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As the transformed Fairy Queen bestowed the gift of her daughter, Lysandra, to Gareth, the group prepared for their journey to the Court of Winter. The air grew colder, the light dimmer, and a sense of repression settled upon them like a shroud.

"The Court of Winter is a place of frozen emotions and stifled desires," Lysandra explained, her voice taking on a somber tone. "The Ice Queen, Elara, has imposed a reign of purity, suppressing all forms of pleasure and sensuality."

Sapphira hissed softly, her scales shimmering in the fading light. "Repression breeds corruption. The Shadow Lord has undoubtedly twisted Elara's obsession to his advantage."

Heidi, shivering despite her slime coating, squealed. "No fun sexy times? That's the worstest thing ever!"

Gareth, remembering the Fairy Queen's warning about the importance of true connection, felt a surge of determination. "Then we shall bring warmth to this frozen realm," he declared. "We shall melt the ice with our passion and liberate its inhabitants from their self-imposed prisons."

As they journeyed deeper into the frozen wasteland, the landscape grew increasingly bleak. Towering glaciers loomed overhead, casting long, ominous shadows. The wind howled like a banshee, carrying with it the scent of frost and despair. The inhabitants of the Court of Winter, pale and gaunt, moved with a robotic precision, their eyes devoid of warmth or emotion.

They passed through villages where people performed their duties with grim efficiency, avoiding eye contact and speaking in hushed tones. There was no laughter, no music, no joy. Only a chilling silence that spoke of a world devoid of life.

"The Ice Queen's influence is everywhere," Lysandra whispered, her voice filled with sorrow. "She has convinced her people that pleasure is a sin, that desire is a weakness, that only through purity can they find salvation."

Sapphira paused, her senses on high alert. "I sense a great deal of repressed energy here. The Shadow Lord has twisted their desires, turning them into weapons of self-destruction."

Suddenly, a group of guards, clad in armor of ice and armed with spears of frost, approached them. Their faces were stern, their eyes cold and unforgiving.

"Halt!" their leader commanded, his voice like the cracking of ice. "You are trespassing in the realm of Queen Elara. State your purpose."

Gareth stepped forward, his eyes meeting the guard's unwavering gaze. "We come bearing gifts," he said, his voice filled with conviction. "Gifts of warmth, of pleasure, of liberation."

The guard sneered, his lips curling in disdain. "Such things are forbidden in the Court of Winter. You will be brought before Queen Elara to answer for your transgressions."

As the guards led them towards the Ice Queen's palace, Gareth, Sapphira, Heidi, and Lysandra exchanged knowing glances. They knew that their journey would not be easy, that they would face resistance and opposition at every turn. But they were determined to bring light to this frozen realm, to thaw the hearts of its inhabitants, and to liberate them from the Ice Queen's oppressive reign. The time for sensual subversion has come.

—-
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THE PALACE OF THE ICE Queen loomed before them, a colossal structure of crystalline spires and frozen battlements that seemed to pierce the gray sky. Gareth felt his heart quicken as they approached the imposing gates, their surface etched with intricate patterns of frost and ice.

"Remember," Lysandra whispered, her breath forming small clouds in the frigid air, "the Queen's power comes from denial. She has convinced herself and her subjects that to feel is to be vulnerable."

Heidi bounced nervously beside them, her slime coating crystallizing at the edges. "But everyone needs to feel good! It's like... natural and stuff!"

The guards led them through vast corridors of ice, where statues of people stood frozen in poses of rigid formality, their faces locked in expressions of serene emptiness. The walls were adorned with tapestries depicting scenes of abstinence and discipline, the colors muted and cold.

Finally, they reached the throne room – a vast chamber with a ceiling so high it disappeared into shadows. At its center sat Queen Elara on a throne of jagged ice, her beauty as terrible as it was perfect. Her skin was pale blue, her hair a cascade of silver that fell to her waist. She wore a gown of shimmering frost that clung to her voluptuous figure, paradoxically accentuating what she sought to deny.

"Foreign visitors," she said, her voice like the tinkling of icicles. "How... unfortunate." Her eyes – pools of winter sky – scanned them with disdain. "I sense warmth in you. Passion. Desire." She spat the last word as if it were poison.

Sapphira stepped forward, her scales glittering in the cold light. "Your Majesty, we come with respect for your realm, but also with concern. The Shadow Lord—"

"Do not speak that name here!" Elara hissed, rising from her throne. The temperature in the room plummeted, frost spreading across the floor beneath her feet. "I have protected my people from his corruption by eliminating the very emotions he feeds upon."

