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Cinderella–The Wicked Truth

THE WHOLE THING WAS THAT silly fairy godmother’s fault. If it hadn’t been for her meddling, none of this would have ever happened. And then she couldn’t get the story straight afterwards, so it ended up written down all wrong... Oh, dear, I’m getting ahead of myself. Let me tell it properly.

Once upon a time there was a girl named Cinderella—yours truly—but everyone called me Cindie. My mother died giving birth to me, and my father remarried while I was still a little girl. When I was twelve, he was killed in one of the endless wars that flare up every couple of years among the Petty Kingdoms, leaving me with my stepmother and three stepbrothers. We were a happy little family, and I grew up as spoiled as any girl with three doting older brothers could possibly dream of.

When I turned eighteen and was still living at home, there was some head-shaking among the neighbors, and whispers of “old maid” rose when I ventured beyond our fence, with murmurs of pity for my poor stepmother, Delise, who couldn’t be rid of me. Delise gave them short shrift, however, informing them that with the sad losses our family had suffered it was no wonder that we all clung more fiercely to one another, and that she should be just as pleased if I never left her home since I was all that remained to her of her beloved husband. My stepmother had a sharp tongue and little patience for gossipers, and few of the neighbors risked her ire more than once. So we lived happily for another year, until my nineteenth birthday came and went. That was when Sibyla made her first appearance in my life, and it was when things began to go wrong.

It was the night after my nineteenth birthday party, and I went into Lucian and Aleron’s room to gather their dirty clothes for the washerwoman to clean the next morning. As much as I love my stepbrothers, they do tend to be quite untidy, and the younger two had clothes scattered all over their room. I bent over to pick up a pile hidden behind Lucian’s bed when a pair of strong hands grasped my hips and prevented me from rising.

“Guess who?”

They loved that game. I had two chances to guess correctly or else pay the penalty. I played to lose.

“Aleron?” I knew better; the hands were too large and powerful for the youngest of the three.

“Nope. Try again.”

“Ramond?” The voice wasn’t deep enough to be the eldest.

“Sorry, sweet Cindie, but you lose again. And since a good sister should be able to recognize her brothers at any time, you must pay the penalty for your lack of regard for us.”

“Oh, please don’t punish me, Lucian.” I tried to keep the eagerness out of my voice. Lucian was twenty, darkly handsome, and of my three brothers the most creative in our love play.

“I am afraid I have no choice.”

His hands lifted my skirt to expose my legs and bare bottom, and I shivered as the cool night air touched my skin. Roughly he turned me, bent me over his bed, and pressed a hand into the small of my back to hold me there. I bit my lip and held my breath in anticipation of what was to come.

His other hand descended on my tender buttocks with a crack that sent a delicious surge of fire straight through me, and I writhed against the bed until I could get one hand beneath me. Desperately I fumbled past my skirt to reach my now-aching clitoris and touched it just as Lucian’s hand struck again. Pleasure and pain met and merged inside of me, my fingers frantic against my hard little nub.

“Please, no more,” I begged, even as I thrust myself back to meet the next blow.

I was on fire, inside and out, my pussy throbbing with need and getting wetter every second. Again and again his palm fell until my bottom was nothing but a tingling mass of nerves and I absolutely burned with the need to have his cock inside of me.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please.”

The coarse fabric of his trousers brushed rough against the inside of my thighs, his hands sliding hot over my stinging flesh as he repositioned himself between my legs. Fingers probed beneath me, gentle but insistent, until they found the source of the cream dripping slowly down my legs, and then pressed deep inside. I moaned at the touch; I ached to have him fill me, but this was just teasing. The fingers withdrew slowly, leaving me feeling emptier than before.

“You taste so sweet, Cindie,” he whispered behind me.

I felt him hard against me, then, sliding like satin up the skin of my thigh to nestle in the slippery groove of my nether lips. He leaned forward until the tip brushed up against my clitoris so that I could feel both of us pulsating against my fingertips. Again he drew back, until I whimpered and clawed the blankets in frustration.

“Take it and put it inside you.”

“Lucien...”

“Do it,” he ordered.

I reached back until I touched his cock, trembling with desire as I took the thick shaft in my fingers and guided him to my sopping little hole. I pushed myself back towards him, so wet that he slid easily through my entrance despite his girth, and slowly engulfed him with the liquid heat of my pussy. Lucien let out a little hiss of pleasure, and arched his hips forward until he had buried himself completely inside me. His fingers dug into the flesh of my hips as he held himself there for a long moment, savoring my feel around him, then he began to rock back and forth against me.

This, this was what I had been waiting for. Sweet, hot tingles built inside my lower body as he stretched me and filled me again and again with his thick cock, until the rest of the room faded out and there was nothing in the whole world but Lucian inside of me. I clutched the blankets with my free hand, my other still stroking my clit, and panted as the heat seemed to suck all the air from my lungs.

I could tell my brother was getting close as well, his thrusts more insistent now, his grip on me painfully tight. He shoved hard into me and the waves of tension building within crested and broke into a billion glowing embers of pleasure that drifted through my whole body. I shook and trembled and buried my face in the twisted blankets to muffle the sound of the cries erupting from me.

Behind me, Lucian reached his own orgasm as my smooth muscles squeezed him even more tightly than before. He stabbed himself as deep as he could and gave a low moan, his manhood jerking sharply as hot cum spurted into me. For a few moments he stood there, his hard body pressed tightly against mine, and then he let himself slide from my grasp and collapsed onto the bed next to me.

I let him lay there for a minute, sharing the warm afterglow, then I kissed him and shooed him off so I could finish my chores. When I finally had everything gathered up, I slung the bag of clothes over my shoulder and carried it downstairs to the garden, Ramond’s dog Rolf trailing along behind me. The night was so beautiful that I had to pause for a moment and stood looking up at the stars while the fat, round moon hung low in the sky, limning the dark trees around me in silvery radiance.

A sound came from the tall oak tree nearest me, a thump and a cry, and then with a rattling of branches and stream of thin, drunken curses a small figure dropped from the leaves and fell in a heap at my feet. I was so startled I didn’t know what to do, but wheezing unsteadily the little person staggered upright and shook its fist at the tree.

“Damned sneaky trees, always poking out a branch when you least expect it to snag you or trip you up. Ought to turn you into a turnip and feed you to a cow. Teach you to fuck with a fairy.”

Rolf broke into a frenzy of barking.

“Quiet, you!” Fingers snapped and the dog went silent.

The wizened face of a little old woman peered up at me from beneath the brim of a pointy hat. “You Cinderella?” she rasped.

I nodded, unable to speak. I had just noticed the gossamer wings poking from the back of her shabby robes.

“Good. Thought I’d never find the damned place. You could put up a sign or something, you know. ‘Cinderella lives here.’ Save everyone a lot of trouble.”

“Who are you?” I ventured.

She coughed and spat. “I’m your fairy godmother, that’s who.” She dug around in her robes and after a moment triumphantly pulled out a battered cigar and aimed a ragged fingernail at its tip. “Bam!”

As that end flared to life, she jammed the other in her mouth and sucked on it until a cloud of smoke wreathed her face. “That’s more like it. Now, where were we? Oh, yes. I’m your fairy godmother, come to help you. Your cries in the night as you suffered at the hands of your cruel and heartless stepmother and stepsisters drew me to you.”

“Stepbrothers,” I corrected.

“Whatever. Many a night I’ve heard you crying out in anguish as they tormented you.”

Those cries hadn’t been anguish, and I just hoped the neighbors hadn’t heard them as well. “I hadn’t realized I was quite so... vocal.”

“Not your fault, dearie. It’s my job. I see the bastards have got you slaving through the night shift for them, too,” she said, poking the sack of dirty clothes with the toe of her shoe. “Now, what can old Sibyla do for you? Want me to turn the whole damned lot of them into newts and drop them down a well?”

“Certainly not.”

I went on to explain that I was quite happy and I loved Delise and my stepbrothers dearly. Sibyla listened, shaking her head and making sympathetic little clucking noises.

“Oh, you poor thing. It’s classic Stockholm Syndrome. Evil bastards have you brainwashed.”

“What?”

“Never mind, dearie. Sibyla will fix things.” She patted my hand absently and hiccupped. “Now, what should I... Oh, I know.”

Cocking a finger at the bag of dirty laundry at my feet, she barked out another, “Bam!”

“All clean, so you can run along to bed now, dearie. I just need to sit down and rest for a minute before I get going, myself. Probably should have skipped that last shot of akvavit. Damned stuff goes straight to my head.”

She wobbled over to the base of the tree trunk, dropped like a puppet with its strings cut, curled up, and in seconds was snoring away. I considered covering her with a blanket or something, but she smelled and I wasn’t at all sure that she didn’t have fleas. I decided the best thing to do was just to leave her alone to sleep it off, and hope none of the neighborhood dogs decided to bury her.

I carried the bag to the laundry shed and peeked inside. To my astonishment, the clothes actually were clean, and I had to revise my estimate of the crazy woman claiming to be my fairy godmother. How else could she have done that? I hurried back inside the house before the little old thing could wake up and start her ranting again. In the back of my mind, I half feared that she had already made good on her threat to turn my brothers into newts, but as I scurried up the stairs and poked my head into the boys’ room, someone swept me up and I found myself dangling over Ramond’s Herculean shoulder. One of his arms held me tightly in place, while the other swung back and delivered a resounding smack on my delicate backside.

“Ramond!” I squealed.

“Thought you could play games with Lucian and leave me and Aleron out, did you?” he boomed, grinning at me through his beard. He was four years older than I was and as massively muscled as an ox. I loved to nestle in his arms, and the way he could pick me up and carry me like a doll got me all hot and bothered every time.

