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The door didn’t slam. It simply closed—a soft, final click that Elara felt in her molars more than heard—and the city outside stopped existing. Not muffled. Gone. As though the heavy oak had sealed something more permanent than a room.

She stood in the entrance of the grand hall and let her eyes adjust, though there was nothing wrong with the light. There was plenty of light. Dozens of tapers burned in iron candelabras that lined the walls, tall as young trees, and their flames didn’t waver—not a single one—as though even the air in this place held its breath. The hall was enormous in the particular way that made a person feel not small exactly, but approximate. A rough estimate of a human being, standing on marble floors the color of old teeth, beneath vaulted ceilings lost in shadow.

She was wearing her best dress. She hated that she’d thought of it that way—her best dress—when she’d pulled it from the closet that evening, as though she were dressing for a job interview and not whatever this was. It was a deep burgundy wrap dress she‘d bought on clearance three years ago, cut to suggest curves she’d always thought too generous, the fabric thinner than she’d have liked for October. She was cold. Or she had been outside. In here, the temperature was something else—not warm, precisely, but close, like the air itself was aware of her.

She heard him before she saw him.

Not a sound, exactly. More like the absence of sound rearranged itself, and she looked up.

He stood at the top of the sweeping staircase—Damien—in a suit so precisely black it made the shadows around him look lazy by comparison. He was still in the way that living things never quite managed, the way a painting of a man was still. His eyes found her immediately, as though they had never needed to look. Silver, she’d been told. She hadn’t believed it until now. They caught the candlelight and held it differently than eyes should, like mercury in a dish, and he studied her with an attention so complete and unhurried that she felt catalogued. Measured. Noted.

“Miss Elara.” He didn‘t raise his voice. He didn’t need to.

Movement to her left—she turned. Lucian occupied a velvet chaise near the far wall as though he’d been draped there by an artist with strong opinions about decadence. He was beautiful in a way that seemed specifically designed to be distracting, all sharp jaw and dark lashes and a mouth curved into a smile that said he already knew the ending. He held a wine glass by the stem, turning it slowly, the deep red liquid inside catching the light.

“Don’t mind Damien,” Lucian said, not to reassure her. “He stares at everything. It’s a whole thing.”

“She isn’t everything.” The voice came from her right.

Viktor stood at the marble fireplace, forearms crossed over a chest that strained the seams of his shirt, his expression unreadable and utterly without Lucian’s performance. He was watching her the way she imagined a very large, very patient animal watching something that had wandered into its territory. His nostrils moved—subtle, nearly invisible—and something shifted in his face. Not quite a smile. The recognition of a scent.

The heat that moved through her then had nothing to do with the fire.

It was Damien who spoke next, descending three steps and stopping, unhurried. His voice was the texture of good velvet—smooth in a way you only noticed when it caught on something. He explained the arrangement simply: a single night, a donation of her time and her body, compensation more generous than she would earn in the next eight months of her ordinary, threadbare life. One night. Voluntary. Consensual. The word “donation” landed with a specific weight each time he used it, as though the word were doing polite work on behalf of something much less polite.

“We are not cruel men,” Lucian offered, refilling his glass from a decanter she hadn’t noticed on the side table. “We’re very generous, actually. Ask anyone.”

“There is no anyone,” Viktor said, without inflection.

Lucian pointed a finger at him. “Fair.”

Elara’s heart was doing something architectural in her chest—a structure under load, questionable in its integrity. She was afraid. She knew she was afraid, could feel it in the particular attentiveness of her body, every nerve cataloguing exits and expressions and the distance to the door she‘d heard click shut behind her. She was afraid.

And she was—

Something else. Something she would not have admitted to herself if her body hadn’t decided to skip the vote. A warmth low in her belly, soft and insistent, spreading downward with no respect for the circumstances. Her nipples had tightened against the thin fabric of her dress, and she was grateful for the dim light in the specific, humiliating way of a woman betrayed by her own biology. Her thighs pressed together almost involuntarily.

Lucian’s smile shifted, almost imperceptibly, in a way that told her the dim light had not helped at all.

Damien descended the remaining stairs. He moved without the small shuffling adjustments that human walking required—no compensating for momentum, no slight forward lean. He simply arrived closer to her, step by measured step, until he stopped at a distance that was precisely not close enough to constitute a threat, but close enough that she could feel the cold that lived in him. Not the cold of the room. Something older. A temperature that came from inside.