Gareth studied her face and saw something beneath the mask of cold composure – a flicker of fear, perhaps, or longing. "And yet, Your Majesty, by denying your people the full spectrum of their feelings, you have made them vulnerable in other ways."

The queen's eyes narrowed. "You presume much, outsider."

"I observe much," Gareth countered gently. "Your people move like automatons. They exist, but they do not live. And in their secret hearts, desires still burn – all the more dangerous for being unnamed and unacknowledged."

A murmur ran through the assembled courtiers, quickly silenced by Elara's icy glare.

"You will be given quarters," she announced abruptly. "Tomorrow, you will demonstrate these... concerns... before my court. Should you fail to convince me, the punishment will be... severe." A cruel smile touched her lips. "Guards, escort our guests to the eastern wing."

As they were led away, Heidi whispered, "She's scarier than a hungry swamp beast!"

Their quarters, though elegantly appointed with ice furniture and silk hangings, were as cold as the queen's demeanor. A single hearth contained a small blue flame that offered light but no warmth.

"This place is the physical manifestation of denial," Sapphira observed, running her scaled fingers along a frosted wall. "Beautiful, pristine, and utterly lacking in vitality."

Lysandra nodded, her fairy wings drooping slightly in the cold. "The queen wasn't always this way. Legend says she once loved deeply, but her heart was broken so thoroughly that she chose to freeze it rather than risk such pain again."

Gareth paced the chamber, his mind racing. "Then perhaps that's our approach. Not to attack her beliefs, but to remind her of what she's lost—what her people have lost."

"We need to melt more than just her policies," Heidi giggled, bouncing on a bed of ice crystals and fur. "We need to melt her!"

As night fell, the palace grew quiet. The four companions huddled together for warmth, sharing stories of pleasure and connection from their various realms. Their laughter, though hushed, seemed to make the very ice around them tremble.

Unknown to them, Queen Elara stood in a hidden passage, listening. Her hand pressed against the icy wall, feeling the vibrations of their mirth. Something stirred within her—a memory of warmth, of passion long buried beneath layers of protective frost.

In her private chambers, she removed her crown of icicles and stared at her reflection in a mirror of polished ice. For just a moment, her mask slipped, revealing a woman trapped in her own frozen prison.

"They bring danger," she whispered to herself. "But why does danger feel so... enticing?"

Morning arrived with a summons. The companions were escorted to a grand hall where the entire court had assembled. The nobles sat in rigid rows, their faces impassive, their bodies draped in layers of white and blue that concealed all hints of form or flesh.

Queen Elara sat on a smaller throne, somehow more intimidating in daylight. "Speak your concerns," she commanded Gareth. "Show us this supposed corruption that our purity invites."

Gareth stepped forward, feeling all eyes upon him. Instead of addressing the queen directly, he turned to the assembled courtiers.

"Look at yourselves," he said softly. "You exist in a realm where touch is forbidden, where desire is shameful, where pleasure is a distant memory. And yet—" he moved closer to a young woman whose eyes widened at his approach, "—your bodies remember what your minds have been taught to forget."

He reached out, not quite touching the woman's face, but close... Gareth stepped forward, feeling all eyes upon him. Instead of addressing the queen directly, he turned to the assembled courtiers.

"Look at yourselves," he said softly. "You exist in a realm where touch is forbidden, where desire is shameful, where pleasure is a distant memory. And yet—" he moved closer to a young woman whose eyes widened at his approach, "—your bodies remember what your minds have been taught to forget."

He reached out, his fingers hovering just above her cheek, his gaze locking onto hers. Her breath hitched, her pale skin flushing a delicate pink. "Do you not feel the blood beneath your skin, begging to be warmed? Do you not feel the ache in your loins, longing for release? Do you not feel the whisper of desire, urging you to break free from these frozen chains?"

He trailed his fingers down her throat, stopping at the high collar of her gown. It was made of the sheerest ice-silk, barely concealing the swell of her breasts beneath. "You hide yourselves behind layers of ice and fabric, but your bodies betray you. They crave the touch, the taste, the sensation of another."

He turned back to the Queen, his eyes blazing with challenge. "You may rule this court with an iron fist, Queen Elara, but you cannot control the desires that burn within your subjects' hearts. And those desires, when unleashed, will melt the very foundations of your frozen kingdom."