“But I didn’t mean to,” I protested. “I had to finish my chores.”

“No excuses. You’ll just have to play with us both now to make up for it.”

His hand slid up my skirt to caress the round firmness of my bottom. At the touch of the tough skin of his palm, I felt myself growing moist, and the thought of my oldest and youngest brothers both having me at once set me quivering with anticipation. That insistent throb started once more between my legs, despite Lucien’s earlier ministrations. 

Ramond carried me into his room, where the big bed was, and set me on my feet. Aleron, only a year my senior and sweet as honey, was already there waiting for us. Together they tugged my dress over my head until I stood utterly bare before them. His hands rough against my tender skin, Ramond’s arms encircled me from behind and snuggled me against the hard bulk of his body. I giggled as his lips brushed my neck, tickled by the curly hair of his beard, but then he breathed against my ear and all thoughts of laughter died away as my pulse took off and fire raced along my skin.

While my oldest brother nuzzled against my neck, Aleron’s hands covered my breasts, his thumbs rolling my pink nipples in slow, teasing swirls that soon had them swollen with a prickling heat that spread down through my belly. Below, my clit tightened to a hard little knot, and my pussy soaked itself in preparation for holding my brothers’ cocks. Ramond felt my heart pounding, and moved one of his hands down my stomach, cupping my whole mound briefly with that great paw before his finger brushed my aching clitoris.

I gasped at his touch and leaned my body tight into his, so that the iron shaft of his cock pressed against my buttocks. As his fingertip drew slow whorls around my taut flesh, I rubbed myself against him until his manhood strained inside his pants and I thought he might actually burst through them. Through slitted eyelids I watched Aleron bend down and fasten his mouth to one of my breasts, sucking the nipple while his tongue swirled around it and the darkened skin of the aureole. Between his mouth and his fingers my breasts were on fire, and my pussy quivered and fluttered impatiently between my legs. I wanted their cocks; I craved those satiny-soft, rock-hard rods more than anything else in the world. I needed to touch them, to taste them, to feel them pulsing hot against my tongue, to have them stretch and fill me until I could take no more.

My hand reached out and found Aleron’s manhood, and he moaned against my breast as I stroked him through the thin material of his pants. The poor dear was so hard, so excited, that I could feel him throbbing and quivering at each touch. I loved his boyish eagerness, and the knowledge that I could make him boil so easily sent a thrill of pleasure shooting through me. But I needed to bring him down a little; I wanted both of them inside of me, to feel both of them fucking me at once.

“Eldest first,” I said, and turned in Ramond’s grasp, wrapping my arms around his massive neck and pulling myself up to meet his lips.

He drank deep in a long, lingering kiss that tasted faintly of the mint he liked to chew. The slow play of his tongue against mine told me he wanted to savor the moment, and that he needed more of a buildup tonight than Aleron. I was happy to oblige.

I loosened my arms and let myself slide down his body to kneel before him. Slowly, deliberately, I unfastened his pants and worked my hands around his manhood until it came free, hot and pulsing in my palms. With a feather-light touch I stroked his length, from his plum-sized balls to the engorged purple head, and back down again. Short little gasps of pleasure sounded above me, and I smiled to myself as a thick drop of pre-cum formed at the tip of my big brother’s cock.

I tilted my head up at Ramond with my best wide-eyed innocent look, and ran my tongue across his swollen head. I cleaned off the gooey fluid and left him glistening wet, and then licked my way down his straining shaft. Still looking up at him, I slowly sucked one of his balls into my mouth and swished it gently with the tip of my tongue, while I went back to stroking his slickened shaft with my hand. More pre-cum oozed from his manhood, and I gently milked it from him until the clear liquid started to drip. I let his ball pop out of my mouth and caught the slowly falling drop of honey-gold on the tip of my tongue, followed it back to his cock, and sucked the end of him clean once more. A wicked little smile played across my face as I watched him, and his cock throbbed hard in my hand.

“All of it,” Ramond growled.

As I opened my lips to lick the tip once more, his large hands came down to rest on either side of my head. He was just too big; I was never able get all of him in my mouth. But I licked my lips, opened as wide as I could, and let him slide the thick purple head into my mouth. Ramond shuddered as I swirled my tongue around him and carefully sank down onto the shaft. Thick as he was, he seemed to grow even larger inside of me, pulsing and stretching until my jaw ached, but I couldn’t stop. I had the taste of him on my tongue, the softness of his skin slippery in my mouth, and the wild leather and earth smell of him strong in my nostrils, all making me hotter by the second and driving me to take every inch of him I possibly could.

I tried, but after about half of the shaft was in my mouth I could go no further. Ramond, however, had gotten carried away by my attempt and rocked his hips forward, shoving himself deeper down my throat so that I choked and gagged and tears flooded my eyes from the sudden stress on my jaw. As he realized what he had done, my brother stepped back, freeing me from his swollen member and letting me breathe. Gentle hands lifted me up and held me.

“Poor Cindie,” he rumbled. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s all right,” I sniffled. “I wish I could take it all, Ramond. I would if I could. I want to so badly.”

“I know you would, little one.”

When I felt better I crawled onto Ramond’s great bed, scooted to the edge, and beckoned to Aleron. “And now it’s your turn.”

I rolled onto my side and pulled him to me, teasing him through his clothing until he was fully hard again. Eager as he was, that didn’t take long, and I unfastened his pants and continued to stroke him until he was in agony. Ramond removed his clothes and climbed carefully into the bed behind me so as not to disturb my toying with Aleron. His hand traced the long curves of my body, slipped around to playfully squeeze my bottom, and then nudged my leg upwards so he could uncover the moist pinkness hidden beneath.

Thick fingers pressed against lips now coated with my juices, eagerly probing until he found the entryway to the tight passage inside. I moaned as he entered me, and squeezed down on his fingers, grinding myself against him. The thick shaft of his cock lay buried in the cleft between my buttocks, slowly twitching and jerking as he rubbed it back and forth in their hot confines. As he sank between them, he slid against the ticklish rosebud hidden deep within, the friction sending such a thrill of forbidden pleasure through me that my whole lower body thrummed with it.

I held Aleron’s manhood in one hand, my thumb massaging the wet tip as pre-cum leaked steadily from him. He was not built to the same massive scale as Ramond, and I knew from experience that I could take his full length into my mouth. I drew him forward, my pink tongue slathering him with saliva to prepare him, and wrapped my lips about the reddish-pink head. As I tickled the sensitive tip and underside with my tongue, I sucked hard, drawing him slowly inside me. I explored every inch of him with my tongue, embracing him fully with the warm, wet velvet of my mouth. 

Ramond, no longer content with his playing, raised my leg higher and his iron rod slid down my buttocks into the wet crevice between my legs. He shifted his hips until his head lay at the portal to my aching pussy, and eased himself forward. Wet as I was, he was still too big to slide into me as easily as Lucian had earlier. I had to stretch to fit him even now, and he could only work himself inside with some patience. He grunted and sighed as I wrapped him, little by little, within the tight folds of my soaking wet tunnel.

With Aleron buried in my mouth, I cradled his balls with my hand and slowly massaged them, while encouraging him with little tugs to move his hips and use my mouth as his brother was using my pussy. His fingers curled in my hair, holding me steady against him as he rocked and slid back and forth along my tongue. And with that, I had two of my brothers inside me at once, which was my favorite thing in the world, no matter which combination of them it was. I would have loved for it to be all three, but the forbidden rosebud of my rear passage remained virgin, and the thought of any of my brothers trying to fit their thick cocks in that narrow entryway was simply too frightening to consider.

Already warmed by my mouth, Ramond did not take long to reach the point of no return. His arm held me firmly to him, while his hips jabbed his cock into me with sharp, deep thrusts that covered us both in the juices seeping from me. My own excitement spiraled upward, drawing me along in a blaze of little tingles that seemed to fill my whole body, and I sucked Aleron’s stiff cock with wanton abandon. He was close to the edge as well, and the rich taste of his cum spread through my mouth as his motions became more frenetic.

Ramond came first, his rod jammed inside me so that his balls pressed against my lower lips. I sucked hard on Aleron, and he followed but a moment later, so both ends of me filled to overflowing with my brothers’ thick cum. The taste and the feel of them pushed me over the brink so that I felt as though fireworks were exploding in my loins. Long, surges of hot bliss swept through me until I collapsed on the bed, limp as a dishrag. Aleron stripped and climbed onto the other side of the bed and I fell asleep tucked between them.

Ramond let me sleep in as a treat the next morning, and when I woke in a tangle of sheets in the middle of his bed the sun was already rising above the nearby rooftops. I threw on my clothes and ran down to the garden, but the little old fairy woman was nowhere to be seen. I thought perhaps I had imagined or dreamed the whole thing, but then among the roots of the big oak trees I spotted something. I bent and picked up the stubbed out end of a cigar.

Wondering what had happened to Sibyla, I headed to the dining room to see if my brothers had left anything that I might have for breakfast. To my surprise Ramond and Lucian still sat at the table with Delise. I slipped into a seat between my stepmother and oldest brother and helped myself to a hunk of bread slathered with butter.

“Good morning, Cindie,” my stepmother said with a twinkle in her eye. “I trust you slept well?”

Ramond let out a chortle that shook the table, and I felt myself flush. “Yes, Delise.”

At that moment Aleron strode into the room, a worried look on his earnest young face. “Look at this,” he said, dropping a sheet of cream colored parchment onto the table in front of my stepmother.

