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Claiming Princess Kailen

“IT IS WAR THEN,” I said as my father left his council chamber.

Only rarely did Prince Ildilar look his age, but now he seemed to bear every decade graven on his face.

“Everything leads us to believe so,” he replied. “The humans are massing troops along their borders, and their scouts and spies are abroad in force throughout the Broken Lands. The king is marshaling his army, but the season is late and it will take time.”

My father’s domain was a dagger thrust into the northern end of the Broken Lands, the ruinous marches between the elven kingdoms and the realms beyond. An endless series of wars had left nothing behind but bones and wreckage, and only the most desperate tried to live there. If the human armies spilled through that desolation once more, our lands would be the first in their path.

He focused on me with eyes that ached with ancient grief. “Kailen, tomorrow I am sending you to stay with Prince Delian. Even if this fortress endures, we will be cut off here. You have never experienced the horrors of a siege. I wish I had not.”

I tried every argument that I could think of, but my father refused to be swayed. The next day he placed me in a coach and I set out with a guard of eight knights towards the east, and safety.

Winter rains had already damaged the roads, and the ride proved anything but pleasant. As the coach swayed back and forth and bounced over deep ruts and potholes, I had to fight back waves of seasickness. I would far rather have been on a horse, but the commander of my guards had his orders; my father was afraid I would elude my guardians and try to ride back home. So I sat inside my little prison, bundled under a pile of blankets for warmth, and stared out into the gray world and tried not to think about my stomach.

Our way to the east led through the marges of the matted forest that stretched across the northern end of the Broken Lands. Legends spoke of grim creatures inhabiting its depths, although I discounted most of those as mere stories to frighten children. Nevertheless, I felt a chill settle through me as twilight descended and we fell into the shadows of the endless dark conifers that towered above the road. Night fell like a curtain around us, and in our little valley between the trees it was impossible to see my hand in front of my face until the guards lit a couple of torches. I heard them arguing about camping for the night, but the commander insisted that we ride through to the other side of the forest. I just wanted to get the wretched journey over with; I was cold and tired and sick, and as soon as I reached Prince Delian’s palace I planned to start bombarding my father with letters asking to come home.

Somehow I managed to fall asleep despite the horrible jolting and bouncing, but it was still pitch black outside when a noise jerked me awake. I caught the dying edges of it as I sat up and peered through the window—it sounded like a woman’s scream coming from somewhere in the forest. The coach came to a shuddering stop as the guards reined in their horses and milled around outside, muttering amongst themselves.

“What was that?” I wondered aloud, but no one could hear me inside the coach.

Another scream shattered the night, this one from the depths of the trees on the other side of the road. I lurched across the seat and peered out into the darkness, but I could see nothing but faint shadows of the forest eaves. The guards’ commander barked an order and swords sprang from their scabbards to gleam redly in the torchlight. Quickly the knights moved into a protective cordon around the coach, facing out into the night.

A third scream came, closer this time, on the opposite side of the road from the last one. As the knights turned their attention in that direction, something dark and fluid slipped quicker than thought between the trees to strike down one of my guards. Another shadow glided forward and another man fell, and then the whole world filled with screams—of dying men, of wounded horses, and my own of raw terror.

Torches dropped to the damp ground from lifeless fingers as battle swirled in the night beyond my windows. Here a riderless horse galloped past, there the pale shape of a knight collapsed and lay unmoving in the wake of passage of one of those terrible shadows. As quickly as they began, the sounds of carnage outside dwindled, but peering through the now-foggy windows I could see no sign of my defenders. Cold dread struck claws deep into me and I dropped to the floor and shivered under my pile of blankets, praying that whatever was out there would not notice me.

With a blow that rocked the entire coach the door beside me was torn from its hinges and flung away into the darkness. Even as I screamed, another blow ripped off half of the side of the coach with a shriek of splintering wood and tearing metal. From the folds of my blankets I stared wide-eyed into the night, straining to see what manner of creature had attacked. And something stared back.

Enormous yellow-green eyes peered into the ruined body of the coach, and somehow I knew they were not fooled by my paltry shelter of blankets. Horror gripped my throat so tightly that I could not even scream. A fallen torch flared suddenly, and by its glow I caught the outline of a broad, flat head with pointed ears. The eyes blinked once slowly, and as the torch guttered in the wind the head vanished once more into the shadows.

A dim shape took its place in the gaping hole, and I did scream then as powerful hands took hold of me and yanked me from my hiding place.

“Come on—out you come,” a voice said gruffly.

I was released outside of the coach, but I was trembling so badly I could not keep to my feet. I sank to the ground, shaking and sobbing in purest dread. When nothing further happened, though, I forced myself to look up at my captor.

He towered above me, an easy six feet of lean muscle wrapped in close-fitting black. Dark, shaggy hair caught the gleam of torchlight, and I could see that he was looking back up the road rather than down at me.

“You two hunt down the ones who fled. They can’t have gone far, and there must not be any survivors. When they’re dead, clean this mess up. We want no traces of what happened here.”

Yellow-green eyes stared down into mine. “Welcome, Princess Kailen. I apologize for the lack of introductions, but we don’t have much time. We’ve got to get out of sight before anyone comes looking for you.”

He pulled me to my feet and I cried out as a dagger flashed before me, but the blade sliced through clothing rather than flesh. In an instant he left me shivering with the frothy silks and lace of my dress puddled at my feet and only the thin fabric of my chemise between me and the cold. His gaze traveled the length of my body with eyes that glowed amber in the fading torchlight, sending chills through me that had nothing to do with the night air. A slow smile turned up his lips.

“Even better than I had hoped,” he murmured, and then whipped a dark cloak around me and scooped me up as though I weighed nothing. “Hurry now,” he called over his shoulder. “Dawn is short hours off, and all this must be disposed of before then.”

