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Inside the house, a light glowed.

“Squatters," Sophie sighed.  

She hadn't wanted the house in the first
place. Her grandmother, Clarice Andrews, had been a legendary
recluse. She'd lived alone in the remote house upstate for the last
several decades of her life. She and Sophie’s father hadn’t gotten
along. And somewhere along the line, Sophie had gotten the
impression that she was dead. Then, the letter from the law firm
came in the mail and Sophie had become the proud owner of a bright,
shiny new house.

Well, it was a house, at least.

The shutters hung crookedly in front. The
two-story façade could've used several coats of paint. An overgrown
garden choked the long driveway with vines. No telling what kind of
updates it needed inside. But perched up on the hill, it did look
like it had a beautiful view. That had to be worth something.

Sophie climbed out of her Volkswagen and
shook out her long ebony locks. She grabbed a hair tie and pulled
her hair into a ponytail. It had been a long drive from the city,
longer than she'd thought. The GPS had gotten confused more than
once; she’d even lost cell phone reception along the way. If not
for the lawyer's handwritten directions, she might never have found
it.  

Her nipples tightened under her t-shirt.
Maybe it was just the chill and quiet of night creeping in.
 

The light burned like a beacon from the
house.

Sophie drummed her fingers on the
Volkswagon's hood. Her Grandmother had lived alone. But both local
real estate agents Sophie had called had come back with the answer,
"Someone's living there. Evict them first, and we'll be happy to
show the house." She’d really hoped they were wrong.

Eviction sounded very ominous. Not to mention
expensive. Though Sophie had inherited the house, there'd been no
cash to go with it. Dragging some poor squatter into court would
only cost both of them. Surely, whoever it was would see reason?
 

She took a deep breath. She'd come all this
way and burned a tank of gas - no turning back now.

Sophie loped up the hill. Her running shoes
easily handled the rutted gravel and rocks. She didn't trust her
beat-up VW bug to take on the steep path. Now that she'd arrived,
the lean 24 year old thanked the stars she'd stuck with her
workouts. She tried to imagine her Grandmother traversing the steep
drive. It seemed impossible.

The front of the house was even darker.
Shadows closed in. A crumbling stone gargoyle poked out of a twist
of ivy like a warning.

Finally, Sophie reached the porch. She
climbed creaking steps to the front door. She didn't see a bell,
but ivy grew thick on either side of the house's entrance. She
knocked.

No one answered.

She poised to knock again.

The knob turned. Slowly, the door swung
open…

To reveal one of the most beautiful men
Sophie had ever seen.

He was shirtless, and his lean and muscled
body might've been chiseled from marble. His short-cropped dark
hair curved down in front in just a hint of a widow's peak.
Fathomless dark eyes stared into her own.

Sophie's tongue felt thick in her mouth. For
a moment, it was as if she were pinned by his gaze.

"Yes?" he purred, with a touch of accent that
might've been French. "May I help you?"

"Um." Sophie shifted her feet. The text from
all her imagined impassioned speeches left her mind. "Hi. You're in
my house?"

The man's polite expression melted into a
wide, sunny grin. "You must be Madame Sophie." He swung the door
wide. "Please, come in."

 


*****

 


"Tea?"

"No thank you," Sophie replied. She sat in a
plush, if slightly dusty-smelling armchair in the house's front
room. The inside of the house had been decorated in another time,
and by someone who'd enjoyed a certain ornate feel. Claw-footed
furniture filled the front room. Heavy drapes hung on the
windows.

"Coffee, then? Water? Some sort of
refreshment?"

"No," she answered. "I'm sorry; I'm confused.
Do I know you?"

The alabaster man sat on the couch across
from her. "We haven't met." He had a strange natural grace to
him.

Maybe he was a dancer?

"Until now. My name is Philippe. I was a
great friend of your grandmother's."

Oh, no. Clarice hadn't died alone after all.
Sophie winced at her own thoughts. But if her grandmother had
promised the house to someone else, or God forbid someone contested
the will -

"You look troubled. What's wrong?"