“Notice: Due to the sudden tragic death of Princess Elodie, His Royal Highness Prince Maryl hereby declares a royal ball to be held in one week for the purpose of selecting a new bride. All young ladies of the realm between the ages of eighteen and twenty-four are to hold themselves in readiness to attend, and agents of Prince Maryl will distribute invitations to the ball to those deemed most beautiful in the land. As the lack of an heir is considered of vital importance to the kingdom, attendance by those who receive invitations is mandatory, and failure to appear shall be considered treason and severely punished.”

Delise frowned with a concern that mirrored Aleron’s. “Sudden death, indeed. Elodie is the third princess to meet a sudden tragic end while married to Prince Maryl. I doubt the fourth will fare any better.”

I shuddered, for whispers of his peculiar tastes circulated at the village wells and taverns. It was common knowledge that Prince Maryl was little better than a demon in human form, but as the only heir to the throne his eccentricities were tolerated by his father, the king.

“Cindie is the prettiest girl in town,” Lucien pointed out.

“Probably the entire country,” Ramond amended glumly.

Delise smacked her hand down onto the table. “We will hide her inside the house until the ball is over. Perhaps she can avoid the notice of the prince’s minions.” She turned to me. “You must not leave the house for any reason, Cinderella. If ever you attract the notice of the prince, you are lost. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Delise. Believe me, I will be careful not to be seen.”

She bent and softly kissed my cheek, wafting the rich scent of jasmine across me. “Good girl.”

After breakfast I retired to my room to sew. Ramond’s great shoulders had split the seams in one of his work shirts again, and I had promised him to fix it properly. The day was warm, so I opened the window, but mindful of the danger I sat as far back from it as I could while still taking advantage of the light. I hummed to myself as I worked, enjoying both the sewing itself and the warm, earthy scent of my eldest brother that still clung to the shirt.

A muffled curse jerked my attention towards the window. Two tiny hands clung white-knuckled to the sill, and the pointed tip of a hat swayed behind them. A small, scuffed shoe hooked over the ledge, followed in a moment by the rest of Sibyla as she dragged herself inside. She looked up at me, bloodshot eyes accusing.

“You might have given me a hand.”

“You startled me. I wasn’t expecting visitors. Especially not ones coming through my window.”

She shrugged that away and dragged out a woefully bedraggled cigar. “Bam!” After a few puffs she looked back at me.

“Of course you weren’t expecting visitors, locked up here in this horrid attic working your poor fingers to the bone for that bitch of a wicked stepmother and those ugly stepsisters.”

“Stepbrothers,” I said automatically.

“Whatever.” She slouched against the window frame and scratched under her robes. “I heard what’s going on. Won’t let you go to that damned ball, will they? Poor prince is probably pining himself to death waiting for you to come along so he can make you a princess, and they think they’re going to keep you locked away in here so you never get your happily ever after. Hmph. Bastards have got another thing coming.”

“But...”

She shook her head. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about it,” she said, and snapped her fingers. “There, it’s taken care of. Old Sibyla has things well in hand.”

A clatter of hooves echoed from the cobblestones outside the house, followed by loud pounding on our front door. “Open! Open for the emissaries of Prince Maryl.”

The door opened and I heard Ramond’s voice demanding, “What do you want?”

“We have an invitation for the demoiselle Cinderella to attend Prince Maryl’s ball. Failure to attend will be construed as treason; she and the rest of her family will be imprisoned, and the crown will seize all their worldly possessions.”

Cold fear soaked through me. “Oh, no. Sibyla, what have you done?”

She stepped up on the windowsill and gave me a breezy wave. “It was nothing, dearie. You can thank me later—after the wedding. Right now, I’m off to find myself a bottle of something to take the edge off. I’ve got the shakes something dreadful today.”

The little fairy stepped off the edge into space. Unfortunately she forgot to use her wings until it was too late. A second later a muffled thud came through the window.

“Goddamn it.”

I threw myself lengthwise on my bed and cried until my eyes hurt.

Much later, when I had no tears left in me, Delise had my brothers draw me a hot bath to help me relax. Lucian and Aleron hovered, painfully solicitous, until Delise’s voice rose from the hallway outside.

“Come away, now. Don’t pester the poor girl to death.”

I slid into the big copper tub and leaned my head back over the rim, letting the heat of the water enfold me and trying to will the tension away. A light scent of jasmine drifted over me, and two cool, slender hands came to rest on my shoulders.

“You’re still so tense, sweet,” Delise murmured. She walked around to the other end of the tub. “Put your feet up, Cindie.”

I did as she told me and she slowly massaged them, starting at my toes and working her way up to my ankles, then back down again. In her grip I began to unwind at last and lost myself in her firm, patient touch. After a while she stopped and moved behind me once more. There was a soft rustle as her clothes fell to the floor.

“Sit up, sweet.”

She climbed into the tub behind me, her skin gliding like warm satin against mine, and went to work on my back and shoulders. For all her appearance of fragility, Delise possessed a gentle strength that surprised those who did not know her, and her hands kneaded steadily away at the tightness coiled in my muscles until she felt me relax against her, warm and drowsy.

Her hands moved from my back to circle around my waist, and then upwards to cup my breasts, her fingers lightly tracing along the pink flesh of my nipples. With soft brushes of her fingertips she stroked them to hardness, igniting a warm tingling that spread slowly down to my clitoris, which tightened into a hard little ball in turn. Inside, my pussy turned to warm butter, its walls fluttering a little as Delise continued to awaken me.

Warm breath caressed my neck, and her soft lips roved along the ticklish skin there to nuzzle my ear. I shivered in delight as one hand continued lazily playing with my nipple, while her other stole down, teasing along the skin of my stomach and the shaven smoothness of my mound. With practiced ease she found the hard nub of my clit and circled the tight, slick skin with a single fingertip. I gasped at the explosion of pleasure she set off inside of me and pressed myself back against her until I felt the warmth of her breasts, her own nipples hard against my back.

I wanted to touch her, and tried to squeeze a hand back behind me, but she blocked me with her leg and gave my ear a playful nip.

“Hush,” she whispered. “Just relax and enjoy it.”

Her fingers continued their unhurried stroking, sometimes speeding up to whip me closer to the edge, sometimes falling to mere feather-light touches to bring me back down again. Expertly she kept me hovering around the brink, yet never quite letting me reach it, until my breath came in ragged gasps and my moans filled the room.

Almost I thought she would finish me, but she stood up and stepped out of the tub, the long strands of her copper hair dripping, beads of water bright on her alabaster skin, one hand held out to me in invitation. Delise was almost twice my age, but she scarcely looked ten years older, and you would never know she had borne three sons. Her stomach remained flat, and her high, round breasts had survived three greedy mouths no worse for the wear. I had never believed in witches or magic, but Delise could make you wonder.

I took her hand and stepped beside her into the embrace of a warm, fluffy towel, and she patted most of the water from me. As the towel brushed against my hard, crinkled nipples my breath caught, and the corner of Delise’s mouth quirked up in a wicked little smile, her eyes aglow as they bored into mine. Slowly, lasciviously she worked her way down my body and then my legs until she knelt on the floor before me. She laid her head against my stomach, one arm around my waist, her other hand lightly stroking the back of my leg.

“Sweet, sweet Cindie,” she breathed, and pulled me down to her.

There is nothing in the world softer than Delise’s skin, except perhaps her lips. We kissed, gentle as a butterfly’s touch at first, and then the tip of her pink little tongue flicked out to trace the outlines of my lips. As our tongues met, my hands ran along the slim curves of her waist and buttocks to pull myself tightly against her, while hers twined in my hair. Again the heat built between my legs, and the passion of our kiss rose in a desperate tangle of tongues and shared breath.

We broke apart, Delise’s breasts heaving against mine, and she pushed me gently back on a towel she had dropped to the floor. She bent over me, lips burning briefly against mine, and then travelled slowly down the length of my body with hot little kisses and the long strands of her hair leaving trails of wet fire in their wake. Her tongue swirled across my nipple, its skin grown almost painfully taut, and I shuddered as she sucked it between her lips. A tingling ache throbbed in my breasts and between my legs, an ache that demanded all the attention of Delise’s hot, wet mouth and slender, magical fingers.

Hot cream leaked between my lower lips and provided a welcome for Delise’s touch there, easing the way as one finger gently explored the entrance to my sopping little hole. She pushed in to the first knuckle and felt me open to her touch, and eased a second finger inside. I moaned as she thrust and penetrated deep, and I felt her fingertips stroke the fluttering walls that wrapped so tightly around them.

Delise looked up at me and her eyes glittered as she held her fingers in front of her face and slowly licked away my juices.

“Mmmm. You taste like sunshine and yellow wine.”

Her breath steamed across the ultra-sensitive skin of my stomach, down to my belly button, and I felt the wet tip of her tongue run across the edges and dip inside to tickle for a moment before continuing her journey. Lower still she went, her breath so hot it seemed to scorch me, to play over my mound and then finally soothe the burning below. I gasped and writhed as her tongue flicked over me, along my folds and deeper inside, down to tease my throbbing pussy, and then up to caress the hard little knob of my clit. 

Delise pushed against my thighs to open me fully to her, to expose all of my hidden places to her hungry mouth. Her lips fastened onto my sex and she thrust her tongue deeply inside of me, sucking and licking up my juices with wet little sounds of pleasure that made my toes curl. I spread even wider for her then with a craving to have her whole tongue buried in me, but to my surprise she pulled back a little to lick up the juices that had run out of me. The heat of her tongue moved down, past my aching pussy and into the cleft beneath, which her deft fingers opened to reveal the last of my secrets.

As her tongue flickered across the pink rosebud nestled there, a shower of sparks exploded through me and I arched up off of the floor with a cry.

“Delise!” I squealed.

“Sshh, sweet,” she said, and firm hands brought me back down and soothed me until her tongue could work its way back to that most forbidden of all places.