A low growl answered him, and I turned my head to see who he was talking to. Beside the slaughtered horses of my coach stood two enormous leopards with fur the color of midnight. Fangs longer than my fingers flashed scarlet as they snarled back at my captor, who grinned and laughed.

“You’ll get your chance,” he promised.

He spun and dashed into the forest with me cradled firmly against his chest. As the wind whipped past my face from the speed of his flight my heart rose to my throat, for I could see nothing but vague shapes and shadows. He seemed to know where every leaf and branch hung, though, and finally I became so numb from shock and fear that I could do nothing but huddle in his arms with my eyes clamped shut as he raced between the ebon trunks.

Hours passed and dawn came without him either slowing or tiring. Pressed against his chest I could hear his breathing and his heartbeat, and neither seemed strained. When the sun was high enough to send pale shafts piercing through the thick branches overhead, though, he finally slowed to a walk. After a minute he bent and stood me on my feet again.

“We’re here.”

Here was the wreck of an old castle, long abandoned and overgrown with trees and thick quilts of vine. The moat had long since filled in with silt and a faint path led through it and up to the fallen, rotted timbers of the gates. My captor herded me along the path before him into the weed-choked courtyard and to the squat round keep. The tower’s stone was gray with age and covered in lichen, but the heavy wooden door looked new and strong enough to resist any battering ram. He opened it with a careless nudge and pushed me inside. Chilled and weary, I trudged up flight after flight of stairs, past freezing rooms of bare stone and rotten, dusty piles of what might once have been furnishings until we reached another wooden door. Inside, coals glowed orange on an iron grate, and the air was warm enough that I could no longer see my breath. The door slammed behind me, making me jump, and the man went over and tossed several logs on the remnants of the fire. I dropped to my knees before it and thrust my hands towards the heat. Eventually my teeth stopped chattering and I looked up to find him watching me coolly.

Slowly I stood up and tried to meet his gaze. “Who are you?” 

“My name is Shadow.”

“That isn’t a name.”

His lips twitched. “It will do for you.”

“Where are we?”

“Home.”

“Whose home?”

“Our home.”

He made it sound very inclusive, and a thrill of terror shot through me. “What do you want from me?”

This time he grinned while his eyes gloated over my barely-clad form. “Everything.”

I swallowed hard. “My father is the prince of this land. He is very rich. He can give you—”

“Absolutely nothing. I am richer than your father, Kailen, for I now possess his greatest treasure. And I will never give it up.”

Shadow took a step towards me and I blanched and flinched away. When he saw my reaction he laughed softly. “You are afraid, but you aren’t afraid enough. Not yet.”

He strode to the far side of the room so that the fire grate lay between us and relaxed against the wall. “Open the door.”

The words seemed to mean nothing and I stood there looking at him.

“Do it,” he ordered. “Open the door. Try to run.”

Hesitantly I slid across the floor and gripped the icy iron handle of the door. When he still made no move I gave the door a tug, and it swung ponderously open. Shadow remained where he was, watching me with mockery in his eyes. I took a deep breath and thrust myself out onto the stairwell, pulling the door shut behind me with all my strength. However slim, it might be my one chance to get away. If I could hide in the forest until nightfall, I could try to get back to the road and somehow back home.

I had not made it down three steps before the door behind me slammed open and death stared at me from yellow-green eyes set in a triangular face covered in short black fur. Before I could blink the creature had covered the distance between us and steaming breath scorched my face from between fangs powerful enough to bite my leg in two. I flung myself back against the wall and screamed until I thought my throat must tear. The beast screamed back, sending echoes down the staircase until the whole tower shook. I knew then that I was going to die.

And then the beast shifted and Shadow stood before me once more, looking down on me with eyes that still glowed.

“Now you’re afraid,” he whispered.

“Were-leopard,” I gasped, struggling for air as my chest heaved and heart pounded. “You’re a were-leopard.”

“Yes. And you are mine. Come.”

He took my hand and pulled me back into the room with the fire. Gathering an armful of wood and a flaming log he motioned me to follow him into an adjoining room. This one was much smaller, and the fire Shadow started quickly sent waves of blessed heat through the air. The room had two windows, both blocked with thick iron bars and sturdy oak shutters, and the only furnishings were a narrow bed tucked against the wall across from the fireplace and a tiny, ancient table. Shadow made a sweeping gesture.

“Your suite, milady.”

Something twisted inside me, and hot tears sprang to my eyes. Before I could object he swept the cloak from my shoulders and slashed away my white chemise with his dagger so that I stood naked before him. Trembling with shame and fright, I attempted to cover myself from his burning gaze, but I knew it was purest folly. He could take what he wanted whenever he wanted and there was nothing I could do to stop him.

He read the thoughts in my eyes and laughed.

“Oh, foolish little princess,” he chuckled. “I won’t have to force you. You will come to me. You’ll crawl and beg for it because you won’t be able to help yourself.”

“Never,” I bit out between chattering teeth.

His arms swept me up against him, pulling me close against the lean hardness of his body. Despite myself I sank into the heat of him; he was so warm and I was so very cold. With my face pressed against his chest I could smell him—sharp, tangy, pungent—and something about that scent set off a heat deep within me. Warm hands glided down the curve of my back to the swell of my buttocks. One hand gripped that tender flesh until it hurt, while with the finger of another he traced along the sensitive cleft between until I gasped from the raw, delicious pleasure of it.

I found myself looking up into burning yellow-green eyes, and when he pressed his lips against mine I could not resist. I was devoured by warm velvet, his mouth hungry and searching, first caressing and then nibbling—my lips, along my jaw, behind my ear, until my body seemed to ring with the hot blood pounding through me. I writhed against him and his mouth came back to mine, his tongue flitting across my lips until I opened for him.

I had never let any man kiss me this way before, and the swirling of his tongue against mine took my breath away. By now I was no longer cold; fires raged within me with a throbbing intensity I could never have imagined.