His eyes dropped to the pulse in her throat. Then back up.

“You may leave,” he said. The words were entirely sincere, and that sincerity was somehow the most frightening thing yet. “The door will open for you. I’ll have someone see you home. Your money regardless—consider it an apology for your time.”

She didn’t move.

“However.” The word was quiet and total. “If you stay. If we begin.” He tilted his head, and something moved behind those silver eyes—something that had been patient for a very long time. “You will not want to leave. Not tonight. Not after.” His voice dropped to a register that she felt in her sternum. “You will beg us to let you stay forever.”

Behind her, the fire popped once. The candles continued their airless burning.

Elara’s dress was thin and the room was cold and her body was a traitor and the door was right there, unlocked, just behind her—

She didn‘t move.
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His fingers were cool against her jaw—not cold the way marble was cold, but cold the way a held coin went warm in reverse, as though he drew the heat out of everything he touched. He cupped her chin with the careful, proprietary precision of a man who had never once needed to ask. Tilted her face up. Elara found herself looking into those silver eyes at a distance of perhaps six inches, and thought, with the specific clarity of impending catastrophe, that she was in very serious trouble.

She heard the others before she felt them. The soft sound of fabric, unhurried footsteps, a wine glass set down with the particular gentleness of someone putting aside an object that had served its purpose. The air shifted—the already strange, breathless air of the hall—and she became aware of their positions around her the way a person became aware of a room filling with water. Gradually. Then all at once.

Damien kissed her slowly. There was nothing urgent about it, which was somehow worse than urgency would have been—it had the quality of a decision already made, enacted now with patience, with relish. His mouth was cooler than his fingers, and it tasted of something dark and mineral and ancient, and he kissed her as though he had all the time that had ever existed and intended to spend a portion of it here. She felt her own warmth flooding toward him like water toward a drain. Her hands came up—to push, she told herself—and found the lapels of his jacket and stayed there.

His fingers moved to the straps of her dress.

He didn‘t pull. He simply drew one strap down her shoulder with a slowness that was its own particular cruelty, then the other, and the fabric slipped from her chest and pooled at her waist, and the air—that breathless, attentive air—touched her bare skin. She gasped against his mouth. Not from the cold. The room was no colder against her breasts than it had been against her arms; the gasp was something else, something that lived below logic, the sound of her body acknowledging what was happening to it.

Her nipples were hard. She’d known they would be. She didn’t need the low sound Damien made against her lips to confirm it.

Then Lucian’s mouth touched the back of her neck.

He’d moved without sound, appeared behind her like a thought she’d had without meaning to, and his lips were softer than she’d expected—soft and slightly smiling, she could feel the shape of it—as he kissed the nape of her neck, the top of her spine, the place where the small hairs rose to meet him. His hands found the hem of her dress and he lifted it with that same unhurried deliberateness, and the cool air found the backs of her thighs, and then—

His fingers found her.

“Oh.” The word came out of her involuntarily, a small and embarrassing sound against Damien’s mouth. “Oh, I—“

She was wet. Had been, she realized, since Damien had descended the stairs toward her—perhaps since Viktor’s nostrils had moved in that small, knowing way—and Lucian’s fingers confirmed it with a thoroughness that left her no room for denial or redirection. He stroked her once, slowly, cataloguing, and she heard him exhale against her neck—not a sigh, something more deliberate than a sigh, the sound of an expectation confirmed.

From the periphery of her vision: Viktor. He hadn’t moved from where he’d stood, still and immense as a piece of architecture, but his eyes had changed—whatever had been patient and unreadable in them had given way to something with a temperature to it, a dark and burning focus that moved over her exposed body with an attention she felt physically. His hand moved at his thigh, slow and absent, pressing against the pronounced shape straining the fabric of his trousers, and he watched her as though she were the only legible thing in the room.

Lucian’s fingers pressed inside her.

The sound she made into Damien’s mouth was not small and it was not quiet and she did not particularly care, because the sensation was—she had no architecture for it, no reference point she could locate. Two fingers, curling upward, finding some interior geography she hadn’t known had a name, and his thumb working against her in slow, expert circles while Damien swallowed every sound she made and kissed her deeper, and she was shaking.

“There she is,” Lucian murmured against her neck, his breath cool against her overheated skin. His fingers moved with a certainty that suggested he’d been here before—not here, specifically, but in possession of this particular knowledge about what bodies needed and where. “Do you know,” he said, conversationally, as though he were commenting on the weather outside the sealed and certain door, “how long it’s been since I’ve encountered someone who smells like you do?”