Circling, tickling, teasing, she licked at my nether hole until my pussy throbbed like some great drum that echoed through my whole body, and my insides filled with liquid fire. It felt so good, unlike anything I had ever experienced before, but at the same time what she was doing was so dirty that I felt like a complete wanton even as I bucked helplessly against her tongue. I could not breathe; my hands clenched in Delise’s hair to press her face to me as I rocked against her, all of my muscles clenched in a knot of quivering flesh.

One final touch of her tongue propelled me into bright, pounding release and I called her name again and again as I shook and trembled and gasped. The release sent a gush of my cream flooding from my pussy to run down and soak Delise’s face where she was still buried against me. When I came back to my senses, my stepmother sat beside me, a look of intense satisfaction on her face.

“I think you enjoyed that. Do you feel better now?”

I nodded, and still half-breathless bent to kiss her. My sex was tangy and a little bitter on her lips, like some crisp, dry wine, and I licked it hungrily from her upturned face. I knew that excited her, and I loved the blissful expression that came over her face as I rubbed her nipples and felt them stiffen like ripe cherries. I kissed my way along the delicate line of her jaw, into the warm hollow of her throat, and to the snowy softness of her chest, where the twin lures of her breasts drew me on. I planted a kiss between them, the firm rhythm of her heartbeat a song that played in tune to the excited throbbing in my own body.

Dark pink flesh beckoned and I took her into my mouth, sucking on her until she gasped and shook. I reached out and felt my way down to her mound, as smoothly shaven as my own, her clitoris rock-hard and crying to be touched. My fingers rubbed her gently there, matching the motions of my tongue against her nipple while her breathing went fast and shallow.

When I thought that she was ready, I crouched down between her legs and felt her body tighten in anticipation. The musky scent of her aroused sex drew me like a bee to a flower, my own pussy warming and growing moist again in sympathy. The first touch of my tongue on her quivering skin elicited a ragged gasp, her skin so sensitive now that the slightest breath against it caused her to jump. I slid my tongue through her folds and the taste of her exploded on my tongue. She tasted much like me, although with a richer flavor that I could have drenched myself in all day. But I had another goal in mind.

I tongued her sweet pussy until I was drunk on her, and she ground her sex hard against my face with moans that sent shivers through me. And then when I knew she was lost in the pleasure of the moment, I darted my tongue against the hidden portal below to taste her there.

Delise uttered a cry that stretched into a long moan. “Oh, Cindie. It’s all right. You don’t have to, sweet.”

In response I burrowed deeper and let my tongue dance across her little pucker of flesh. I knew what it was doing to her, and I wanted to pleasure her as much as she had done me, earlier. At the same time, I loved how dirty it made me feel to have my tongue there, to be driving my lovely stepmother wild in such a wicked, wicked fashion, and I rubbed my clit feverishly while my juices leaked out to roll in hot droplets down the inside of my thighs.

When Delise stiffened and cried out I swiftly plunged my tongue into the pulsating furnace of her pussy and lapped up every drop of her rich nectar until my own orgasm struck, and I muffled my own sounds against her. I lay there for a minute, drained and shaken by the intensity of the experience, and then I nestled down beside Delise, my head pillowed on her breast as she softly stroked my hair.

“Dearest Cindie,” she whispered. “We love you so very much.”

I pressed myself tightly to her, and as the tears came she softly sang a lullaby that I had loved as a little girl.

Time passed in a miserable haze after that, until the day before the ball. I could still scarcely able to believe what was happening, that my lovely life with Delise and my stepbrothers might be over, that my life itself might soon end at some twisted whim of Prince Maryl.

Delise sat alone at the table that morning, her eyes thoughtful as I sat across from her.

“Cindie, I have an idea.”

“What?”

“Well, you must go. There’s no getting out of that.”

I nodded. With a charge of treason, all of us might well be sent to the headsman.

“But there’s nothing in the invitation that says that you have to look your best.”

It took me a second, but then I got it. “Oh.”

“What if we make a dress so unflattering that no one will give you a second look? Then we can use some powder to take the glow out of your cheeks, some charcoal to add dark circles under your eyes. With a little work we can make your hair a tangled mess that will look like something birds might nest in.”

For the first time in days my heart lifted, but I still scarcely dared to hope. “Do you really think you can do it, Delise?”

“Of course we can, sweet, and your brothers will help, too. But we’ve got a lot to do, so hurry up with your breakfast. There’s no time to waste.”

By the end of the day, we had the dress. It was magnificently hideous. Aleron had picked out a truly awful shade of green fabric that did not suit me at all; in fact it made me look very much like a three-day-old corpse. A floppy fringe hung down from around the shoulders to cover the swell of my breasts, while a broad, padded belt of the same material went around my waist to conceal any trace of the curve of my hips. My neck disappeared beneath a high, ruffed collar of a type that had been in fashion a generation ago, and with the addition of a pair of gloves, not an inch of my skin besides my face remained visible. As I studied myself in the mirror, I don’t think I had ever been happier with my appearance.

Ramond and Aleron looked on with satisfaction, but Lucian shook his head.

“What did we miss, Lucian?” his mother asked.

He shrugged. “You could dress Cindie in rags and drop her in mud and she’d still be prettier than anyone else there. It’s going to come down to how good a job you can do with her makeup and hair.”

I slept that night alone in my own bed, too emotionally drained to seek comfort with any of my brothers or even Delise. Then it was The Day, the day we had all been dreading. I was too nervous to do anything, and simply sat wallowing in fear until Delise came to help me get ready for my ordeal. She helped me into the awful dress, and then we sat in her boudoir as she worked on my face and hair to achieve an effect as unappealing as possible. By the time she decided she had done all she could, the afternoon was well advanced and it was time for me to leave.

While Ramond and Lucian went to bring the wagon around to the front, I ran upstairs to get a comfortable pair of shoes to wear. No sooner had I stepped into my room than the door slammed shut behind me. The pungent smell of cheap cigars hung heavy in the air. Sibyla sat on the windowsill, nonchalantly drumming her heels against the wall, but as she got a good look at me, her eyes bugged.

“Oh dearie, what have they done to you?”

“Nothing. Sibyla, I don’t have time for this.”

She shook her head angrily. “They just can’t stand that you might get away from them and live happily ever after. Ought to turn those damned stepsisters of yours into mice and toss them to the cats.”

“Stepbrothers,” I bit out between clenched teeth. “Sibyla, I’ve got to go.”

“Well of course you do, dearie. But not like that. Give me just a minute...”

“Wait!” I exclaimed, but it was too late.

A brief flash blinded me, but I could feel that something had changed. I turned to face the mirror.

Through the spots swimming in my eyes I saw myself draped in swathes of cool, red silk. My golden hair swept up high in an elegant pile on my head, secured by a silver net and diamond tiara, and a brilliant diamond necklace with a sapphire pendant the exact shade of my eyes hung low on my chest to draw every eye to the generous mounds to either side. Enormous, sparkling blue eyes stared back at me from the mirror, framed by cheeks that might have graced the very frailest of pink roses.

I took a step backwards in horror. As I did, I felt my toes pinch and twitched back the silken skirts so I could see my feet. Slippers of champagne-colored glass had replaced my old shoes. Glass slippers. Who in the world wears glass slippers? I wondered if Sibyla had been sent as a punishment for something I had done.

“Oh, no. No, no, no, no, no,” I whispered.

“That’ll teach ‘em,” Sibyla gloated, punctuating with a hiccup. “Never fuck with a fairy.”

Another flash lit the room and I found myself sitting inside a fantastic white coach, completely adorned in white satin. Sibyla stuck her head out the window, hawked, and spat.

“Giddap!”

In that last second before the carriage bore me away I looked out the window and my eyes met Lucian’s. For the briefest instant he stared at me in shock, and then threw himself aside to avoid being trampled. The fairy leaned back into the seat across from me and blew smoke out the window.

“All right, dearie, I think you’re all set. You don’t need my help for what comes next. Your prince is going to take one look at you all gussied up like that, and you’ll be a princess before you can blink twice. You go have yourself the best damned time of your life, and I’m going to go see if I can find a decent tavern. You can tell me all about it tonight after the party is over.”

She snapped her fingers and was gone before I could say a word to stop her. It was too late to turn back; I could never change clothes and have Delise repair my makeup and hair in time. There was nothing to do but go on as I was, and face whatever was to come. Bitter tears dripped down my cheeks as the carriage bounced along the streets towards the castle.

As a party, the ball would have been considered an utter failure. Two hundred girls, from heiresses of the noblest families of the land to the daughters of the poorest peasants, wandered around the vast marble ballroom floor with no idea whatsoever of what to do with themselves. An orchestra blared happy little tunes completely incongruous with the air of dread that permeated the chamber. Fear ruled the night: fear of being noticed by the prince, fear of being the one chosen as his next victim.

Prince Maryl sat in a gilded chair on the balcony overlooking the dance floor, dazzling in cloth of white and gold, his head bent alongside that of a slightly older man dressed in blue and white, and together they scanned the crowd below. Now one would point, or the other, and a brief argument would ensue until they returned to simply watching. At each gesture, hearts went pounding like a hare’s at the sound of the hounds, and then, as the prince and his confederate turned their gazes elsewhere, you could feel the relief sweeping through the knot of girls who had been in the path of those dreadful fingers. Had they been hurling bolts of lightning we could have been no more anxious.

I stayed on the edges of the crowd, trying my best to remain inconspicuous and seeking what cover I could, watching the balcony from the corner of my eye, terrified that I might inadvertently make eye contact with one man or the other.