Nipples tightened and crinkled into naked bundles of nerves that screamed as Shadow’s clothes rubbed against them, while between my legs my clit swelled to a hard little ache, and the hidden depths of my pussy trembled with a sudden devastating need that I had no name for. I only knew that I craved something there, something to fill this terrible longing. I moaned against the tongue darting in my mouth, grinding my hips against him mindlessly, helplessly, unaware of what I was doing, possessed by my lust.

Suddenly Shadow broke away and pushed me back. I stood there gasping, my body wracked with pangs of fearsome desire. He saw; he saw how my body had betrayed me, and we both knew that my ‘Never’ was a lie.

With a laugh of contempt he spun me back against the bed, bending me over the icy blankets and pushing my legs apart. I burned with shame at having my most private places spread wide to his leering gaze, and still more because I knew then that even if I could have resisted him, I would not.

His hand went between my legs, fingertips brushing along my thigh, slowly moving higher and higher until he was touching my swollen nether lips and feeling the moisture he had wrung from me there. Slowly he pressed deeper, and I shuddered as he slipped along the sodden entrance to my pussy. He teased me with little strokes of his fingertips, as though he might go deeper but each time pulling back. I tried thrusting myself back onto him, but he denied me.

A whimper clawed its way from my throat. “Please. Please.”

Fingers spread me open, slippery from the juices pouring from within. A hot drop built and rolled down my thigh, and then another. Slowly Shadow pressed inside of me, fingertips thrusting into that tight, clinging tunnel. And then he stopped.

“You’re still a virgin,” he breathed. “I had hoped for that, but…”

Gently he began to work his fingers in and out in a slow rhythm, and I rocked my hips along with him. He was careful not to press too deeply, though.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

“What?”

“Reach down and touch yourself. You can feel that tight knot aching between your legs. Touch it.”

I flushed and buried my head in the blankets to hide my shame. In the deepest, darkest depths of night I had touched myself there, but I had never, ever imagined doing it where anyone else could see. It was humiliating, but I did as he demanded. Guiltily my fingers coaxed the knob of my clit out from its hiding place within my folds and caressed it with light little swirls. The taut flesh seemed to resonate against my touch, throbbing in time to Shadow’s measured thrusts. Waves of heat crawled from it into my belly, down to my pussy and ass, and then up through my core to my breasts until my nipples swelled and burned with it.

It was too much, more sensation than I had ever had in my life. Overwhelmed, I panted against the blankets and rubbed myself harder and faster, shoving myself wildly against Shadow’s probing fingers. Sharp moans echoed through the room and with a shock I realized those noises were coming from me, and then the sizzling tension simmering inside of me finally boiled over.

With a cry that I felt all the way through me, I squeezed down on Shadow’s hand with my thighs so he couldn’t move, trapping his fingers inside of me. Again and again I spasmed against him as skyrockets of brilliant, scalding pleasure exploded within me and left me wrung out and trembling, too overcome to move.

I felt Shadow’s weight sink onto the bed beside me and looked up into eyes agleam with amusement. Slowly, deliberately he licked my juices from his long fingers.

“Now you know what you are,” he said quietly, “and what you will be from now on. Try and fight it if you like, but in the end you will crawl and beg me to finish what I started tonight.”

The door thudded shut behind him and I heard a heavy bolt sink home, leaving me alone with my shame. With a sob I buried myself in the blankets and cried until no more tears would come, because I knew he was right. In the end, I would beg him for release.

Shadow woke me later when he came in to add wood to the fire and bring me some food. With the windows shuttered I could not tell how long I slept, but it must have been several hours. Starving, I crawled from the bed and began to wolf down what he had placed on the table. He watched me as I stood there naked and shivering, and after a few moments he disappeared into the other room and returned with a floor-length black fur cloak which he handed to me without a word. Gratefully I wrapped it around me and stood as close to the fire as I dared.

Slowly my shivering subsided as the heat soaked into the buttery leather of the cloak. I pulled it tightly around me and that was when I noticed the faint pentagonal markings in the fur. I had seen them before—on Shadow when he wore his leopard guise on the staircase. I spun and looked at him in horror.

“Her name was Silk,” he stated flatly. “She was my mate.”

My mouth went dry. “Did you kill her?” I whispered.

“No. Your father did.”

That was the last thing in the world I expected. “What?”

“Five of us were living in your father’s domain with our mates and children when someone gave away what we are. For fifty years our families had dwelt there and caused no trouble for anyone, and then your father’s soldiers came to drive us out. We dared not fight, for they were too many and we had our women and children to consider, so we fled into the Broken Lands. Life was difficult and leaving everything we had behind was bitter, but we survived—until we strayed into the territory of a centaur herd. We didn’t know until too late; our scouts were young and didn’t recognize the signs.

“The herd struck at night and half of us were dead before we knew what had happened. The rest of us fled with the herd in pursuit. One after another they picked us off, until only the three of us were left. We had lost everything that meant anything to us except the desire for revenge, and so each of us took the skin from the one he loved most and holds it as a token of what was.”

“Why give it to me?”

Shadow’s lip curled in a snarl. “Because I am inclined to pity. You wear that cloak for warmth, and to remind me of what I have lost. I need not worry about being overly compassionate when I see her—it—wrapped around you.”

I shuddered, understanding now why he had chosen me, and that he would never let me go. I was lost to my family and would never see my home again. And yet…

I had woken up starving, but that hunger was not the only craving within me. The man who captured me had awakened whole new dimensions of my body to me, and the mere sight of Shadow’s taut muscles and dark features set me to trembling and aching inside once more. I cursed my weakness, but my body cared nothing for that and my nether lips grew moist at the memory of his kiss and of his hands upon me. I could only be grateful that the cloak hid my swollen nipples from his mocking gaze. Not that he didn’t know. He knew. I could see it in his eyes.

“What are you going to do with me?”