She managed, barely, to break from Damien’s mouth. “What—what do you mean?”

“Fertile.” He said it simply, with the tone of a man naming a flavor. “Genuinely, magnificently fertile. It’s like a—“ He seemed to search for the word, or to be performing the search for her benefit. “A resonance. You carry it in your blood. We can all smell it.” His fingers curled deeper, and the sound that came out of her was involuntary and undignified and entirely honest. “It’s extraordinary.”

The horror and the pleasure arrived at the same moment, two currents in the same channel, and Elara couldn‘t separate them, couldn’t find the seam between them. She was shuddering. Her thighs had closed around Lucian’s hand of their own initiative, and her forehead had dropped to Damien’s chest, and she could hear her own breath in ragged, shameless intervals.

“I’ve never—“ she started. Stopped. Tried again. Her voice came out cracked and low, the voice of someone speaking from much further down than their throat. “I’ve never felt anything like—like this. My body. It’s like I’m—“

“Burning,” Damien said. He pressed his lips to her temple, gentle in a way that landed strangely given everything, and she felt him smile against her skin. “Yes.”

She felt him pull back just enough to look down at her, and the silver of his eyes had changed—brighter now, that faint internal glow more pronounced, and something behind it that was older than this house and more patient than stone.

“Tonight,” he said quietly, “we will fill you completely. Each of us.” His thumb and forefinger tipped her chin up again, and his voice was the texture of the velvet this house was drowning in. “Again. And again. Until there is no part of you that doesn‘t carry us.”

She should have been afraid. She was afraid.

She was also, and more urgently, not finished.

​
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The ritual chamber was at the top of the house, which she knew only because she’d been carried there and the stairs had gone on longer than she’d expected—or perhaps she’d lost track of time, which felt possible given the state she was in. She was aware of moonlight before she was aware of the room: it came through three tall arched windows, cold and precise, and fell across the center of the space as though it had been aimed there with intention.

The bed occupied that moonlit center. It was massive—an architectural event rather than a piece of furniture—hung with drapes of deep silk that caught the light and held it, shimmering in colors at the edge of naming. The frame was dark wood carved with figures she couldn’t parse in the half-dark, and didn’t try to. They set her down against the cool silk with a care that felt ritualistic, that felt, in fact, very specifically practiced.

The three of them around the bed. Damien at its foot, removing his jacket with the unhurried precision of a man performing a familiar ceremony. Lucian beside her, propped on one elbow, watching her face. Viktor standing, already stripped to the waist, his torso a landscape of muscle and old, faded marks that she’d have called scars if she thought about them, which she didn’t, because Damien’s hands were parting her thighs and all thinking became approximate.

He entered her slowly. This was not mercy—she understood that immediately. The slowness was a form of attention, of insistence, each inch of him a declaration rather than a concession, and she felt every fraction of him with a specificity that obliterated language. He was thick and cool inside her, cool the way his fingers had been, and her heat rushed to meet him like a tide that had been waiting for exactly this point on the shore. She was so wet that the sound of it embarrassed her for exactly half a second before she stopped having resources to allocate to embarrassment.

She cried out when he bottomed out. The sound came from somewhere deep in her chest, unplanned and unguarded, and Damien stilled—completely, without the small involuntary movements that a human man would have struggled to suppress—and looked down at her with those lit eyes.

“Good,” he said. Just that.

Then Lucian’s hand cradled the back of her head, gentle as a thing that knew its own strength, and she turned, and he fed his cock between her lips with a patience that matched Damien’s exactly, as though they‘d rehearsed the tempo. She took him in, tasting him—cool skin, salt, something deeper and older beneath—and felt herself groan around his length as Damien began to move inside her in slow, territorial strokes.

Viktor settled beside her on the bed, and his mouth found her breast. His lips were warmer than the others—or seemed so, against the sensitivity of her nipple—and when he bit down gently, carefully, the pleasure arrived like a second current crossing the first. She arched into it. She was made of sensation and very little else.

They moved with her for a long time like that, Damien’s hips finding a rhythm that built with glacial, devastating patience, Lucian’s hand in her hair guiding her head, Viktor’s mouth working across her chest with a thoroughness that left marks she wouldn’t find until daylight, if daylight was something she was still going to have. Then, by some agreement she wasn’t party to, they rotated.