A ripple of unease spread through the court. Some averted their eyes, but others stared at Gareth with a mixture of fear and fascination. Elara's face remained impassive, but Gareth could see a flicker of something in her eyes—a hint of curiosity, perhaps even a spark of longing.

"You speak of things you do not understand, Mortal," she said, her voice dangerously low. "Purity is not repression; it is strength. It is the ability to control one's desires, to rise above the base instincts that plague lesser beings."

"Is it strength, or is it fear?" Gareth countered, taking a step closer to the throne. "Are you afraid of what might happen if you let go, if you surrender to the pleasure that awaits you? Are you afraid of losing control?"

He reached out, his hand hovering just inches from Elara's face. Her skin was as pale as the ice that surrounded her, but Gareth could see a pulse throbbing in her neck. "I see the fear in your eyes, Queen Elara. But I also see something else... a longing for warmth, a hunger for touch, a desperate desire to be free."

He lowered his hand, letting it brush against her cheek. Her eyes widened, her lips parting slightly. "I offer you a choice, Queen Elara," he whispered. "You can continue to rule this frozen kingdom with your iron fist, or you can embrace the warmth that I offer and melt the ice that surrounds your heart."

For an endless moment, the throne room hung in perfect, crystalline silence. Elara's eyes betrayed her, flicking downward to the unmistakable outline beneath Gareth's clothing, then darting to Heidi's abundant curves that even the conservative dress they'd forced upon her couldn't conceal. A tremor passed through the queen's body—minute, but unmistakable.

"How dare you," she whispered, but the words lacked conviction. Her pupils had dilated, dark pools expanding in icy blue irises. Her breathing quickened, chest rising and falling beneath her frost-patterned bodice. "Guards, seize—"

"Your Majesty," Sapphira interrupted, her voice a sensual purr that seemed to vibrate through the chamber. "Look at your subjects. Truly look at them."

Throughout the hall, the courtiers were transfixed. The woman Gareth had approached was trembling, her hands unconsciously stroking the fabric at her thighs. A nobleman nearby had parted his lips, a flush creeping up his neck. The rigid postures of moments before had softened, bodies leaning forward as if drawn by an invisible current.

"This is corruption," Elara hissed, but her voice cracked on the final syllable. A bead of sweat formed at her temple, freezing instantly into a diamond-like droplet that sparkled in the cold light.

Lysandra stepped forward, her fairy heritage lending her movements a hypnotic grace. "It is not corruption, Your Majesty. It is liberation." She gestured to the room. "Your subjects aren't resisting temptation—they're drowning in it. Their desires haven't vanished; they've become twisted, dangerous, waiting to erupt."

Heidi bounced forward, her movements causing parts of her to jiggle enticingly. "Yep! It's like when you try not to think about pink elephants, and then ALL you can think about is pink elephants! Except, you know, with sexy stuff!"

A nervous titter ran through the court, quickly stifled but revealing nonetheless.

Elara rose suddenly from her throne, ice cracking beneath her feet. "Enough! I will not have my court polluted with this—this filth!" Yet her eyes betrayed her again, lingering on Gareth's form with naked hunger.

"Your Majesty," Gareth said softly, taking another step toward her. "The Shadow Lord feeds on repression as much as excess. When desires are denied rather than acknowledged and honored, they become distorted. Your people aren't protected—they're primed for his corruption."

He reached out, not touching her but letting his warmth radiate toward her. "Let me show you another way. Let me show you how desire, when expressed with respect and connection, becomes a shield against darkness rather than a gateway to it."

Elara's composure fractured further. A small moan escaped her lips, almost inaudible but unmistakable. The sound rippled through the hall like a stone dropped in still water, causing several courtiers to gasp.

"This... demonstration is over," she stammered, backing away. "Court is dismissed. Everyone, leave us. Guards, remain outside the doors."

The courtiers filed out, moving with a new awareness of their bodies, stealing glances at one another that would have been forbidden moments before. As the massive doors closed, only Gareth, his companions, and the Ice Queen remained in the vast hall.

"What sorcery is this?" Elara whispered, her voice vulnerable for the first time. She clutched the arms of her throne, ice forming beneath her fingertips. "I've spent centuries perfecting my control, building walls around my heart, and you... you waltz in and make me..." She couldn't finish the sentence.

Sapphira moved closer, her reptilian grace hypnotic. "It's not sorcery, Your Majesty. It's nature. The more you deny the river, the more violently it will eventually break through the dam. Like trying to hold back an orgasm. It merely builds stronger and stronger."