I could see the fangs lurking within his fierce grin. “Once I have made you fully mine, you will bear me children to replace what I have lost. That is my vengeance on your father. His only daughter will breed with the creatures he loathes and have their children. Before he dies under human swords I will look him in the eyes and tell him exactly what has become of his beloved daughter.”

My pussy quivered as he talked of breeding. “Please, not that,” I begged.

“Your mouth denies, but I can smell your sex, little princess. You will soon come and beg for me to plant my seed within you.”

“No! Please. Find someone else. There must be many village girls who would gladly bear children to such as you.”

He laughed softly. “And you would not?”

I looked away. “Will they be… like you?”

“We always breed true,” he said. “It is part of our magic, our curse.”

“I won’t do it. I can’t.”

“Soon,” he said. “You will come soon.”

That evening I began to serve them. The other two were Whisper and Claw, and while not as fearsome as Shadow they both radiated darkness even when they wore their human forms. Whisper almost never spoke, but his eyes followed my every move as I cleaned and prepared our meals. Claw was youngest of the trio, with a face still unlined and eyes bright as sword points. Under other circumstances I imagine I might have been quite taken with his dark good looks, but when I closed my eyes there was only Shadow.

Every time he walked by I caught his scent—a wild tang that made my senses reel and set my pussy quivering. While his cruel smile made my heart race from fear, it also made my nipples harden and my clit swell, and the look of hunger in his eyes got me instantly wet. That night I fought it, and after he had bolted me in my room I tossed on my bed in anguish, fighting for sleep. But my body was not going to surrender that easily.

Biting my lip, I slid my fingers down my mound and teased my clit to full hardness. Hot prickles of pleasure spread out from that little nub to start a deep, insistent throb in my pussy. With a moan I moved my fingers to where Shadow’s had been, pressing into the slickness of my tunnel to feel the membrane inside that meant that I was still a maiden. Shadow would claim that; tomorrow, or the day after, perhaps. No longer than that. And I would beg him to do it.

Fingers now slick with my nectar I moved back to my clit, frantic to get some release so I could sleep for a while and forget. As my breathing sped up I closed my eyes, and found hot yellow-green looking back at me in the darkness of my mind. I imagined his scent, the rough warmth of his hands on my skin, and felt myself beginning to burn. I ached inside, the walls of my pussy fluttering like a hummingbird’s wing with the strength of my desire. But I could not reach the edge, and release eluded me. Fingertips danced against the swollen flesh of my clit until I wanted to weep from frustration, but even thinking of myself spread wide open for Shadow and his fingers thrusting inside of me was not enough.

At last I gave up and hid under my blankets. My entire body was on fire, and there was only one way to quench the flames. I fought for long minutes with myself, longing to go and wake Shadow and plead with him to fill me, but I clenched my jaw and forced myself to lie still in my bed. I would not submit to him; not that easily. I slept very little.

The next morning when I took Shadow’s breakfast plate to clean it he grabbed me by the wrist. He looked hard at the hand I had used to try to satisfy myself, and up into my eyes, and then he laughed. Those mocking peals followed me as I fled to my room and hid in shame, but I could not hide from myself.

I made it until nightfall. Again I lay in bed, a prickling heat burning between my legs and into my belly that demanded some response, and I knew I could not make it through another night like the last. By then I really didn’t care about my pride, or how I had been shamed, or why he was doing this. The only thing that mattered was the wanting, and I wanted him so badly I could no longer stand it.

Slipping from the warmth of my bed I shrugged on the fur cloak and padded out into the big room. Shadow sat at a table with Whisper and Claw, sharing a jug of wine and talking quietly about before. He looked up as I came out of the door, cloak clutched tightly around me, and his eyes narrowed. As I walked up to him the conversation stopped. I couldn’t meet his eyes.

“Shadow…” My voice broke.

“Beg,” he said simply. There was no mercy in his tone.

“Please.”

“No, little princess,” he said. “You have to beg. Take off the cloak, kneel before me, and beg me to take you.”

I looked up, eyes wide in horror, my glance turning to Whisper and Claw who stared back impassively. “Please don’t make me do that. Not in front of them.”

Shadow looked at me and sighed. “Do as I say.”

Tears slid down my cheeks as I let the fur cloak fall from around my shoulders and sank naked to the cold stone floor. I bowed my head and fought back a sob. “Please.”

“Still not good enough. Beg me to fuck you. Beg me to plant my seed inside you and make you mine.”

“No.”

It was an empty defiance. We both knew that. He simply waited, eyes colder than the stone.

“Please, Shadow. Please fuck me. Please fuck me and plant your seed in me. I’ll have your children, as many as I can. I’ll do anything you want, but please…”

It was as though someone else spoke with my voice. I could not believe that those words came from my lips. Even if he never touched me, we both knew that he had won. I would always be his, now.

“That’s better.” 

Shadow stood up, swept me and my cloak into his arms, and carried me to the room where he slept without even bother shutting the door. The smell of him was intoxicating—raw and wild and hot—and I breathed as deeply of him as I could while he held me close. I was already wet. With a flick of his wrist he flung my cloak over the bed, and then dropped me on top of it. The black fur was deliciously soft against my bare skin, but I could not forget that it had once been his mate. I lifted up, intending to slide off of it.

“Not on this, Shadow.”

“Be still.”

I froze, staring wide-eyed from the sudden iron in his voice, but he simply began taking off his clothes. I had never—never—seen a man naked before, and I found that I was unable to look away as he bared himself to me. Sleek olive skin was painted over whipcord muscles that rippled with every move he made. Powerful shoulders sat atop a broad, deep chest, and my fingers longed to trace the dark line of hair that ran down the smooth hardness of his stomach. Below that… I wanted to look away, to preserve some fragment of maidenly modesty, but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. His manhood jutted rigidly from his loins, pointing towards me as though it could sense me, and to my fearful eyes it seemed dauntingly huge. That was going to take my maidenhead? It seemed impossible. Surely there was no way it could ever fit inside such a small opening?