Almost an hour passed before the two of them reached an agreement, and the man in blue and white disappeared through a set of wide doors at the rear of the balcony. Moments later he reappeared at the edge of the ballroom floor and struck out across it—thankfully in the opposite direction from me. Girls fled at his approach, but he ignored them all until he came to a petite, raven-haired beauty in a lovely azure gown. I thought she was going to faint as he took her hand and began pulling her along, but she steeled herself and held her head up as they marched along with all eyes upon them. As soon as they left the room, Prince Maryl vanished from this seat. Those of us who remained looked at one another, hope written plain on every face. Was this the end? Had we survived?

I wanted to weep when the pair of them resumed their stations on the balcony perhaps twenty minutes later. The brunette girl remained conspicuously absent.

The ball wore on, until we were well into the morning hours. Every hour or so the prince would pick out a girl, and his accomplice would come down to fetch her. After a time they would return to their places without her. As they claimed each prize I thought that surely this one would be the last, and the rest of us would go free, but each time my hopes were dashed until I began to feel that the night would never end, that this awful hunt would continue until every last one of us had been taken.

I heard a stir to my right. The crowd thinned and parted, and to my horror I saw the prince’s man striding towards me. Icy fear gripped my heart and froze my limbs so that I could not move, but could only watch helplessly as he stopped before me and took my hand.

“Come along, girl,” he said, pulling me along behind him.

He led me out of the bright ballroom and down a bare corridor lit only by a handful of flickering torches. A single stout wooden door stood at the end, flanked by a massive oak table, and it swung out at his touch with a protesting creak. Remy pushed me roughly inside, then stepped in and pulled the door closed behind him.

The little room was brightly lit with wall sconces, but other than an odd bench and a table and two chairs of rough workmanship, it was little more than a box of cold, bare stone. Prince Maryl lounged in one of the chairs, and I got my first good look at the source of all of my difficulties.

From a distance he looked decent enough, perhaps even handsome in a dark, austere sort of way, but in the bright confines of that tiny room the truth was revealed. Heavy coats of makeup could not hide the deep pockmarks in a face badly scarred by smallpox, and beneath his specially tailored clothes I could see the oddly twisted shape of his body. Deep, brooding eyes regarded me with an intense hunger, but it was a type of lust that I had never beheld in my brothers’ eyes and I shivered despite the warmth of the night.

“How old are you, girl?”

“Nineteen.”

He grinned at Remy. “I think she just might be the one.”

The other man shrugged. “You had better make certain.”

With a sigh the prince rose and stood before me, grasping my chin cruelly in thick, knobby fingers.

“Girl, you listen to me, now. Choosing a bride for a prince is a serious business, and my father has his heart set on me producing an heir so this is a very serious business, indeed. It is so serious that any interference can be labeled as treason. Do you know what that means?”

He held me so firmly that I could not even nod, but it didn’t matter. “It means that if you don’t mind like a good girl and do exactly what I can say, my men will go to your house, arrest every member of your family, and throw them into the dungeon. They can stay there and rot until you decide to behave, or I can have them sent to the executioner. Do you understand me?”

I gulped. “Yes, Prince Maryl,” I whispered.

“You will do what I say, when I say it, without arguing. If you behave well enough, I’ll let you send your family some rich presents. But only if you do as I say. I expect complete, immediate obedience.”

I could barely speak for terror, and my heart was pounding so hard I thought he and Remy must be able to hear it. “Yes, Prince Maryl.”

He glanced over my shoulder at his companion and shrugged.

“Shall we test her?” Remy’s voice came from behind me.

Maryl released me and stepped back. “Step over there and place your hands on the bench.”

I did as he bade, and Remy came up beside me. He produced a pair of shackles, fastened one end to my wrists, and the other to fittings built into the bench so that I was bent far over. He looked down at me with a look of bored contempt. I heard the prince’s shoes tap on the stone floor as he moved around behind me and looked back startled as I felt him grasp the edge of my skirts and lift them.

“Not one word, girl,” Remy warned softly.

The prince gathered my skirts and raised them high, then bunched them together and pushed them up past my waist.

“Your knife, Remy,” he said with a terrifying eagerness.

I bit my lip to choke back a cry. Remy pulled a small, jeweled dagger from his belt and passed it to the prince. I clenched my teeth and expected to feel its bite at any second, but instead Prince Maryl used it to cut away my underclothes until all of my private parts lay exposed to his eager eyes. Rough hands pawed at my buttocks and roamed down my thighs.

“Oh, Remy. This one. Yes, this one. She is exquisite.”

The prince’s friend moved back to see for himself. “You had better be sure. The delicate ones don’t last as long, and your father’s patience has its limits.”

“Quickly, then! Bring me the rods.”

A moment later I heard a whistling swish cut the air, and then fiery agony exploded on the soft flesh of my buttocks. My brothers had often spanked me before, but never like this. The rods fell again and it took all my strength not to flinch away. I bit my lip until I tasted blood, but I would not cry out. Thoughts flew through my mind of Delise in the power of these fiends, and I refused to break down. Thrice more the rods sang and bit, and at the last I was sure that I must cry out if I had to endure it again, but the prince handed the frightening implements to Remy and bent to examine his handiwork.

Again his hands stroked and fondled. “You see? She is a veritable garden of roses, Remy. Such delicacy, such softness, all red and white.” Fingers pried, opening me to his lustful gaze. “And pink.”

“The night grows late, my prince, and you should probably pick out a couple more likely candidates. It’s wisest not to be too rash with these decisions.”

A single finger stole down the cleft of my buttocks and tickled against that pinkest of rosebuds. “Remy...”

“You don’t have time for this, Prince.”

“I must have her.”

Remy sighed. “Oh, very well.”

I risked a glance over my shoulder and saw Prince Maryl fumbling with his clothes. He tossed his shirt aside and tugged at his pants until they fell to the floor. Despite his obvious excitement, his manhood hung limp and pale between his legs. Remy saw my gaze and laughed cruelly.

“Don’t think you’ll get off as easily as that, girl,” he said, holding up what looked like a bottle of dark wine. “One draught of this little potion and Prince Maryl will be able to pound away at you all night.”

He unstoppered the bottle and handed it to my tormentor, who took a long drink. As I watched, that inoffensive member swelled and grew until the sight made me feel faint. It was as misshapen as the Prince himself, thick and gnarled and bulbous. I could not imagine it inside of me, violating those places where only the smooth, pink shafts of my brothers had penetrated.

Knobby hands grasped and held me, and I felt that monstrous cock slide up against me to pulsate against my thigh. To my horror, rather than pushing into me as I expected, vice-like fingers pried apart my buttocks and Maryl pushed his head up to rest against my other, tighter opening. Terror gripped me; I had never had a man there. None of my brothers had ever dared attempt that passage. I felt him pressing against me, and whimpered despite myself.

“Please, no.”

“Be quiet,” Remy said, “and remember what will happen to your family if you don’t.”

I bit my lip and clenched my hands so that my nails bit into my palms. Behind me, Prince Maryl continued to push and thrust, but to no avail.

“You’ll never manage that way,” Remy grumbled. “You’ll have to prepare her, first, or we’ll be here all night.”

“Give me the oil, then, damn you.”

They fumbled with something behind me, and I felt drops of some thick liquid pattering into the cleft of my buttocks. As it oozed down my skin, Maryl’s fingers returned and worked it deep into that crevice until I was completely wet and slippery. He thrust in one finger, probing until his fingertip found the pucker inside, and began to massage me. After a few moments, a tingling warmth started in that clenched flesh, and spread down and inside until my clitoris swelled and hardened and a flutter awakened deep inside of me. A flush crept up my skin, sending little prickles through my breasts and making my nipples crinkle and harden beneath my gown.

That finger continued its slow swirls against me for a minute longer, and then Maryl slowly but firmly pressed against me until the tip pushed inside. I tried to give in, for I wanted to give these men no excuses for further ill-treatment, but that thick finger poking and prodding my most sensitive, secret places, which had never known aught but the tender kiss of Delise’s soft tongue, was more than I could bear. I cried out and squeezed and pushed against the invader, but to no avail.

The prince laughed behind me. “Now she fights, Remy. See?”

“You had better submit now, girl, or it will be the worse for you,” Remy snarled.

I summoned their faces—Ramond, Lucian, Aleron, and dearest Delise—and holding them firm in my mind I forced myself to relax and be still.

A second finger joined the first, stroking that tight ring of flesh, then pushing its way inside. The first had been uncomfortable simply due to its intrusion in a place unused to such things; the second one caused me to stretch painfully, and I cried out in sudden anguish. That outburst brought Remy around, and he watched me now with interest. 

Maryl’s fingers worked inside me, thrusting and spreading, and as I became used to their presence I grew aware of the growing effect they were having on the rest of me, the way my body was responding. Had it been Lucian or one of my other stepbrothers, rather than this twisted prince, I thought I might have come to enjoy it. But then he forced in a third finger without any extra preparation, and I almost screamed at the searing pain that tore through my entire body.

 Remy’s eyes filled with the same terrible lust I had seen in the prince’s before. “Now, Maryl. Do it now.”

The fingers vanished so suddenly that I gasped at the sudden relief, but then I felt Prince Maryl positioning his terrible member in their place, hard and throbbing between my cheeks. His hands held tightly to my hips and he thrust himself forward. I fought to relax and grant him entry, but that rosy ring seemed to have a mind of its own and only clenched harder. Again he thrust, and on the third time his slippery head broke through.

Pain exploded through me and I felt as though I was being split in two, but as before I slowly became accustomed to his presence and stretched to fit him. He held himself still for a while, contenting himself with crude remarks to Remy about the heat and tightness of that narrow tunnel. At Remy’s urging, though, he began making long, slow strokes into me.