She had to be firm. Sophie had no intention
of letting this squatter - this handsome, smooth, lickable,
mysterious squatter - manipulate her. She would be the immovable
object. "This is my house," she began.

"Yes. I was there when Clarice wrote the
will. I do apologize for any bad feeling surrounding the reading -
we were of the opinion that your father should've received some
token. But there was such bad blood between the two of them."

"Oh." Sophie frowned. She narrowed her eyes.
Exactly how old was Philippe? If he'd said forty, she would've
thought him well-preserved. If he said twenty, she wouldn't have
been surprised either. "He didn’t know. My father died three years
ago."

"Ah. A pity."

Sophie found herself nodding. She stopped.
"Heart attack. He got stressed out easily." That was more than
she'd meant to reveal. Something about the quiet of the front room,
the scent of dust and tea and… sandalwood? And Philippe had kind
eyes, the sort she thought less sophisticated folk might let
themselves get lost in. "How do you know my grandmother?"

"We all met years ago."

"'We all'?"

Philippe nodded. "My brothers and I." As he
spoke, his gaze flickered behind her.

Sophie turned in the chair.

No one stood in the entryway.

"She was a fierce, fascinating creature.
Almost fearless. Where others might shrink away, rightfully so, she
would charge in. She was very intelligent, and very beautiful."
Philippe's voice softened.

Sophie's eyes widened. "She was your sugar
momma?" she blurted. Almost immediately, she blushed.

Philippe frowned. "She - liked sweets,
yes."

Thank god for hot foreign squatters who
didn't understand certain expressions. "She…" How to nicely phrase
it? "You two were involved?" She emphasized the last word.

Philippe laughed. "No, no. We were simply
great friends and admirers."

"We. You keep saying 'we'. Aren’t you living
here alone?"

"My brothers live with me."

Oh, shit. "How many brothers?"

"Three others. Jean, Marcus, and Simon."

"Where are they at?"

"Lurking." Philippe wore a smile.

Somehow, it felt sharp to Sophie. "Um. Well.
Since you're the one here right now, I guess I'll just lay it all
out for you." She drew a breath. "You need to leave.”

The man arched an eyebrow. He sat up. "Is
that so?"

"I don't want you to think I don't appreciate
that you were friends with my grandmother, that's great, that's
amazing, but see--to me, my, ah, fierce and fascinating grandmother
was just this woman who didn't ever call us because she hated us,"
Sophie said.

Philippe interjected. "Is that what you
think?"

"You know, I don't know. At this point, who
cares? I get that she was really important to you. I’m sorry. I met
her once when I was, like, five.” Sophie sighed; she was bungling
this. “I'm just saying that while I'm not out to be an awful person
- I have student loans about to go into default. I lost my job four
months ago. I'm scraping by on the barest of savings. I can't pay
the taxes on this place, much less pay for upkeep or maintenance. I
need you gone so I can sell it." She paused.

Philippe simply looked thoughtful.

Oh, fuck it. She hadn't wanted to offer so
easily, but he seemed the unflappable type. "Once it sells, I can
give you - and your brothers - a percentage of the money. Since
you've been keeping the place up." She spared a glance around. They
hadn't done much dusting.

"We aren't interested in money."

Sophie gave a laugh. "Okay. Must be
nice."

"No, dear Sophie." Philippe sighed. He
stretched languidly. His muscles rippled and flowed as he reclined
like a cat on the couch.

The intensity of his gaze made her think she
was the mouse. “No?”

"Money has limits. It's entertaining,
liberating, and so much more - but it cannot make you whole." His
gaze left her eyes and roamed her body. "Not like you can."

For a moment Sophie felt utterly naked. Her
nipples hardened under her t-shirt. A sudden slight dampness spread
from her sex. She felt lightheaded and swallowed. "What do you
mean?"