But Shadow was in no hurry to make the attempt. Glowing like the hot coals in the fire, his eyes roamed across my exposed body and settled on the half-hidden crease of my sex. A growl rumbled deep in his chest as he grabbed my knees and pulled me to the edge of the bed so that my legs hung over the edge on either side of him and my pink slit quivered naked and exposed. I had no idea what he intended when he bent down, and terror made me try to sit up straight when I felt the heat of his breath steam across my bare skin.

“Be still,” he commanded again, holding me firmly down.

I lay back against the fur, my body trembling, faltering somewhere between lust and fear, but when the wet heat of his tongue crept across my swollen clit I almost came off of the bed again. Unable to move, I gasped and clenched my hands into the furs. Using just the tip, Shadow swirled his tongue around that hard little knob over and over until my entire lower body tingled. Searing jolts of pleasure sizzled through my core; my nipples crinkled and ached, the muscles in my bottom tightened, and the walls of my pussy began to pulsate in a savage beat that begged for Shadow’s hard manhood to make me a woman. I thrashed and twisted on the bed like a wild thing as he taught me new meanings of pleasure.

When his tongue left my clit I let out a whimper, but Shadow was not done with me, yet. He moved slowly down my slit, his tongue wet against my swollen lips as he licked away the nectar glistening there. As he reached the slick opening of my pussy and probed inside, my breath caught and my muscles tensed. His hands held my legs wide to spread me fully, and then his tongue dove deep, soaking in my juices and stroking my throbbing pink tunnel until I thought I would explode.

After a short minute of bliss Shadow leaned back and licked his lips. “You taste different,” he murmured. “Tamer, somehow. Sweeter.”

He stood up and his engorged cock swayed between my legs. I braced myself for his assault, but he only took the shaft in his hand and rubbed the head up and down the slippery groove of my slit a few times. Though his eyelids had half-closed, I could still feel him watching me.

“Your turn, little princess,” he growled, and pulled me off of the bed to land with a thump on the floor before him. “I want to see those sweet lips wrapped around my cock before I break you.”

I stared up at him, eyes wide in disbelief, and then my eyes dropped to the rigid shaft hovering scant inches away from my face. A sudden longing to take it in my mouth and taste it the way that Shadow had tasted me overcame me. Hesitantly I reached out, my fingers unsure, and touched it. It was warm satin beneath my fingertips, smooth and hard as iron. I felt him shiver slightly as I ran my fingers down his length, exploring. When I reached the base I curled my fingers around it and he lay hot in my grip, pulsating slowly in time to his heartbeat. He was so thick that my fingers would not meet around his girth, and I had no idea how I was going to fit him inside of my mouth, but desire drove me now and I was absolutely determined that I would do so.

I moved him to my mouth and gave the purple head a tentative lick, and then another, tasting the musk of my sex on him. Remembering Shadow’s efforts earlier, I swirled my tongue around him, slowly licking every bit of the head down to its flared base. He jumped a little in my hand and I slid my lips over him, stretching my mouth wide to take his head inside of me. A hiss of indrawn breath encouraged me, and I continued lashing his head with my tongue as I struggled to fit more of him into my mouth. I discovered that as long as I kept him wet he slid in more easily, but even so my jaw ached from stretching to hold him. The salty tang of his skin drew me on, and his wild, spicy smell ignited a lust between my legs that made me crave his cock—to taste it, to have him drive it between my legs, or into my mouth. I wanted him to use it on every part of me.

I found myself sucking frantically in an attempt to get every inch of him inside of me, to feel every bit of his skin with my tongue and my mouth. Hands gripped the side of my head and suddenly he was moving me, sliding my head back and forth so that his shaft moved in and out of my mouth. I let myself go and swirled my tongue around him, trying to keep him wet and savoring the taste and texture of him. There was nothing in the world except that thick cock in my mouth, his rich, dark smell, and the heavy, salty taste of sex slowly oozing from the tip of his manhood.

The head of his cock pushed against the back of my throat and I started to gag. In sudden panic I tried to back away, but his hands held me firmly and he continued rocking me on his shaft. Once more the tip pressed far enough to make me gag, and tears rolled down my cheeks as I whimpered against the hot meat filling my mouth. I felt like I was choking, and had to fight for breath.

Gradually Shadow eased back, drawing his slippery member from between my lips until I was free and able to gasp for air.

“You’ll do better in time,” he said.

He gave me no time to recover. Swiftly he lifted me and bent me over the bed, pushing my legs wide apart so he could stand between them. His cock was a hot, pulsing need pressed against the soft skin of my ass. Rough hands shifted me around until I was positioned where he wanted me, and then that steel shaft pressed between my legs, sliding against my sopping hole. He rubbed it against me, teasing, letting it slip past to rub along my pink slit to brush against my aching clit.

“Please, Shadow,” I whimpered. “Please. Please.”

Suddenly his head sank into my throbbing wetness, and he thrust hard. I felt myself stretching and it hurt—oh gods it hurt—and then I tore and I cried out against the furs at the pain. But he was inside me, then, every bit of him inside of me and despite the pain I felt full and that terrible aching emptiness that had been crying out for him was finally satisfied. His hands gripped my hips and he fucked me hard, his thighs slapping against mine as he shoved himself in me to the hilt again and again. The burning between my legs swept through my whole body and I clawed at the bed, mewling wordlessly at the sensation building inside of me. Pleasure did not describe it—it was a flaming intensity that consumed me, that swept me up and carried me away and I couldn’t see or hear anything except my pulse pounding in my ears.

I screamed again, this time in ecstasy rather than pain, grinding my ass back against Shadow’s hips to hold him inside of me as my juices gushed around him until we were both covered in slippery fluids. His fingers dug into my ass and he slammed into me hard enough to drive me into the bed until I felt his cock jump and jerk inside of me, filling me with his hot cum.

