her and swept the nearest stack of papers off the table with one arm. They scattered—the term sheet, the redlined annexes, the careful architecture of her leverage—fanning out across the floor in a long slide, and the sound they made was somehow both mundane and irreversible, the sound of one kind of evening giving way to another entirely.

Then he looked at her. And took hold of her blouse.

The buttons went in sequence. Not all at once—she'd half-expected all at once—but in a short, controlled tear that ran from her collar to her waist and sent four silk-covered buttons skittering across the polished wood. The air of the conference room against her stomach was noticeably cooler than the air in her lungs, which had been running very warm for the last several minutes. He pushed the blouse off her shoulders. She let him.

Her bra was pale grey, practical, exactly what a woman wore when she planned to spend the night building a legal strategy and not when she planned anything else. He didn't appear to have a critique of it. His hands found the underwire and yanked—not the clasp, just the cups themselves, dragged down to her ribs—and the cups gave, and the cool air of the room arrived against her nipples, which were already tight and aching in a way that suggested her body had been quietly preparing for this for considerably longer than she'd been willing to admit to herself.

He bent.

The first pull of his mouth around her nipple made her head drop back. His tongue was deliberate—a slow sweep, then a flick, then suction that traveled directly from her breast to the base of her spine via a route that bypassed every rational faculty she possessed. She pressed the heel of her hand against her mouth, then decided against that, decided she wasn't going to perform composure for an empty room, and let the sound out. It was not a dignified sound. It was the kind of sound made by a woman who had kept her hands very firmly off something she wanted for four years and was now experiencing the cumulative interest in that restraint.

His other hand had found the hem of her skirt.

He pushed it up—efficiently, without ceremony—and she felt it bunching around her hips and she had a single moment of awareness, specific and strange, of what she must look like: half-undone, sitting on her own conference table in a skirt around her waist and a bra shoved to her ribcage and her hair falling everywhere. The awareness passed quickly because his hands found the waistband of her stockings.

The rip was audible.

Stockings and underwear together, one motion, the fabric giving with a specific small violence that left her bare from the waist down except for the bunched skirt and her heels—one of which fell off and hit the floor with a knock—and then the cooler air of the room was everywhere it could possibly be and she was gripping his shoulders with both hands, fingers digging into the cotton of his shirt over the solid muscle beneath, because there was nothing else to grip and she needed something to hold onto.

He spread her thighs.

She felt his shoulders fit between them—wide, settling, definitive—and looked down at him and felt something rearrange itself permanently in her understanding of the world when he met her eyes for a single moment before dropping his mouth to her.

His tongue found her clit with the precision of a man who had evidently thought about this too. Not tentative. Not exploratory. Direct and knowing and absolutely certain of its purpose, lashing in long, firm strokes that made her gasp and then made her gasp again. She fell back onto one hand, the other coming up into his hair, and her hips moved without her permission—rocked into him, chasing the pressure, greedy for it in a way she'd never experienced as clearly as she was experiencing it now.

Two fingers pushed inside her.

She made a sound she would not have recognized as coming from herself under any other circumstance. He was thick-fingered and he went deep and the curl came immediately—against the front wall, against the place that made the architecture of her concentration entirely fail—and his tongue didn't stop, circling and pressing while his thumb moved to her entrance, while his fingers worked in and out and curled again and again and she—

"Ronan—" She said his name like it was the only word she had left. Her hips bucked. Her thighs were shaking. "I've—" The breath went ragged. "I've thought about this—I've dreamed about this—you pinning me down and—God, please—"

He growled against her.

She felt it more than heard it—the vibration of the sound against her slick, swollen flesh—and it was possibly the most obscene sensation she'd experienced in her adult life, which was accounting for quite a lot of competition in the last fifteen minutes. His fingers drove deeper, crooking hard, and the orgasm that had been building since approximately the moment he'd swept the papers off the table began to crest in her lower belly, sharp and enormous and gathering—

"Please—"

He lifted his head just far enough to speak, mouth still brushing against her. His voice had none of its usual smooth evenness. It was rough at the edges, pulled low by something she recognized now as wanting that matched her own wanting in scale and duration and intensity.

"You're going to take every drop tonight," he said. His fingers didn't slow. "Every drop. And when we're done, you're going to be dripping my cum and there's not going to be any part of you that hasn't been claimed."

The orgasm broke over her in a long, rolling wave. She grabbed his hair with both hands and let it, let her back arch and her hips press against his mouth and her voice do whatever it needed to do—sobbing, wordless, entirely outside the professional register she had carefully maintained for the entirety of her adult career—and the rain kept hammering the glass and the projector hummed and Victoria Kane came apart on her own conference table like she'd been waiting four years to do exactly this.

His fingers gentled but didn't withdraw. She felt him watching her. She felt, even through the fading wash of it, that he was watching her with the same specific and deliberate attention he'd given to the pulse in her throat an hour ago.

She breathed. The ceiling tiles were very white.

"More," she said. It came out steadier than she'd expected. A statement, not a request.

He stood.

​
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He reached into his trousers and freed himself with an efficiency that might have been businesslike under other circumstances, but the way he looked at her while he did it was nothing of the sort. Victoria watched him—propped on both hands on the conference table, skirt still bunched at her waist, thighs still spread and still trembling slightly—and felt her mouth go dry.