"Our families have been friends for a very,
very long time. For good reason. Our destinies are bound to your
bloodline." Philippe slid effortlessly from the couch to his
feet.

Sophie wanted to get up, wanted to scream, to
run. But his gaze held her frozen in the armchair. "What? I don’t
understand."

"Sophie, you are a very special woman. I felt
it the moment you arrived." The man slinked toward her and sank
down on his knees in front of her. "Did you feel us?"

"Feel what?" she gasped. But as he asked, she
did feel something…

Just a tingle of sensation, right on the edge
of her vision and just out of hearing. A presence.

In one smooth movement, Philippe parted her
thighs and pressed her helplessly back into the armchair.

Sophie gulped. She felt the man’s weight
between her thighs and squeezed instinctively.

Philippe stared into her eyes. “Feel me,” he
whispered.

She didn’t expect the searing, hungry kiss.
Nor did she expect how right it felt to open to this lush invasion.
Philippe’s lips captured her own again and again. His tongue
flicked slick against her own, a fusion of cool and hot and wet
sensation that left her dizzy with lust.

Sophie also didn’t expect him to suddenly
stand and back away.

Philippe’s dark eyes searched hers. “Do
you feel me?” he asked.

Except his mouth hadn’t moved.

Sophie drew her knees to her chest and hugged
them. Her mouth opened, but she didn’t know what to say. She
blinked and suddenly the presence she’d felt before the kiss took
on shape and form - it was awake. It hungered.

It was Philippe.

Sophie’s eyes widened.

“Do you feel me?” Philippe asked
again.

Sophie heard the words clearly in her head.
But beyond them, and beyond Philippe’s mysterious aura, she
startled as she realized she could feel others. They felt curious,
threatened, amused. A heady mix of thoughts and feelings - not her
own, Sophie realized - flooded her mind. The thoughts were
close.

Philippe growled.

Sophie blinked. The thoughts receded into the
distance, replaced by a deep, abiding desire that made her hungry,
so hungry. Her sex throbbed in response. Sophie let her legs fall
open. Her hands caressed the heat at her crotch. She wanted to tear
off her jeans, throw back her head, and rub her aching pussy until
she came. She imagined being naked, draped over the back of the
armchair and hanging on as that dark presence penetrated her from
behind.

The smooth, pale man stood over her.

Suddenly, Sophie felt fingers. Not her own.
Philippe’s hands remained at his sides. But as she stared up into
that stormy gaze, she could’ve sworn someone was teasing her outer
lips. Featherlight touches caressed her mound and then delved
inside. Sophie’s head fell back against the cushions. She gripped
the arms of the chair and hung on as she felt the presence slowly,
deliberately fill her.

“How are you doing that?” Sophie had the
presence of mind to ask, but then she no longer cared. She’d had
sex before, but never like this. It was as if an invisible,
unstoppable cock slowly slid its way into her pussy. She wanted it;
she craved more the deeper it went. Until finally it reached a
fullness that felt somewhere between ecstasy and pain. Sophie
moaned.

Surrender, Sophie, and I will show you
unimaginable pleasures, Philippe told her.

 

It was true, she realized. Not only could she
hear this thoughts, but she could feel the intent behind them. His
was dark and delicious.

A wet mouth found her left nipple beneath her
shirt. A hot tongue laved her sensitive peak, all while the phantom
cock slowly withdrew and thrust back into her horny cunt. Sophie
clawed at the armrests and shuddered as the presence possessed her
pussy. But it was slow, so slow. She needed more. A breathy whisper
tore from her throat. “Fuck me.”

Philippe fell to his knees in front of
her.

Together, they ripped open her jeans and
wrestled them from her smooth legs. Sophie pulled her t-shirt off
and flung it away into the front room’s shadows.

The man’s broad hands cupped her breasts. His
thumbs found her nipples through her sheer black cotton bra and
teased them until she moaned. His mouth found the juncture between
her neck and shoulder and lingered there, kissing and nibbling with
surprisingly sharp teeth.