I was a maiden no more.

After that I was truly his, and he took me as often as he pleased, whenever he pleased. Despite my soreness the next day, he fucked me twice. Then it was twice every day after that, unless it was three times. Shadow used me for his pleasure without a thought for my own, but I never failed to come, screaming my release into the dark silence of the forest that surrounded us. I loved it. I wallowed in it like a pig in mud. I did whatever he asked without hesitation or guilt. I would have gladly let him fuck me ten times a day if he wanted.

Weeks passed this way with no lessening of his ardor, or my desire to be used by him. Whisper and Claw took to staying away for large parts of the day, and sometimes stayed out all night. Shadow told me they were hunting, but whether it was for food or some other prey he refused to say. At any rate they were obviously put out by our constant rutting in front of them. I didn’t particularly care about that, either. All I knew was that I felt more alive than I could ever remember.

Sometime during the second month everything changed.

One night after Shadow carried me off and dropped me onto his bed he stopped short. Green-yellow eyes stared at me so intently that I squirmed, uncomfortable beneath his gaze for the first time in weeks.

“What is it?”

A long sigh escaped him. “You’re pregnant.”

“I am?” I didn’t know what to think. Shadow and this old castle had come to be my whole world, and it was hard to imagine there being more.

“Yes, you are.”

He placed a palm against my belly and held it there for a minute with his eyes closed, and then he stripped off my fur cloak and took me in his bed, more gently this time than was his wont. Afterwards he lay beside me for a long time, rather than sending me back to my own bed. Finally he sat up and stretched, his muscles dark, rippling shadows in the firelight.

“There is one more thing that must be done,” he said.

“What?”

He stood up beside the bed. “Stretch out your legs above the blankets.”

When I had done so he looked into my eyes. “This will hurt, but remain perfectly still and no harm will come to you. I swear it.”

A sliver of fear slid along my spine. “Wait. What are you doing?”

Before I could get the words out Shadow had shifted and I was staring at the fearsome visage of a black leopard instead. I tried to swallow, but my mouth had gone dry. He started to move towards me and without thinking I flinched. With a fearsome snarl he placed one gigantic paw over my knee to hold me still. I tried to be brave; I knew that it was really just Shadow, but still I trembled like a leaf. I forced myself not to flinch away from him again, though.

He opened his mouth and gently took my thigh in his jaws, and then he bit down. As those dagger-like fangs pierced my skin I screamed, and they sank still deeper, almost an inch into my flesh. Pain tore through my leg and all that kept me from thrashing around and tearing myself open was that paw holding me down.

It lasted only a second before Shadow’s jaws relinquished their grip. The agony was worse than anything I had ever known, but then his hot, rough tongue lapped against my hurts and began soothing them away. I had become such a slave to my lusts that even with the pain it didn’t take long before wicked thoughts of other ways that tongue might soothe me started to creep into my mind. Shadow had other ideas, though, and once the bleeding had stopped he shifted back to his human form.

“And now the claiming is complete. I have marked you as mine, so all others will know. And being the first female to bear children among us will give you a higher status.”

“First? You mean there will be others?”

“Now that you are with my child, Whisper and Claw will begin to hunt for their own mates. They waited because we all agreed that I should be the leader, and thus the first to mate.”

A wave of relief washed over me. For a moment I thought that Shadow was going to bring home more females of his own.

He must have read my expression, for he shook his head. “We never have more than one mate at a time. While it might work with two elves or humans, two she-leopards would fight to the death.”

He carried me to my bed and bade me rest, and for the next two days he cared for me so my leg would heal properly. During that time I saw no sign of either Whisper or Claw, and by the third day I felt well enough that Shadow resumed fucking me—three times that afternoon, because he claimed that pregnant females were more attractive.

When I woke up two days later, I found that Whisper and Claw had returned some time during the night. Shadow was up talking to them when I got out of bed, and by their looks I could tell that he had told them I was with his child. There were other looks, though, that I had never seen from them before—darker looks, hungry looks. Both of them looked at me the same way that Shadow did whenever he carried me off to fuck me, and for the first time in many days I felt frightened again.

Night came and a fearsome storm raged outside, rattling the shutters and wailing through cracks in the walls. I was sitting in my room before the fireplace, huddled within my cloak for warmth when Shadow called. When I came out, the three of them stood before the huge fire roaring in the grate, watching me. My heart began to pound, but I tried to ignore the cold terror that washed through me. Hadn’t Shadow claimed me? Wasn’t I carrying his child? What did I have to fear?

“Strip, little princess,” Shadow ordered, his voice soft against the crackling of the flames.

Butterflies trembled deep in my stomach, but I did as he bade and laid the cloak over the back of a chair so that I stood naked before them. I still felt shame at being stripped before the other two, and I held my head down with my eyes downcast and tried not to shiver.

“Now, little princess, hear me. I have claimed you and you are mine to do with as I wish. And what I wish is for you to please Whisper and Claw. You will do whatever they ask. Do you understand?”

My heart seemed to shrivel inside of me. “But I thought… I thought you never had more than one mate?”

“Foolish one. Your place is not to think. While we never have more than one mate, sometimes those mates are shared when there are not enough to go around, for it keeps hot blood from boiling over. This is such a time. Now that you are pregnant, I may share you without worrying about you bearing another’s child. So until Whisper and Claw find their own mates, you will please them.”

“I wished only to belong to you,” I whispered.

“And so you do, body and soul. And I tell you that you will do this. Do you gainsay me?”

The edge to his voice drew tears. “No, Shadow.”

“Your father cost them just as much as he cost me. You will apologize to them. And then you will beg them the way that you begged me.”