Heat spread out from that opening once more, and the nearness of his motions to my other passage set the walls there to trembling and throbbing for attention. Had I had a free hand, I could have rubbed my engorged clitoris and found my own fulfillment, but they had no interest in my needs; I was nothing but a toy to amuse them.

Remy caught something of it, for his eyes widened in astonishment and he barked a laugh. “The little slut is enjoying it,” he marveled.

Maryl answered with a grunt and a thrust and his hot cum spewed into my depths. He slipped free of me and scurried to pick up his clothes, while Remy bent over to release my wrists from their bonds. Without them to hold me up, my knees gave way and I sank to the floor.

“That was the merest taste of what is to come,” Remy remarked conversationally. “With that potion, Prince Maryl and I can fuck you for eight solid hours without a pause. I wonder if eight hours will be enough to satisfy a little slut like you?”

“Come on, Remy,” the prince urged, pushing the door open. “I took too long with her. We’ve got to get back to the others.”

Remy shot me a final look of lust mingled with contempt, then followed his master into the passageway. Inside, my mind raced. Once an hour—that was about how long they took to choose their next victim. And that was how long I had to escape. Whatever the danger to my family, I could not remain here, and deep down I knew that Delise and my brothers would understand. I waited a few minutes, giving them time to return to their place on the balcony and gathering my courage.

The door was not locked, but it only gave a little when I pressed against it, as though something heavy held it shut. I leaned against it with all my might, and felt it shift slightly, then stop once more. Gasping for breath I slid to the floor, wishing with all my heart for Ramond’s great frame and muscles, but I knew that my time was fleeting, and I forced myself to my feet, hurling myself again and again at the door until I felt bruised from head to foot. Slowly, oh so slowly, the crack between the door and frame grew until I believed I could squeeze through.

It was a tight fit, and I had to squirm my way out of the narrow opening. I almost got stuck halfway through, and fought and twisted until finally I popped out like a cork from a bottle. Behind me, inside the room, I heard a tinkling clatter. One of my glass slippers rolled across the floor, far out of my reach. It was no matter, since I could hardly flee wearing the horrible things anyway. I took the other off, placed it in my pocket, and crept down the dark hallway to look for a way out of the castle.

In the scullery I traded my silk gown for a shapeless sack and tossed the remains of my finery down a garderobe shaft, save for that odd glass slipper. Something compelled me to keep it, so I wrapped it in a rag and tucked it away. Thus disguised, I was able to make my way through the rest of the castle and slip out without anyone taking notice. As I reached the wood at the edge of the castle grounds I finally allowed myself to breathe a sigh of relief. I looked back at the castle and beheld a procession of carriages and wagons departing up the road towards the village; the ball was finally over.

When I finally reached home, my bare feet were a mess of cuts and bruises, and I crawled up the steps to knock on the door with the last of my strength. The feeble noise set Rolf to barking, and in moments Ramond had flung open the door and gathered me up in his arms to carry me inside. As I crossed the threshold into safety at last, my head sank back against his broad chest and I knew no more.

I slept the entire day away, so exhausted was I by the night’s ordeal, and awakened to find the entire family waiting anxiously to hear of my adventures. Delise wept as I recounted the events of the night before, and my brothers exchanged glances pregnant with the threat of violence against the men who had outraged me. In answer to their questions about my sudden disappearance the day before, I blurted out the whole story of Sibyla and her meddling. From their expressions I could tell that none of them believed a word except Lucian, but I was still too tired and drained to care, and after Delise spoon-fed me a bowl of hot soup I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The next day I felt a little better, and spend most of the morning quietly sewing in the sitting room with Delise. My brothers left early to run errands, and returned together around lunchtime. As they came in, we knew from the looks on their faces that something was wrong. Ramond nodded to Lucian, who stepped forward.

“The prince’s men are seeking a girl who fled from the castle last night. They do not know her name, but she left behind one of her shoes—a tiny glass slipper. Lord Remy is taking it to each of the attendees of last night’s ball and making them try it on. When they find the wearer, she will be taken back to the castle so Prince Maryl can make her his bride.”

“We will not let them take her again,” Aleron stated grimly.

Delise shrugged. “Cindie never owned glass slippers, so she has no reason to...” She saw the look of horror on my face and trailed off. “Cindie?”

“I told you last night about the outfit Sibyla put me in. There were champagne-colored glass slippers.”

My stepmother cocked an eye at me. “Cindie, at your age. Fairies? Really?”

I turned an entreating look at Lucian. “The other shoe should still be in the rags I wore when I came home.”

He gave me a thoughtful look, nodded, and dashed away. When he returned a few moments later, he handed the slipper to Delise, who took it as she might have accepted a dead mouse from one of the cats. She studied it carefully for a moment, then came and knelt beside me.

“Give me your foot, sweet.”

Carefully she removed the wrappings from my injured foot and held the shoe up to compare. She gave a little sigh and shook her head.

“I don’t understand it, but it was certainly made for you. It would fit perfectly if your poor foot wasn’t so swollen.”

Lucian smiled down at me. “Which means that if the prince’s men come here to test her, their shoe won’t fit her, either.”

“We must trust that it doesn’t, and keep her hidden here away from any further mischief.”

I yawned, still tired from the day before. “I will happily hide away under the blankets in my room if I can get someone to help me upstairs.”

Ramond wrapped his arms around me and carried me up, laying me down on my bed as gently as if I was some fragile porcelain ornament. I half thought—hoped—that he would stay, but he merely brushed the top of my head with his lips and closed the door behind him as he left.

“So it sounds as though you had quite the time at the ball last night.”

I jerked my head around as Sibyla staggered out from behind the closet door. “Not you again.”

“The charming prince, his heart aflame, seeks the love of his life with only a glass shoe to guide him,” she chanted as though she had been repeating it to herself over and over to get it right. “About damned time, too. I’m ready to get out of here. No offense, dearie, but this place is B-O-R-I-N-G.”

“Sibyla, please don’t do anything.”

“It’s all right, dearie. I overheard the whole thing.”

“You did?”

“Yep. Your evil stepmother and stepsisters—”

“Stepbrothers,” I groaned.

“—ran you around with no shoes on until your feet wouldn’t fit in those lovely slippers I gave you, anymore. You’d think they’d have learned by now.”

“Just stop, Sibyla. You don’t understand.”

“Of course I do, dearie. They’re still trying to keep you from that happily ever after I promised you. But we’ll lick them, yet. Third time’s the charm.”

“No!”

Sibyla snapped her fingers, lost her balance, and toppled over backwards.

“How are your feet?”

The sharp aches and twinges had disappeared. I buried my face in my hands and sobbed.

“Now, now, dearie. Don’t cry. You don’t want your face all puffy and your eyes all red when you see that prince of yours, do you? Of course not. Now, I’ve get going. A gargoyle up at the palace promised me a tour of the wine cellars. I don’t usually go for interspecies flings, but he’s got the keys to my castle, if you know what I mean. Ciao.”

I was too busy crying to see her leave. Downstairs, heavy fists pounded on the front door.

They sent Ramond to fetch me down. I could feel the anger flowing within him, but the soldiers crowded in the sitting room around Delise tied his great hands more surely than any mere shackles could have. Lord Remy stood among them, and when he got a glimpse of me his eyes lit up with an unholy glee.

“You,” he breathed.

He snapped his fingers and handed my missing glass slipper to the soldier who appeared at his elbow. “Try it on her.”

With a furtive look of pity, the young soldier grasped my ankle and slid the glass slipper onto my foot.

“All right, take her away.” Remy turned to my family. “The wedding will be in two weeks. You’ll be allowed to attend, as long as you all behave, and Cinderella here does as she’s told. If there is any trouble, the repercussions will fall on her,” he said, pointing at me.

With that the soldiers hustled me outside into a waiting carriage and Remy took me back to the palace. We rode in silence, and when we arrived he led me up several flights of stairs to a small room, where he left me without a word. Scarcely two minutes passed before the door opened again for Prince Maryl. He looked at me, eyes aglow with lust.

“Thought you’d escaped from us, eh? It will be that much worse for you, now. Remy loves the defiant ones; he takes great pleasure in breaking them down and slowly crushing out their spirits.” His eyes wandered lasciviously from my head to my toes. “My needs are more basic, I’m afraid. But while I may lack Remy’s imagination, I assure you that you won’t feel the lack. I’m going to spend hours tonight doing things to you that you can’t even imagine right now. I may start simply; just let the guards strip you and play with you for a bit while we watch. Then I shall start to hurt you. Only a little at first, of course. A hot needle or perhaps a wooden rasp to those lovely nipples. Later, Remy has an absolutely magnificent collection of wooden phalluses he had modeled on those of the creatures in our menagerie. Or perhaps you would rather visit the stables? And then someday soon we shall have to bring in your family, and let them watch the fun.”

His hand snaked over to caress my cheek. “I only wish I could start sooner. Oh, well. The anticipation will make it even sweeter when I return tonight from this hunt with my father. Until then, dear Cinderella.”

I stood there, frozen in terror, for long seconds after the door shut behind him, hardly daring to breathe for fear that he might return and carry out his abominable plans. After a while I regained some of my composure enough to study the room around me. The room itself was bare, save for a rough wooden table and chair, and the door was of course locked from the outside. When I checked the shutters, however, they proved to be only latched, and I was able to open them to see outside.

My room was on the outside of the palace, about forty feet directly above the moat. Mighty walls curved away to either side, with no evidence of a gate anywhere nearby, while a forest sprang up perhaps a quarter of a mile away. I had an escape route, if I only dared to use it.