“Ahh,” she hissed at a brief sting of a bite.
She grabbed a handful of his hair and raised his lips to her own.
She kissed him hard as she simultaneously drove her hips forward.
The fullness of her pussy hadn’t lessened, but she wanted more than
the phantom - she wanted the real thing.

Philippe ground his hips forward, thrusting
the hardness in his pants against her panty-covered mound.

She broke off the kiss. “Don’t tease me,” she
whispered. “I need it.”

His tongue flicked her earlobe. “What do you
need?”

He wanted her to say it, she realized. “I
need you to fuck me.”

“But Madame Sophie, we have just met,”
Philippe teased.

Sophie groaned in frustration. Everywhere he
touched her felt alive, electrified. Pleasure built between her
thighs. Her pussy clenched down against the slow, pulsing phantom
feeling of being filled and fucked. She felt desperate. “Please,”
she begged. “Please, I can’t stand any more. Fuck me, Philippe,
fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she repeated as she ground her pussy
against the hardness in his pants. It wasn’t quite enough.

“My pleasure, my dear,” the man purred, and
then Philippe leaned away long enough to draw her panties down her
legs and off. He stood for a moment and opened his pants, then slid
them and a pair of soft black jockey shorts off, revealing himself
in all his naked, erect glory. His muscled chest and rippling abs
led to a treasure trail of hair. And standing out proudly from it
was one very large, swollen cock.

Sophie swallowed. She watched it bob,
mesmerized, as he helped her take off her bra and offered her a
hand up. “Where are we going?” she asked as she stood.

“There is a much more comfortable bed
upstairs.”

No. No more waiting, she thought. She planted
her palms on Philippe’s smooth chest and pushed him onto the long
couch opposite.

He sat heavily. He looked surprised. “Why -
“

Sophie didn’t waste time. That gorgeous cock
stood at attention, and she wanted it inside her. She straddled
Philippe’s lap, grabbed his thickness and one hand, and used the
other to spread open her slick pussy lips. She lowered herself a
little too quickly, burying his tool all the way to the root in one
smooth motion, replacing the phantom sensations with a hard,
throbbing cock. “Ohhh,” she groaned. She let eyes shut as she
concentrated on the fullness.

Philippe’s hands grabbed her hips.

“Yes,” she cried. Sophie wrapped her arms
around his shoulders as she pressed her hips down and began to
ride. Every inch of his hot, hard length drove in and out, even
faster as Philippe joined her, fucking her from below. She leaned
in and kissed him savagely. She growled into his lips and squealed
as he palmed her ass cheeks, parted them, and rubbed a finger
against her sensitive asshole.

It felt good, gloriously good! Sophie cried
out as every thrust impaled her aching pussy on his cock. She
reached down and rubbed her clit in hot, furious little circles
while Philippe fucked her. His grip with even one hand was strong;
as she rose up and lowered herself, he helped support her weight,
driving her pussy down hard with every thrust.

“Oh, my,” Philippe said. Only now did the man
look on the verge of losing his composure. His nostrils flared and
his lips curled as he drove his cock home.

Sophie felt his balls slap against her ass.
She whimpered as his sizeable prick slid into her pussy, hammering
away at that tight, desperate coil of tension forming in her loins.
Her clit felt so sensitive, the sensations so intense.

All at once, Philippe let go.

Sophie slid all the way down onto his pole,
burying it completely in her slit.

“Aahhh,” Philippe hissed, hugged her to him,
and shuddered as he erupted in her pussy.

Sophie felt the jerks and shudders of his
cock, the warmth as he pumped her full of his love juice. His cock
spurted again and again inside her, and just that extra movement
and the knowledge that his seed now filled her finally pushed
Sophie over the edge.

“Yes! Fuck me!” She screamed as her pussy
clenched down on his hard length. Her fingers dug into his
shoulders and she came and came. She shivered and shuddered as she
felt him take over rubbing her clit, triggering aftershocks of her
orgasm. While he rubbed, his cock slowly pumped inside her pulsing
slit.