A sob tore past my throat, but I kneeled on the frigid, gray stone and bowed my head. “I beg you to forgive my impertinence, Whisper, Claw. Take me and use me for your pleasure. I will do anything that you wish. Please fuck me. Use me however you like. Please…”

I had thought that I was broken to Shadow’s will before; now I knew the full extent of my subjugation, and the last barriers slipped away. I finally understood that there was nothing I would not do, nothing he could not command of me that I would not accept.

As Whisper and Claw began taking off their clothes, Shadow tossed a pile of blankets and furs onto the floor. I took my place on them without raising my eyes. A knot of cold fear clenched my stomach, but at the same time my body stirred at the thought of what those two were going to do to me, and I felt myself getting moist.

Fingers tucked under my chin and lifted my head. Whisper stood before me, his cock an ache crying out to be soothed, his amber eyes smoldering as they bored into mine.

“Let us see if that mouth of yours is as good as Shadow claims,” he said.

He was almost as long as Shadow but not as thick, so it was easier to wrap my lips around the hard flesh of his manhood. I drew him inside me slowly, giving him time to enjoy it and let his excitement build, and as I sucked and licked his breath became a harsh rasp.

While I pleasured Whisper with my mouth, Claw moved to kneel behind me. Long, firm fingers gripped my ass to spread me wide, and I felt him shudder as the hot flesh of his cock slid into that warm crevice between my cheeks.

“It has been so long,” he breathed, his breath hot against my neck.

After giving himself a few moments to savor the snug fit he began to move, slowly rubbing himself along the bottom of that dark channel. With each stroke he rubbed against the sensitive ring of my ass, and hot tingles spread from there to my pussy and to my clit. I had never felt anything like it, and it was driving me wild with longing to have a cock inside me, stretching me and filling me. I whimpered against Whisper’s hard rod in my mouth.

“I think you woke her up, Claw,” the older man laughed.

“I must have her,” Claw said, his voice shaking. “Hold her while I get under; that way I won’t disturb you.”

Whisper’s hands gripped me under the arms and lifted while Claw raised my legs to slide beneath me. He laid prone, his long cock a spear pointed straight at my drooling pussy. Carefully Whisper lowered me onto him, Claw guiding the head to my entrance, and I was so wet that he slid straight in and I found myself straddling him, impaled on his hips with Whisper’s thick manhood still deep in my mouth.

Once we were settled, Claw gripped my hips again and began to rock me back and forth on his shaft. The sensation of both of their cocks buried inside me at once overwhelmed me so that for a few moments I could not even move, but slowly I came to myself and found that I could swivel my hips with Claw and grind my clit against him while using the swaying of my body to fuck Whisper’s iron rod with my mouth.

A fiery tingling surged through my lower body, churning through my quavering pussy as I impaled myself again and again on Claw. A slow flush crept up my torso, prickling in my breasts and making my pink nipples swell and harden. The young man beneath me saw that, and released my hips to grasp my breasts instead. I took over fucking him while he stroked and rubbed my burning nipples, sending jolts of searing pleasure down through me to join with those erupting from my clit and pussy.

Whisper pulsed in my mouth, and I tasted hints of the salty musk of his seed on the back of my tongue. If he was anything like Shadow, I knew that he would not last much longer. I sucked him harder, caressing his plump, swollen balls with one hand; Shadow liked that.

With the thought of Shadow I flicked my eyes around. All this time he had been leaning against the wall and watching, but I could no longer see him. At that moment I felt a presence behind me, and hands that I knew were his stroked and then clenched in the flesh of my ass. It startled me, but I did not pause my wild ride on Claw’s shaft; I was utterly lost to pleasure and could not have stopped, could not have even thought of stopping.

Again hands spread my ass open, exposing my most secret places, and soft rubbing against the puckered little ring hidden there spread that delicious warmth through my whole bottom. I felt my muscles clenching and twitching beneath his fingers until I thought I would die of ecstasy, so that I hardly noticed when he worked one finger inside and began fucking me with his first knuckle in time with my rocking atop Claw.

Soon he had worked a second finger in, and now a new hunger came over me, a dark hunger that even after all else that I had done I felt ashamed of feeling. Shadow had taken me every other way; now I wanted to feel his hard cock in my ass, to take my virginity there as he had taken that of my other passage.

Apparently Shadow had the same thought, for he withdrew his fingers and I felt his thick head slide between my cheeks to press against that rosy pucker. For an instant fear flared through me as I remembered the pain of our first joining, and I knew that this entrance was far tighter and more difficult, but I was so caught up in the moment, so lost completely drenched in pleasure that it washed the fear away.

Slowly Shadow thrust forward, pressing himself through my tight little ring until his head lodged inside, and I gave a gurgling scream around Claw’s manhood. It hurt; it hurt far worse than losing my virginity had. It felt as though he was tearing me in half, but Shadow didn’t stop. He thrust and pressed inch after inch into me until I felt his loins come to rest against the curve of my ass, and before I could even get used to the sensation of being filled with his cock there he began to move.

He timed it with my movements on Claw so that they alternately filled me, stretching and stuffing me until my mind reeled from the overwhelming sensations rushing through my body. I could no longer move at all and the three of them had to take over, Whisper fucking my face, Claw pounding my throbbing cunt, Shadow grinding into my ass.

Whisper came first, spilling his cum into my mouth, its thick, cloying taste choking against my tongue. As best I could I swallowed it and sucked him hard to milk every drop from his shaft, licking him clean as he pulled away. Despite my efforts I couldn’t swallow it all, and it spilled over my lips to run down my chin.

Within moments Claw followed him, his hands on my waist clamping me down tight against his hips as he drove his manhood as deeply into me as he could. His cock twitching inside of me sent me spiraling into my own orgasm, and I cried out until I was out of breath while my muscles spasmed around the two cocks piercing me. As my ass clamped down on Shadow he grunted and sent jets of hot cum shooting deep into my bowels.