Gareth knelt before the throne, looking up at Elara. "Your pain must have been immense, to drive you to create such a frozen kingdom."

Something in his gentle tone broke through her final defenses. A single tear formed in Elara's eye, freezing on her cheek like a diamond.

"He promised me eternity," she whispered. "The Summer King. We ruled the changing seasons together, bringing balance to the realm. But when autumn came, he turned to another. Left me to face winter alone." Her voice hardened. "I vowed never to feel such agony again."

Lysandra's eyes softened with understanding. "So you embraced the winter, made it permanent."

"I made it perfect," Elara countered, but uncertainty tinged her words. "Without desire, there is no disappointment. Without passion, there is no betrayal."

"Without life, there is no life," Heidi said with surprising wisdom. "Being hurt is part of the whole sexy adventure!"

Gareth rose slowly, extending his hand. "May I show you something, Your Majesty?"

Hesitantly, Elara placed her frost-covered fingers in his palm. The ice began to melt immediately at his touch, revealing skin that had not felt warmth in centuries.

"Oh," she gasped, the simple sensation overwhelming her.

"This is just the beginning," Gareth murmured, drawing her gently from the throne. "The Shadow Lord feeds on extremes—both your frozen denial and the Summer Court's endless indulgence without meaning. But there is a middle path, where pleasure and connection become sacred."

He guided her hand to rest over his heart. "Feel my heartbeat. Feel the warmth that flows between us."

Elara trembled, her body remembering sensations long forgotten. "I... I don't know if I can bear it," she whispered. Her hands were trembling, ice crystals falling from her hair as her rigid posture began to soften.

"You don't have to bear it alone," Sapphira said, moving closer. Her scaled hand joined Gareth's, creating a bridge of warmth between the three of them. "That's what the Shadow Lord never understood. Pleasure shared becomes strength multiplied."

Heidi bounced forward eagerly. "Group hug!" she exclaimed, wrapping her arms around Elara from behind. The queen gasped as the slime girl's soft, warm body pressed against her back, melting through layers of emotional and physical ice.

"I... I haven't been touched in centuries," Elara confessed, her voice breaking. The frost patterns on her gown began to dissolve, revealing glimpses of pale blue skin beneath. "I forgot how it feels."

Lysandra joined them, her fairy luminescence adding a golden glow to the embrace. "Your Majesty, the path to healing begins with acknowledgment. You've denied your own nature for too long."

As they held her, Elara's breathing changed, becoming deeper, more primal. The temperature in the throne room began to rise, ice dripping from the ceiling in a gentle rain of renewal.

"The Shadow Lord," she said suddenly, her eyes widening with realization. "He came to me in dreams, whispering that my path was righteous, that my denial was strength. All this time, I thought I was protecting my realm, but I was..." Her voice faltered.

"You were making it vulnerable," Gareth finished gently. "By denying the full spectrum of emotion and desire, you created a vacuum he could fill with corruption."

Elara pulled back slightly, looking at each of them with new awareness. The ice blue of her eyes had warmed to a deeper sapphire, pupils dilated with awakening desire.

"Show me," she commanded, her royal authority returning, but transformed. "Show me this middle path you speak of. Show me how desire becomes strength rather than weakness."

Gareth stepped closer, his hands framing her face with exquisite gentleness. "With your permission, Your Majesty?"

She nodded, a barely perceptible movement.

His lips met hers, warm against cold, and she gasped into his mouth as centuries of frozen emotion began to thaw. The kiss deepened, her hands clutching at his shoulders as her body remembered sensations long forgotten.

When they parted, her lips had turned from pale blue to flushed pink. "More," she whispered, the word both plea and command.

Sapphira moved behind her, scaled hands sliding around to cup Elara's breasts through the rapidly thinning fabric of her gown. "Feel everything, Your Majesty," the serpent woman hissed softly in her ear. "Deny nothing."

Elara arched back, a moan escaping her lips that echoed throughout the throne room, shattering icicles that hung from the ceiling. The sound of her pleasure reverberated through the palace, traveling through corridors and chambers, reaching the ears of courtiers who felt an answering heat rise within their own bodies.

"Yes," Gareth encouraged, his hands finding the fastenings of her gown. "Let yourself feel. Let your court hear their queen embrace her true nature."