Finally, Sophie had to still his hand. She
collapsed against him and caught her breath. She felt blissed out
and spent.

“Sleep, my pet,” she heard.

It seemed like a very sensible suggestion. As
Philippe held her, she let herself drift into unconsciousness.

 


*****

 


She startled awake. Sophie found herself a
large four-poster bed beneath a white comforter. Sunlight peeped
into the room from beneath heavy curtains.

Philippe watched her from a nearby chair.
He’d thrown on a pair of snug black boxer briefs that highlighted
his smooth, pale skin. “Good morning,” he thought at
her.

Sophie realized she was naked. She clutched
the comforter to her chest. The previous night’s events rushed back
to her. She’d come to kick Philippe out, and instead she’d had sex
with him. Some of the best sex of her life. Unprotected sex.

Oh, shit, she thought.

“It’s all right, Sophie,” Philippe
said.

Wait a second. “How are you doing that?” she
asked. “Please,” she said, before he spoke. “I’d like the real
answer. I’d like to know why I’m here. Who I am. Who you are.”

Philippe looked worried. “You may not believe
me.”

Sophie took a deep breath. “Try me.”

“None know now how we began. Perhaps we were
always here. But long have my people... me, my brothers... walked
in the shadows. We’ve been blessed and cursed. Direct sunlight
burns us, but we are very strong, we do not age, and we are very,
very hard to kill.”

Sophie processed this for a moment. “What,
like vampires?”

Philippe frowned.

She raised an eyebrow. “Wait, really? You’re
saying you’re a vampire.” At his silence, she clutched the
comforter closer. “You’re really a vampire.”

“We are not monsters. Not all of us. Most of
us just want to live in peace. We stay out of the spotlight, and
away from most humans. But there are some of you... a precious
few... blessed with the ability to perceive more. They are ideal
companions. They can communicate as we do, move freely during the
day, assist us - and in turn benefit themselves in multiple ways.
Your grandmother was one of them. As are you, Sophie.”

She tried to process this. “...Do you drink
blood?”

Philippe glanced at her shoulder.

She reached up and felt two tiny sore spots.
They ached no more than mosquito bites, but they hadn’t been there
before last night.

“It was no more than a drop. I was weak, in
the moment. Last night...” Philippe’s composure faltered. “I’d
meant to explain. I’d meant for you to know. But I felt your mind
reaching out. I felt the others answer you. I could not resist.” He
looked down, became quiet. “No. I did not wish to resist. It has
been some time, and you are very beautiful.”

Her cheeks felt hot. Sophie had had a couple
of boyfriends, especially in school. But she’d gone for the
reserved type, and they’d all been sparing with compliments and
passion. She thought about casting aside the comforter and asking
him into the bed. Wait, no, she couldn’t. He was a bloodsucking…
vampire? She thought of something that cooled her ardor further. “I
suppose you and... Grandma Clarice...?”

A sudden laugh turned his expression sunny.
Philippe grinned. “No, on my honor. Clarice was in love with her
husband, your grandfather. We were all friends. It was a mutually
beneficial arrangement.” His eyes clouded. “She never got over your
grandfather. After his death, she depended on us for comfort and
company. Perhaps a bit too heavily. Her son became convinced we’d
caused your grandfather’s death. Then he became convinced that
she...” He trailed off. “He made untrue accusations. There were a
few attempts at reconciliation, but they weren’t successful.”

“How did my grandfather die?” Sophie asked.
She’d heard even less about him than her grandmother.

“Heart attack.”

She nodded slowly. “Guess it runs in the
family.”

“As do other, more favorable attributes. Tell
me,” Philippe said, leaning forward in the chair. “When you heard
my thoughts... did you hear others?”

“I think so. But I’ve... I’m not psychic.
I’ve never heard people’s thoughts before.” She still wasn't sure
she hadn't imagined it.