He was thick and heavy, flushed dark, already leaking at the tip in a way that told her everything she needed to know about how long this had been accumulating in him. The veins along the length of him stood in relief in the low light. She tracked the visual with the same concentrated attention she gave to term sheets, to balance sheets, to any high-stakes document that required full comprehension before she could proceed—and arrived at the conclusion that she was going to feel this in an absolutely fundamental way.

He stepped in between her spread thighs and lined up at her entrance. Neither of them moved for a moment.

The rain. The projector's hum. His breathing, which had lost its characteristic evenness. Her own heart, still slamming the walls of her chest. The precise, suspended quality of being exactly where she was: on her own conference table, at two in the morning, wet and half-undone and wanting with a completeness that had burned through every remaining defense like paper.

He pushed in.

Slow. One long, deliberate stroke, not stopping, not pausing to check the depth, going until he was seated all the way and his hips were flush against the backs of her thighs and the full breadth of him was buried inside her. The stretch was—she didn't have language for it, exactly, not language that was also honest. She arched off the table. Her back curved like something under pressure it had needed to release for a very long time, and the sound she made was broken in a different register than anything that had come before—something past the vocabulary of pleasure and into the vocabulary of arrival, of finally.

He gave her one breath to adjust. Then he started to move.

Deep and unhurried at first, the kind of rhythm that made itself known in the base of her spine, in the tendons at the backs of her knees, in the particular ache of being stretched and filled and moved inside. The table groaned with them—a low, periodic creak of wood under shifted weight. His hand found her wrists and gathered them above her head, pinning them to the polished surface, and she felt the loss of her hands as a kind of liberation, a removal of the last fig leaf of agency she'd been holding onto. His other hand gripped her hip.

She would find the marks later. She knew that already, the way you know certain things in the middle of them. She didn't care. She wanted them. She wanted evidence that this had happened, that her careful professional body had been gripped and moved and made to feel this, that Ronan Cole had left fingerprints on her the same way the last four years had.

The rhythm deepened.

His head came down, mouth arriving at the curve of her jaw, her ear, and she felt his breath against the side of her face—unsteady now, rough-edged, the last remnants of his composure grinding away with each stroke. She turned her head toward him, helpless. His cheek was rough with the very late hour, the faint scratch of it against her temple, and then his mouth found her ear and he spoke.

"Say it." His voice was barely recognizable—stripped of everything professional, everything managed, down to something underneath all of that which was darker and more honest. He drove in deep, held for a moment, and she gasped. "Tell me whose this is. Whose pussy—whose body—" Another deep stroke that made her vision go briefly white at the edges. "Tell me what you want."

The words came up without negotiation, without the editorial pass she applied to everything she said in any context that mattered. They came up because there was no space left to hold them down, because he'd filled up all the space that she'd kept clear for exactly that purpose.

"Yours." Breathless. Wrecked. "It's yours, Ronan—God—breed me, I need you to—" She couldn't assemble complete sentences. She tried. "Fill me up, please, I want your cum deep inside me, I want—" He hit something inside that scattered her syntax entirely. "Make me yours. Make it—make me—"

He made a sound that was not a word. His hips snapped forward and the controlled rhythm became something else—urgent, nearly feral, the table knocking forward on the hardwood floor with each thrust, her wrists still pinned, her hips lifted to meet him, both of them chasing the same edge at the same speed and arriving at it together the way they'd always arrived at things together, in parallel, neither one leading—

He slammed home and held.

She felt him pulse. Felt the specific, unmistakable throb of him losing control inside her—once, powerfully, and then again, and then a third time—thick jets of heat flooding deep, and she could feel it, could feel the warmth of it spreading through her body, filling the places that had been hollow for so long she'd stopped noticing the hollowness. Her whole body clenched around him in response, wringing out every last pulse, working against him even as she lay pinned and shaking on the table.

He groaned against her neck. The sound of it—long, depleted, satisfied—vibrated through her collarbone.

The overflow came slowly: warmth tracing the inside of her thigh, then pooling against the polished wood beneath her, the specific evidence of what he'd given her and what her body hadn't been able to contain. He didn't withdraw. He ground in slowly, working through the last shudders, staying buried to the hilt while both their heart rates gradually negotiated a return to something sustainable.

His forehead dropped to her throat.

"You're mine now." The words were barely above a whisper, rough with effort and with something that wasn't entirely recoverable into professional language. His lips moved against the pulse point that had betrayed her to him an hour ago—the first crack, the beginning of all of this. "No more ice walls, Victoria. No more of this alone." His hand came up from her hip to rest against her ribs, over her heart. "Mine."

She lay there, wrists unpinned now, hands loose at her sides, staring up at the conference room ceiling. The projector had switched to screen-save mode at some point—it was cycling through a company slide, her own name on the blue background in tasteful sans-serif, Victoria Kane, Managing Partner, which struck her as so specific a form of irony that she would have laughed if she'd had the breath for it.

Ronan's weight against her was warm. His cock was still inside her, softening gradually, and she could feel the slow leak of him against the wood, and she was going to need to deal with a great many things in the morning—the term sheet, the Marchetti call, the state of her blouse, the state of herself—but that was the morning.

Right now, the rain was finally slowing against the glass. Fifty-two floors below, the city was still dark, still wet, still entirely indifferent to the specific revolution that had taken place in this room.

She put her hand over his, the one resting against her heart. She didn't say anything.

He understood. He always had.
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    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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