Lucian between her thighs now—he moved differently than Damien, harder and more immediate, each thrust a kind of argument he was making about what she was capable of—and Viktor at her mouth, and Damien’s hands tracing the line of her collarbone, her throat, the soft curve of her belly, murmuring something low that she couldn’t resolve into words. Then Viktor between her thighs, the sheer size of him requiring a moment of adjustment, her whole body reorganizing itself around the fact of him, and when she’d done so she made a sound that surprised her with its shamelessness.

“There,” Viktor said, and it was the most he’d said to her, and it was sufficient.

Through all of it—through the rotation and the sliding repositioning and the wet, relentless pleasure of being filled again and again—they spoke. Not to each other. To her. Damien, pressing his lips to her temple while Lucian worked inside her: how beautifully you take us. Lucian, pulling her back against his chest while Viktor stroked her open: your pretty, greedy little womb, perfect—look at how perfectly it wants us. Viktor, who spoke rarely and whose rare speech therefore landed harder: made for this.

She was crying. She didn’t notice it at first—the tears weren‘t grief, weren’t fear exactly, were the physiological response of a body that had exceeded its tolerances and needed somewhere to put the overflow. Her face was wet and her thighs were wet and she was shaking in a continuous, fine-grained way that she thought might simply be her new resting state.

“Don‘t—“ she managed, during one of the brief reconfigurations, when she had a mouth not occupied. “Don’t stop. Please don‘t—“

“We won‘t,” Lucian said, with the air of a man dismissing an unreasonable concern.

“I want—“ The words were harder. She hadn’t planned them, and the planning-part of her had mostly gone offline, but her body knew. Her body had been making the argument longer than her mind had. “I want to be yours.” She felt the heat in her face as she said it and didn‘t care about the heat in her face. “I want—I want you to breed me. All of you. I want—“

“We know.” Damien’s voice, at her ear, was patient and warm in a way she hadn’t heard before—warm as a thing finally permitted to be warm. His hand rested low on her stomach, and she thought she could feel his cool palm through her skin and muscle and into the deeper architecture of her. “You were built for exactly this.”

“Born for us,” Lucian said, and his voice was the least careful it had been—a ragged edge to it, the performance of ease finally showing its seams.

“Born for this,” Viktor agreed, from behind her, and the word this arrived with a thrust that dissolved her reply.

The chamber was full of sounds she’d made. Sounds she hadn’t known were available to her. The wet sound of bodies assembled in purpose, her own breath in intervals that no longer resembled breathing, the slide of silk and the creak of the ancient carved frame and the low, controlled sounds the three of them made—sounds they mostly suppressed, she understood, suppressed for her benefit, so that she could hear herself falling apart in the silence they maintained around her.

She was close. Teetering. The pleasure had reached a pitch that felt structural—something at the load-bearing center of herself was about to give way—and she was pushing toward it with everything she had, hips rolling, hands clutching whatever surface was nearest, mouth open.

“Please,” she said. “Please—“

Damien’s hands found her hips, and she was moved.
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He put her on her hands and knees with the same deliberate care that had characterized everything he’d done that night, and then drove into her from behind with a force that immediately clarified the difference between patience and restraint. The patience was gone. What remained was something older, something that had been held on a very short lead for a very long time, and Elara felt it in the depth of each thrust—felt it rearrange her understanding of what her body was capable of accommodating and what it was capable of wanting.

She dropped to her forearms. The silk bunched under her hands.

Lucian appeared at the edge of the bed in front of her, kneeling, one hand cupping her jaw with a gentleness that felt like its own kind of force. His cock was at her lips and she opened for him without being asked—without thinking, without the thin, remaining membrane of deliberation that she’d been operating behind all evening. She took him in deep and felt him shudder, a single honest shudder, the first crack in that studied ease.

Viktor‘s hand reached around from her side and found her clit, and she whimpered around Lucian’s cock with a desperation that she was beyond being ashamed of.

“There,” Viktor murmured, his thumb moving in slow, devastating circles. His other hand rested flat against the small of her back, warm and grounding, as though he were keeping her from flying apart entirely. “Stay with us.”

She was trying. She was not confident of her success.