I looked down at the moat again, at the cool, green water impossibly far below me, and my heart quailed. But I forced myself to remember the outrages I had already suffered and Prince Maryl’s promise of much worse to come, and steeled my resolve. I would jump, and if I died I should still be far better off than imprisoned at the mercy of those two monsters.

I stripped off all of my clothes except my shift, knowing that once water-soaked their weight would pull me down, but clung to them thinking I might be able to salvage something to wear once I reached the far side. Carefully I climbed into the window, but looking down made me so dizzy that I froze in place. I lifted my head and made myself focus off in the distance, towards the forest and freedom, until I had myself under control, and then thrust myself into the air.

It seemed as though I fell forever, and then hit the moat with a jolt that knocked the breath from me and tore my clothes from my grasp. Thick, brown water closed over my head and I plunged down until my legs crashed into the bottom with such force that I almost cried out, but I kicked away and shot towards the surface once more. My head broke the water and I gasped in great lungfuls of air until the burning need in my chest had been quenched.

Quickly I took stock of my surroundings and paddled over to a grate set in the tower wall. A tunnel lay behind, stretching into darkness somewhere in the bowels of the palace. A section of the grate was loose, and I was able to push it aside enough to fit my body through, ignoring the tears the bars made in both my shift and my skin. I pushed the grate closed once more to conceal my passage, and hid in the darkness to wait until nightfall when I might dare crossing the open meadows to the forest.

Hours passed, and I grew chill and weary immersed in the cold waters. Voices rose suddenly from outside, and alarmed I slipped farther into the darkness. Groups of soldiers and servants circled along the outer edge of the moat, peering into the water and probing the shallows with long poles. I guessed that I had been missed at last. One servant gave a shout and pulled a sodden mass from the waters—my dress. Soon more soldiers came, and with them huntsmen with teams of dogs. They took the scent from my dress and spread out around the moat, looking for my trail. But of course I had never left the water, so the hounds found nothing, and eventually they all gave up and went away.

I waited until long after sundown before venturing forth from my hiding place, and was so cold and stiff by then that I could only creep along like a wounded animal. But I was alive and free and I set out for home with hope in my heart.

It took another day and night, hiding in the woods and in unused sheds during the day and only moving at night, before I finally made it back to my house. Delise wept over me as my brothers prepared another draft and brought me food.

“They said that you were dead,” she told me, tears bright in her eyes. “They said that you had fallen into the moat and drowned, and that your body must have wedged under some debris when you fell.”

“I didn’t fall, I jumped,” I replied, and detailed the occurrences at the palace.

After my bath they put me to bed, and from that moment one of my brothers remained on watch at the front of the house. If anyone learned of my presence, the reward for my capture would have been sufficient to convince anyone to send for the prince’s soldiers.

When I had been home for three days, Sibyla reappeared at my window. Quicker than thought I reached out and grabbed her by one long ear and clapped my other hand over her mouth.

“Quiet!” I said as she tried to struggle. “Hold still and keep quiet.”

She went limp and looked up at me with hurt eyes. Slowly I removed my hand from her mouth.

“What are you doing back here?” she asked. “Why aren’t you shacked up with ol’ Prince Charming?”

“Sibyla, I want you to sit here and listen to me. If you say one word before I’m through, I’m going to call my brothers in to gag you.”

For an instant it looked as though she might argue, but then she settled down. “Oh, all right.”

With painstaking care I went through the story of my life, and explained my love of my family. I told her how everything that she had done had brought me nothing but trouble, and how her ‘Prince Charming’ was anything but. Her bloodshot eyes grew wide at my description of my escape from the palace.

“Is it true, dearie? Did I really muck things up that badly?”

“Yes. Right now they think I’m dead, so if I just keep hidden I should be safe. But you mustn’t do anything else to help me. Please.”

The little fairy seemed to collapse in on herself. “I really put my foot in it, this time,” she muttered. “I wish I could do something...”

“I don’t want you to do anything. Promise me you won’t do anything.”

“If that’s the way you want it. I promise.”

“Thank you.” I patted her shoulder comfortingly. “I know you meant well, Sibyla.”

She sighed. “I suppose I’ll just be off, then.”

“Take care, Fairy Godmother.”

She stepped off the window ledge and disappeared. I watched after her for a while, until a gentle tap came on my door.

“Come in.”

Delise and my brothers all swarmed in at once.

Ramond came and took my chin in his fingers, looking at me closely. “How are you feeling, Cindie?”

“Much better. Almost as good as new.”

My eldest brother’s lips brushed the side of my face. “We had hoped that if you were feeling better, we might welcome you home properly. But only if you’re up for it.”

I slid my hand down between us and felt his hardness. “I feel fine. And it certainly seems that you are up for it.”

Delise smiled at me from over his shoulder, mouthed one word at me—‘Tomorrow’—and then walked out, closing the door behind her and leaving me alone with my three brothers. At last.

They undressed me first, more gently than usual, and stood looking a little unsure of themselves. I was sure, though, and I quickly stripped them down so I could admire them—each one different, but all so handsome in their own way. And all mine. Or I was theirs. It amounted to the same thing, either way, and I felt the excitement growing within me because this time I was determined to have all three of them at once.

I went to Ramond first, and knelt before him, leaving a trail of butterfly kisses down the ticklish line of skin from his bellybutton to his thick cock. He was only semi-hard, and took him partway into my mouth and kneaded the shaft to coax him fully to life. His fingers stroked my hair, and brushed my face as though I had been made of the finest porcelain, and he simply stood quietly and allowed me to fondle him. This was not going to do at all.

I let him slip from me and turned to bend over my bed, looking over my shoulder at them. I spread my legs a little, giving them a view of the treasures hidden there.

“Ramond. I’ve been a very bad girl. I’ve run away. I’ve let other men besides my brothers do wicked, wicked things to me. I think you know what you need to do.”

“Cindie, I don’t think...”

I wiggled a little. “Unless you just don’t want me, anymore? Unless those other men ruined me for you, and now you need to find a new little sister to play with?”

Ramond’s thick eyebrows furrowed. “That isn’t it at all.”

“Then maybe you just don’t enjoy spanking bad girls any longer?”

He let his hand speak for him. Stinging warmth exploded through my buttocks, setting alight the fires deep within me. I writhed against the bed, and made sure he had a good target. Again and again his hand cracked against my flesh to leave me gasping and moist. I risked a look over my shoulder and saw my younger brothers’ members standing rigid, pointing at my abused bottom like a pair of fleshy compasses. That was more like it. By the time Ramond finished my chastisement, my body sang with the blood rushing through me, and my pussy fluttered like a wild thing, aching to be stuffed full of hard, thick cock.

My oldest brother dropped onto the bed and pulled me on top of him. His manhood thrust between my legs, hard and demanding. As I knelt atop him he grasped my hips and pulled me down, slowly impaling me on his velvety pole. He was too rushed to give me time and stretched me painfully when he thrust up into me, but I didn’t care. I looked up to find Aleron’s cock-head bobbing an inch from my nose. With a little laugh, I took him in hand and guided him to my hungry mouth. Oh, how I loved my brothers’ sweet cocks, so smooth and fine, so very different from Prince Maryl. I swept over Aleron in one swift motion, swallowing him whole.

That left only Lucian, and I knew the poor middle brother must have been feeling left out and disappointed. But I had a special surprise for him. I leaned forward over Ramond, and in so doing spread myself open wide to Lucian’s gaze. I knew that pink little rosebud lay revealed, winking at him from its hiding place. With my free hand I reached back and slid a finger into that crevice and rubbed it for a moment, then beckoned to my brother.

For a moment there was no response, and I wondered if perhaps I had been mistaken in his interest, then his hands gripped me and spread me even further apart and a that third cock lay hot and pulsing against me, sliding into the hot valley between my buttocks. He toyed and stroked and rubbed until thick pre-cum covered his shaft and that puckered, pink opening, and then began his attempt to enter. Twice his shaft lost its place and sprang free, but the third time he held it firm as he pressed against me, and I felt myself loosening before him.

I gave way suddenly, and his head burst inside of me with a sharp burst of pain that left me mewling my agony around Aleron’s steely shaft. I wanted him there, though; I wanted his hard manhood filling that forbidden space so close alongside that where Ramond pistoned in and out of me. I pushed back against Lucian, forcing more of him inside of me, and gradually he eased the rest of his length into my throbbing bottom.

Now I finally had all three of them inside of me at once, my longing satisfied at last. Lucian and Ramond altered their rhythms to let them both work at once; now Lucian filled me, now Ramond, until the pleasure overcame me, and the room went gray around me. I focused all of my remaining efforts on Aleron, sucking him as though my very life depended on it.

Lucian came first, buried in that tightest, hottest part of me, shooting wave after wave of his boiling hot cum into my bowels. Only moments later Aleron followed him and flooded my mouth and throat until I thought I might drown in it. Ramond held out a minute longer, bouncing me fiercely up and down his thick pole until I could take no more and came myself, gushing hot liquid to drench his shaft and balls. As he grunted and thrust up into me a final time I cried out in ecstasy again and again until I collapsed spent onto his broad chest.

I know the neighbors heard me, that time.

A week passed in pure, blissful contentment at being home and being loved. I was a little saddened at the thought that I must spend the rest of my life hiding from Prince Maryl, but it was far better than the alternative so I accepted it gracefully. And of course Delise and my brothers did their best to make my captivity as pleasant as possible.

Then Lucian burst through the door one morning with a shout that brought us all running downstairs.

“He’s dead!”

“What?”

“Prince Maryl is dead. So is that creature of his, Lord Remy.”

“What happened?” Delise asked.