I could barely move the next day, and it was two more days after that before I could walk without limping, but after the soreness wore off I was eager to have all three of them again as often as I could. Long weeks passed where I did my best to satisfy all three of their wild, burning lusts, taking them one after another or all at once as it pleased them, until I felt as though I lived for nothing but pleasure and the memories of my old life grew fainter every day. A part of me regretted it when Whisper and Claw finally brought home mates of their own, and I was left with only Shadow’s needs to fulfill.

When word eventually reached me that my father’s castle had fallen to the human armies, I found that I didn’t care much. That part of my life was over; my life revolved around my service to Shadow, and our children. I did wonder if he ever fulfilled his promise to torment my father with my fate, but when I asked he would only smile and refuse to answer.

“Concern yourself with today, little princess,” he would say, and then sweep me into his arms and carry me away to fuck me again and again until once more the past disappeared in the glow of my orgasms.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek of the next princess story, Sidonie’s Tale. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

Princesses in Bondage

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ]






Sneak Peek: Sidonie’s Tale

A WHILE LATER I JERKED MY HEAD UP. Somehow I had fallen asleep, and the sound of the cabin door creaking open woke me as the human warrior with the gold circlet entered the cabin. Richelle stirred at the noise, and shrank back into a tiny ball against the wall when she saw him. Ignoring us both until he had lit half a dozen lamps, he snagged a chair with his booted foot and sat down in it with his arms folded across the back. He examined us both carefully, dark mockery playing in his eyes.

“Such pretty little playthings,” he said.

“Who are you?” I managed to stammer out.

“I am Prince Jerzeg of Dakkur. The fine fleet and army that conquered your city belong to me. And now so do you.”

“Please,” I said, struggling to my knees. “Our father, King Jeoffroi, can ransom us. Only imagine the wealth that could be yours—he would ruin his entire kingdom to have us restored to him safely.”

Jerzeg shrugged. “True. But I have no wish to lose my greatest prizes. How many human lords get to fuck the daughter of an elf king? You,” he said, nodding towards Richelle, “are part of the loot claimed by our high priests. They may decide to sacrifice you. Or they may decide to do worse.” He turned to me. “You are luckier, Sidonie. I have claimed you for myself.”

In sudden fear I shuddered and drew back, but he merely laughed as he rose and walked over to me. A callused hand brushed softly against my cheek. “Such a beautiful little princess you are,” he murmured. “I’m sure I got the best of the three. Are you still a maiden, lovely one? Adrien said that he believed you are, but I find it very hard to believe.”

I forced myself not to flinch away from him. “No man has touched me.”

“That is about to change.”

He knelt beside me and his hands brushed over my nipples before I could cover myself. Even as I squealed and threw myself backwards, I felt those pink cherries pucker and swell. Frantic, I scooted back as far from him as the chains would allow and tried to disregard the prickling heat surging through my breasts.

“None of that, now,” Jerzeg cautioned as he rose to his feet. “I don’t tolerate disobedience.”

In response I aimed a kick at his knee, but he stepped back before my foot connected. The movement left me exposed, though, and his eyes smoldered as my pink slit lay revealed to him. Again he moved towards me and I launched another kick at him, this time whacking his shin before he could dodge.

“I warned you, little princess.”

Jerzeg pulled a thick leather strap from a hook on the side of a wardrobe and smacked it across his hand. I quailed at the though of being struck with it, but I had made up my mind that I would not surrender to him without a fight. Whatever he wanted from me, he would have to take. Perhaps if I was lucky I could get him to kill me before I had to endure the indignities he wished to commit. I lifted my chin and steeled myself for what was to come.

“I will not submit,” I said, unable to keep a quaver from my voice. “You can beat me to death, but I will not submit.”

His eyes narrowed and an evil chuckle rumbled in his chest. “You have much to learn about punishment.”

Thick fingers buried themselves in Richelle’s dark auburn hair and jerked her roughly to her feet. She let out a wail and her hands clawed at his, but he ignored her struggles and slammed her face-first against the wall. The hand holding the leather strap drew back and then struck with a harsh crack. My sister shrieked in agony as an angry red stripe appeared across the creamy skin of her buttocks. Too shocked to react, I could only watch in horror as Jerzeg struck again, then Richelle’ next scream pierced the fog shrouding my mind and I hurled myself forward against my chains.

“Stop!” I cried. “Please, Your Highness, stop. I beg you.”

He responded with two more blows that left scarlet welts criss-crossed on white before glancing back at me. “The punishment is not complete. Be still.”

Again and again he struck, until I had to cover my ears to block out the terrible cries from my sister and I rocked back and forth racked with my own sobs. At the count of ten Jerzeg released his grip on Richelle’s hair, and she dropped like a dead thing to the floor where she curled into a sobbing fetal ball. Eyes wide in horror, I stared up at the prince. He ran the strap slowly through his fingers as he considered me.

“Defiance has a price, and it will be your sister who pays it. I promised to hand her over to the priests unspoiled—that does not mean that I can’t cause her more pain than you can imagine. Do you understand?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“You will submit to me. You will do anything I ask, without question, or I will hurt her while you watch. I can go on hurting her for days, the entire voyage back to my home. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Your Highness,” I whispered. “I’ll do anything you want. Please don’t hurt her anymore.”

“Good. Now we will begin your second lesson—obedience. Kneel, Princess.”

Continue reading Sidonie’s Tale…






Slaves of the Beast Men
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The old ones of Wren’s tribe have long told stories of the beast men—terrible creatures that walk upright like men but which possess the faces and souls of fearsome animals. When her tribe must flee from their forest home, however, Wren discovers that the legends are not just stories told around the campfires to frighten children. The beast men are terrifyingly real, and they capture Wren and her best friend when they leave the camp to gather food. Will the hunters from her tribe rescue her, or will she remain a captive of the beast men forever?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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	// 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();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



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();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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