The garment fell away, revealing Elara's body—pale blue skin warming to lavender as blood rushed to the surface. Her breasts were full and high, nipples hardened to deep purple peaks that Sapphira rolled between skilled fingers.

"So beautiful," Lysandra breathed, moving forward to kiss the queen's neck. "You've denied yourself for too long."

Heidi giggled, dropping to her knees before Elara. "Can I taste you, Your Majesty? Pretty please? I bet you taste like the yummiest blueberry ice cream!"

Elara gasped, looking down at the enthusiastic slime girl with wide eyes. "I... I haven't... no one has ever..."

"Then you have centuries of pleasure to make up for," Gareth murmured, capturing her mouth again as his hands explored the curves of her body. Ice melted beneath his touch, leaving glistening trails of moisture on her skin.

Sapphira's forked tongue flicked out, tracing the shell of Elara's ear. "Surrender, Your Majesty. Not to us, but to yourself."

With a cry that was half sob, half moan, Elara's legs gave way. They lowered her gently to the floor, where the last of her icy garments dissolved into puddles of warm water. She lay naked before them, her body a canvas of awakening desire—nipples taut, thighs trembling, the juncture between them glistening with an unmistakable wetness that had nothing to do with melting ice.

"Please," she whispered, the word foreign on her lips after centuries of command. "I need..."

Gareth shed his own clothing, revealing his muscled form and the impressive erection that stood proud from his body. Elara's eyes widened at the sight, her tongue unconsciously wetting her lips.

"Your court needs to see their queen embrace pleasure," he said, positioning himself between her thighs. "They need to know that desire is not the enemy."

Heidi bounced excitedly beside them. "Can we invite them in? A big royal orgy would totally break the ice! Get it? Break the ice?"

Despite herself, Elara laughed—a sound so foreign to the throne room that it seemed to make the very air shimmer. "Perhaps... not yet," she managed, reaching for Gareth. "First, remind me what it is to feel."

He entered her slowly, reverently, watching her face transform with each inch. Her back arched off the floor, a cry of pleasure echoing through the chamber as she took him fully inside her. The sensation of his warmth penetrating her cold depths sent shockwaves through her body, melting centuries of numbness in an instant.

"Oh gods," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "I'd forgotten... I'd forgotten how..."

"How it feels to be filled?" Sapphira purred, sliding sinuously beside them. "To have your body worshipped as it deserves?"

Gareth began to move, slow, deliberate thrusts that built a rhythm as old as time itself. Each stroke sent ripples of pleasure through Elara's body, color blooming across her skin like dawn breaking over a frozen landscape.

Lysandra positioned herself at Elara's head, cradling it in her lap. "Look at me, Your Majesty," she commanded gently. When Elara's eyes—now a deep, warm blue—met hers, Lysandra smiled. "Feel everything. Hold nothing back."

Heidi, unable to contain herself any longer, pressed her mouth to one of Elara's nipples, enveloping it in warm, gelatinous lips. The queen cried out at the new sensation, her hips bucking upward to meet Gareth's thrusts.

"Yes," Gareth encouraged, feeling her inner walls clench around him. "Let go of the ice, Elara. Let it melt away."

Throughout the palace, something extraordinary was happening. As the queen's moans grew louder, more abandoned, the perpetual winter that had gripped the Court began to change. Ice sculptures softened at the edges, rigid formality giving way to more sensual curves. Tapestries depicting abstinence and restraint rippled as their images shifted, showing scenes of passionate embrace and tender connection.

In their chambers, courtiers found themselves overwhelmed by long-suppressed desires. Clothing fell away as skin sought skin, mouths sought mouths, bodies pressed together in urgent need after centuries of denial.

Back in the throne room, Elara was lost in sensation. Gareth's cock filled her completely, stretching her in ways she had forced herself to forget. Sapphira's scaled hands roamed her body, alternating between gentle caresses and teasing scratches that left trails of fire in their wake. Heidi's mouth suckled eagerly at her breasts, while Lysandra's fairy magic created a nimbus of golden light that heightened every touch, every sensation.

"I'm... something's happening," Elara gasped, her body tensing. "I feel as if I'm about to..."

"Surrender to it," Gareth urged, increasing his pace. His hands gripped her hips, angling her so that each thrust hit the most sensitive spot deep within her. "Let yourself shatter."

Sapphira's hand slid between their bodies, finding the swollen bud between Elara's thighs, circling it with expert precision. "Come for us, Your Majesty," the serpent woman hissed. "Let your pleasure crack the foundations of your frozen realm."