“You can hear us. But we’re rare. And so are
you, Sophie. We came here to stay to say goodbye to our old friend.
We would be very interested to make a new one.”

“Me?” she squeaked. “Look, last night was...”
Mind blowing. Amazing. “Last night. I don’t know what you’re
asking, exactly -”

“Come here with us. Be our companion. Live
here. Work here.” Philippe smiled. “I heard you were an
artist.”

“A failed designer. I used to paint,
but...”

“But what? Bills? Student loans?
Obligations?”

“Well - “

“When I told you we weren’t interested in
money, I meant that. We don’t need to be. We have enough. And
plenty leftover to benefit our friends... like you.”

Sophie held back a laugh. “So you want me to
be your friend with benefits?”

Philippe nodded.

She snorted. It turned into a giggle, and
went a little hysterical. A strange hot foreign vampire wanted to
pay her student loans. And possibly, hopefully, have more sex. Or
maybe that was an expression he didn’t quite get, either. “Sorry.
It’s just that I think I may have gone insane.”

“I see. Perhaps I should leave you alone for
a time? Would you like something to eat? To drink?”

Before she could answer, there was a
commotion outside the door. Suddenly it burst open, revealing three
curious faces.

Philippe shot to his feet. He looked angry.
“We’re going to give Madame Sophie some space.”

“Can’t we meet her first?” Without waiting
for approval, the shortest of the men bounded into the room.
“Hello, Sophie! It is so nice to meet you.” He wasn’t quite as pale
as Philippe, but he was just as shirtless, and wore a pair of jeans
low on his lean hips. His wild shock of curly brown hair had been
tied back in a ponytail. He sat on the edge of the bed, reached
out, and offered a hand. “I’m Jean.”

“Oh.” Sophie shook his hand. It was cool to
the touch. “Hello.”

Jean turned. “And this is Simon.”

Simon looked to be the tallest and leanest of
them. His head swept the door frame. He wore a pair of wire-rimmed
spectacles. His skin was so pale, it practically glowed in the low
light. “Lovely to meet you. I have to apologize for these boors;
they’ve no idea how to treat a lady. I would’ve at least brought
her some clothes, Philippe,” he said.

“I was going to - “

“You must be Marcus,” Sophie said.

The fourth man hovered in the doorway. He had
rich, caramel-colored skin. Muscles bulged under a t-shirt. He
looked up briefly, raised a hand, smiled, and looked away.

“He’s shy,” said Jean. He leaned in and
mock-whispered. “I’m not.” He winked.

“Enough,” Philippe said. “Sophie, we will
leave you for now.”

“No, we won’t. Come downstairs, come to
breakfast. We have juice and eggs and toast.” Jean flirted with the
edge of the comforter. “We went out last night and got them
especially for you. She is staying? You are staying, yes?” Jean
made puppy dog eyes at her.

Sophie took a breath and considered running
to her car. She thought about getting in, tearing out of the hills,
and denying she’d ever heard of the house on the hill. She thought
about answering job postings, the stack of unpaid bills tacked to
the cork board in her apartment, and scrounging for meals.

It wasn’t attractive. But staying here...
with a bunch of (admittedly hot) men claiming to be vampires? That
had to be crazy. Didn’t it?

She looked at Philippe.

“Please stay,” he thought at her.

Sophie swallowed. She concentrated. She could
feel a swirl of other thoughts from Philippe’s brothers. They were
all similar, but the clearest came from the back of the room.

“I hope she stays,” Marcus
thought.

“Okay, okay!” Sophie said. “I will stay...
for breakfast.”

Philippe shot her a wicked grin.

Sophie really hoped she wasn’t getting in
over her head. Offers too good to be true... often were just that.
But in the warm, full house, she felt oddly safe and in good
spirits. Breakfast. Maybe more, maybe not. For the first time in a
long time, she felt hopeful. She spared a glance down. “But could
someone get me a shirt, first?”
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		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";
	}
}