Lucian grinned. “It was that potion Cindie told us about. Apparently they got it mixed up with their wine and took far too much—the whole bottle between them—and died in agony. The servants from the palace are joking that they’ll have to drill holes in the coffin lids before they’ll shut over their peckers.”

Ramond and Aleron burst into laughter.

“Lucian!” Delise said.

The room spun around me.

“You’re free, Cindie. They can’t hurt you anymore.”

And so I was free. A couple of days later I found a crudely scribbled note tucked away in my shoe. All it said was, “I had nothing to do with it. Cross my heart. S.”

I never saw Sibyla again, and I had my suspicions about her truthfulness regarding her lack of involvement in the prince’s death, since one of the palace gargoyles did go mysteriously missing at the same time. But I often thought of her as I lived happily ever after with Delise and my brothers and eventually a bunch of fat little babies who I hoped would never, ever need the aid of a fairy godmother.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at another steamy story, Hysteria. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.




Sneak Peek: Hysteria

THE DARK WOODEN DOOR MIGHT AS WELL have had “Abandon all hope, ye who enter” engraved on it, and a shiver of dread ran through Emily Blackwell as her father twisted the doorbell. Only his iron grip on her arm prevented her from attempting to dash back towards the hansom cab which had dropped them off in front of the forbidding brick building whose brass plaque proclaimed it the “Feversham Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education.” That was a mouthful which boiled down to her father being sick to death of her antics and ready to try anything at all which might rein in her youthful exuberance and high spirits. To Emily it sounded suspiciously as though he wanted to cure her of being eighteen years old, but so far as she knew the only remedy for that was more birthdays.

A lovely young woman with wide green eyes and long auburn curls cracked open the door and eyed them warily. “Are you expected?” she asked.

Emily’s father nodded. “Lord Elliston and Miss Blackwell.”

“Please come in, then.”

The woman swung open the door and ushered them into an airy sitting room illuminated by the flood of golden afternoon sunlight pouring through the tall windows. “Please make yourselves comfortable. The Professor is finishing up a previous appointment, but he’ll be right out.”

As the girl vanished around a corner the faint sound of voices in the next room caught Emily’s attention and she sat up a little straighter on the couch, ignoring her father’s disapproving glare. If people didn’t want to be overheard then they should take more care to keep their voices down.

“Enjoyment? How dare you, sir?” a deep voice thundered in outrage. “I am a man of science, and I deeply resent the implication that I derive any sort of pleasure from the miserable afflictions of these unfortunate young women.”

Another voice responded, too low to make out although Emily strained her ears trying.

“Utterly preposterous! You may gather your infernal accusations and go straight to the devil, sir. Now take your leave immediately, or most assuredly I shall throw you out!”

A thin, harried youth in a threadbare coat scurried through the sitting room and bolted through the door. Thumping footsteps announced the arrival of his nemesis, and Emily and her father rose to their feet as a bear of a man strode in and stopped short at the sight of them. Thick, unruly black hair covered his head and a few loose curls dangled unnoticed down his broad forehead. While not what Emily normally considered handsome, his face had an angular strength that she found appealing. Or at least she might have if he hadn’t been so very big and powerful—to a young lady who could only manage her five-foot-two-and-eyes-of-blue on her tiptoes this man was more than a little intimidating.

“Three o’clock already?” he grumbled. “Well, my apologies for keeping you waiting. I was imposed upon by one of those vermin who call themselves journalists. Never speak to a journalist, young lady,” he said to Emily, shaking a warning finger at her and peering down with blue-gray eyes which still sparkled with indignation. “They will twist your every word into something vile.”

“Lord Elliston,” her father announced, “and Miss Emily Blackwell.”

“Professor George Edward Feversham,” the man replied. “Please come with me and we can discuss matters in my office.”

As they took their seats in two comfortably padded armchairs the Professor ensconced himself behind an enormous desk piled high with papers and heavy, leather-bound books. His own chair creaked ominously as he leaned back and steepled his hands on his breast. Emily kept her hands folded in her lap; she dared not meet that penetrating gaze again. Somehow it felt as though he could see right through her to unveil her most secret thoughts, and those were far too embarrassing for anyone else to ever learn.

“So what is troubling the young lady so badly that you felt the need to bring her to me?”

“Well,” her father said, “she’s been quite impossible lately. She simply refuses to behave like a lady in public and she’s openly defiant. Twice we’ve caught her attempting to sneak out of the house in the middle of the night, and she was actually caught stealing a handkerchief last week. Stealing! Can you believe that?”

Emily wished the earth would open up and swallow her. It was true, all true, but having it discussed in front of a stranger was too much to bear. She bit down hard on her lip and clenched her hands together until her knuckles went white.

Professor Feversham regarded them with narrowed eyes. “Most assuredly I can believe it, my lord. Tell me, Miss Blackwell, do you frequently suffer from sleeplessness?” When she nodded he continued. “Irritability? Nervousness? A heaviness or ache in your lower abdomen?”

As she nodded to each of these in turn his smile became steadily more confident. “Well, there you have it.”

“Have what?” Lord Elliston asked, clearly perplexed.

“Praefocatio matricis. Or as it is more commonly known among lay folk, female hysteria. Did you know, my lord, that almost seventy percent of women are afflicted with this dreadful malady?”

“That many?”

“Indeed. Our prisons teem with members of the weaker sex because of its nefarious effects. The entire reasoning behind my founding this academy was to eliminate this scourge of womanhood. I have focused all of my not inconsiderable mental faculties on the issue, and the treatments I have pioneered here are proven to restore the humors of these poor women to their rightful balance. Now in partnership with the courts I take in troubled young women who have been convicted of the worst sorts of iniquities, and under my guidance they are transmogrified into the most docile, obedient creatures imaginable.”

“Incredible! But while that’s all very well for common girls, what about my daughter?”

“Oh, I have treated young women from some of the finest families in the nation—all without a breath of scandal. You have heard of none such, have you my lord? Of course not. We live and breathe discretion here.”

Lord Elliston leaned forward eagerly. “What must we do?”

“The first treatment will take about an hour. Simply leave your daughter in my care and I’ll send her home in my own carriage when we’ve finished. It does sometimes require multiple treatments over a period of time to achieve the full effect, but you have my word that you’ll see a pronounced difference in her this very day.”

“That would be splendid.”

The Professor placed his large hands flat on the desk and gave Emily a stern look. “I do require that you give me a free hand in how I handle her, though, my lord. Often the young women object to their treatments and we must use more strenuous means of persuasion—just as sometimes a child must be coerced to take a bitter medicine. It is all for their own good.”

“I understand completely, Professor.” Lord Elliston turned disapproving dark eyes on his daughter, who shrank still further into her chair. “Emily, you are to follow all of Professor Feversham’s instructions—to the letter, girl. If I receive a bad report of you, that will be the end. I’ll ship you straight off and have you locked up at my brother’s house in Sutherland where you can wither away as a miserable spinster. Do you understand me, young lady?”

Knowing that he truly meant it this time, Emily gave one sharp nod. Satisfied, Lord Elliston rose to his feet.

“I leave her in your capable hands then, Professor, with my gratitude. No, you needn’t get up. I’ll just see myself out so you can get right to work.”

Emily hardly dared to breathe. She could feel the weight of the Professor’s gaze bearing down upon her, although she could not bring herself to look up at him. Oh, what must he think of her? The sharp, clear ringing of a bell in that ponderous silence made her start and she lifted her eyes for a moment—just long enough to be ensnared by the Professor’s blue-gray stare. Caught, she found herself unable to look away, entranced like a bird by a snake until the arrival of the pretty redheaded girl broke the spell.

“You rang, Professor?”

“Please take Miss Blackwell to Examination Room Number Three and prepare her for the usual treatment regimen, Miss Sheldon. I’ll be along in a moment.”

“Of course.” She turned to Emily with a polite smile. “Please follow me, Miss Blackwell.”

The glint in the Professor’s eyes told Emily that she had no choice at all, that her choices had all vanished with her father. She was at his mercy now, and regardless of what she said or did he would give her this treatment exactly as he had promised her father he would. With a sigh of resignation she rose and followed the redheaded woman through the silent house past a number of closed doors until they went around a turn and passed into another part of the building.

Miss Sheldon directed her through the first doorway they came to there, and when the lights came up Emily gasped. A strange padded table with a cutaway section on one end occupied the center of the room, while odd devices whose purposes she could not begin to fathom were scattered about. A long counter took up the whole of the far wall, and its immaculate white tiles held a sundry of frightening medical and scientific instruments, some soaking in jars of alcohol, along with a number of metal canisters and glass jars. Yet another strange contraption of brass and wires hung suspended from the ceiling on a multi-jointed mechanical arm like some glistening, malevolent insect.

Emily’s heart stuttered and thumped wildly as she took it all in and little fingers of terror worried at her. What infernal purposes could all of these gadgets serve, and how were they to be used in her treatment?

“Now Miss Blackwell, if you’ll just step over here and remove your clothes…”

Emily blinked at the other woman in surprise. “My clothes?”

“Yes, Miss. The Professor must do a thorough medical examination before he can begin your treatment. It’s quite all right. I’m a nurse, but I have been trained as a ladies’ maid so I can assist you.”

The thought of being in Professor Feversham’s control was bad enough; Emily had no intention of rendering herself even more helpless. “Undress here? No. Absolutely not.”

Miss Sheldon threw a worried glance towards the door. “Miss, the Professor doesn’t stand for having his orders flouted. In this house he expects to be obeyed in all things, no matter who you are outside. And I swear to you that young women of far higher standing than your own have given way before him.”

 

Emily lifted her chin and clenched her teeth. This was her line in the sand. “I will not,” she stated.

Continue reading Hysteria…
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	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";
	}
}
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