The rhythm between the three of them—the thrust of Damien from behind, Lucian’s hips rolling to meet her mouth, Viktor’s hand working at the precise center of her pleasure—had been coordinated until now, patient and deliberate, each of them in control of what they offered. That changed. She felt it in Damien first: the long, controlled strokes shortened, deepened, became something more urgent, his hands tightening on her hips with a grip that would leave shadows in her skin. She felt it in Lucian, the practiced ease of him giving way to something rawer, his breath coming faster, his hand in her hair no longer guiding but gripping. Even Viktor’s composure—the granite composure of a man who communicated primarily through stillness—had developed something jagged in it, a heat in his thumb‘s movement that matched the burning in the rest of her.

She was going to break. She was already breaking. The pleasure had stopped being a thing that happened to her and had become the entire fact of her, the only coherent content in the room.

“Please,” she said, around Lucian—barely articulate, barely herself, but the words were in her and needed out. She pulled back just enough to speak. “Fill me—please—breed me, pump it deep, I need—make me yours, I want to be—please—“

“Yes,” Damien said behind her, and the word was low and rough and nothing like the velvet of before. Raw. The voice underneath the velvet. “Yes.”

Her orgasm arrived at the moment before Damien’s, or perhaps simultaneous with it—she could not have ordered the events later, only that they were concurrent and absolute. She clenched around him and the sound she made was not a word and had no shape except need, and her thighs shook, and the pleasure broke through whatever remaining architecture she’d had and flooded everywhere, and then—

Damien buried himself to the hilt.

She felt him come inside her—felt the first jet of it, thick and cool and impossibly forceful, felt it land at the deepest point of her body she knew existed, felt the second and the third and the continuing pulses of him emptying into her womb with a thoroughness that left no ambiguity about intent. He groaned—a low, broken sound that she’d have called human if she hadn’t known better—and ground deeper still, as though depth were something he could improve upon, his hips in slow, grinding circles that worked every drop of him into her while her body shook in the aftermath of its own undoing.

Lucian came at the same moment—his hand tightening in her hair, a sound escaping him that was closer to a snarl than anything civil—and flooded her mouth, thick and cool against her tongue, pulse after pulse that she swallowed as though she’d been doing this forever, as though her body had always known the shape of him. She took everything he gave her. She asked for more with the movement of her tongue and he gave that too, shuddering, one hand pressed to the back of her head as though she might try to pull away, as though that were a thing she would do.

She wouldn’t do that.

Viktor moved behind her before Damien had fully stilled—not replacing him so much as succeeding him, settling into the space already carved and slick with what Damien had left, and the sensation of his size entering her in that state was something she felt in the back of her throat. He was larger. He moved differently—less ceremony, more gravity, each thrust a simple and irresistible fact. His hand never left her clit.

“Look at you,” he said quietly. Not praise, exactly. Observation. The tone of a man confirming something he’d suspected. He drove deep and held, and she felt him release inside her—felt the surge of him adding to what Damien had left, filling her past full, past any ordinary accounting of what a body could hold, and the excess of it traced warm lines down the insides of her thighs. He stayed buried, grinding slowly, spending the last of himself into her with a patience that had returned now, patience of a different kind—satisfied rather than restrained.

Afterwards, they didn’t leave her.

She had expected—she didn’t know what she’d expected. Something efficient, perhaps. Something that matched the transactional nature of the arrangement she’d walked through a locked door to accept. Instead: Damien stretched beside her and pressed his lips to her shoulder, her throat, the curve of her ear. Lucian traced slow patterns against her hip with one finger. Viktor’s hand moved in her hair, heavy and unhurried.

“Claimed,” Damien murmured, against her skin. The word was quiet and complete, like the click of the door had been, like something made permanent by the simple act of naming it.

“Ours,” Lucian said.

Viktor said nothing. Viktor’s silence said everything it needed to.

Elara lay against the silk and felt them around her and felt—within her, filling her, marked into her in ways she’d only begun to understand—and she thought about the door at the bottom of the stairs and the life on the other side of it, the thin dress and the thin wallet and the ordinary, threadbare continuity of her days. She thought about it with the distant curiosity of someone examining an object behind glass. Something she recognized but could no longer determine the use of.

The light at the three tall windows had changed.

She noticed it gradually, the way the darkness in the arched panes had shifted from absolute to gradated, the deep black thinning at the edges into something softer, something with the tentative quality of arrival. Dawn. The specific grey hour before it committed to color, before it committed to any of the things it would require of the world. It touched the silk of the bed. It found the angles of the room.

Damien’s arm tightened around her waist.

“Stay,” he said. His mouth against the pulse in her throat.

Outside, dawn kept happening. Inside, Elara closed her eyes and felt no inclination to argue.
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{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    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";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