With a cry that seemed to shake the very palace, Elara shattered. Her orgasm rushed through her like a tidal wave, melting the last of her icy defenses. Her back arched impossibly high, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around Gareth's cock as waves of pleasure washed over her again and again.

The moment her climax peaked, a magical shockwave emanated from her body, radiating outward through the palace and beyond. Ice turned to water, frozen hearts thawed, and throughout the Court of Winter, subjects found themselves caught in a moment of collective ecstasy.

Gareth continued his relentless pace, driving her through one orgasm and into another. Elara sobbed with pleasure, her body remembering sensations long denied. Her hands clutched desperately at anything they could reach—Gareth's shoulders, Sapphira's scales, Heidi's yielding flesh.

"Don't stop," she begged, her voice raw with need. "Please, please don't stop."

Gareth felt his own release building, his cock swelling inside her. "I'm close," he groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent.

"Inside me," Elara commanded, her royal authority returning even in the throes of passion. "I need to feel your warmth deep within."

With a primal growl, Gareth drove into her one final time, unleashing his seed in hot pulses that filled her completely. The sensation triggered yet another climax for Elara, her cry of completion echoing through the throne room like a proclamation.

As they lay entangled, breathing heavily, the throne room had undergone a transformation. The ice had melted away, revealing marble floors and columns that had been hidden for centuries. Warm light filtered through windows that had once been frosted over, casting a golden glow over their sweat-slicked bodies.

Elara looked around in wonder, then down at her own skin—no longer pale blue but a warm, vibrant violet. "My kingdom," she whispered, "it's changing."

Sapphira smiled, her scales gleaming in the new light. "As are you, Your Majesty. The Court of Winter need not be a place of denial. It can be a place of balance—of passion tempered with wisdom, desire guided by respect."

Lysandra nodded, helping Elara to sit up. "The Shadow Lord's influence weakens with every moment of genuine connection. What you've begun here today will ripple throughout your realm."

Heidi bounced excitedly, her body jiggling enticingly. "And we've only just started! There's sooooo many more fun things to teach you and your people!"

Elara laughed—a rich, melodious sound that seemed to further transform the palace around them. Outside the throne room windows, an extraordinary metamorphosis was taking place across the Court of Winter.

The perpetual snowfall had softened to a gentle spring rain that washed away centuries of frost. Ice sculptures that had stood as rigid monuments to restraint now melted and reformed into flowing fountains. The water carried warmth and vitality through the streets, where bewildered citizens emerged from their homes, blinking in the unfamiliar golden light.

Gardens long frozen under sheets of ice burst into sudden bloom, flowers of every color unfurling in time-lapse glory. Trees that had been locked in crystalline stasis for centuries released their buds, leaves unfurling and reaching toward the warming sky. The air filled with a symphony of dripping water, creaking ice, and—most shockingly—laughter.

Throughout the palace and city, the queen's subjects were discovering their bodies anew. In the grand ballroom, nobles who had maintained proper distance for centuries now pressed against one another, hands frantically tearing at restrictive clothing. A duchess who had never shown emotion found herself bent over a banquet table, skirts hiked up as a duke who had secretly admired her for decades finally claimed her with passionate thrusts.

In the servant quarters, inhibitions dissolved like snowflakes in summer heat. A kitchen maid who had never allowed herself to feel desire now straddled the palace gardener, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she rode him with abandoned fervor. Nearby, three footmen formed a chain of pleasure, mouths and hands exploring territory long forbidden.

The royal guards, once so rigid in both posture and principle, had abandoned their posts to form a writhing mass of armor and flesh in the barracks. Weapons and shields lay discarded as bodies tangled together in urgent need, centuries of repression exploding into a frenzy of coupling.

In the marketplace, vendors and customers alike surrendered to sudden overwhelming desire. A fishmonger bent a noblewoman over his stall, her expensive gown soaked with melted ice and arousal as he took her from behind. Nearby, a group of young scholars who had been studying ascetic texts formed a circle of mutual pleasure, their moans replacing the usual academic discourse.

The city had transformed from a frozen monument to restraint into a throbbing celebration of fertility and desire. The sounds of pleasure—moans, cries, whispered endearments, and explicit demands—filled the air like a primal chorus.

Back in the throne room, Elara rose to her feet, her newly warmed violet skin glistening with sweat and arousal. She walked to the window, naked and unashamed, gazing out at her transformed realm.

"What have I done?" she whispered, but the words held wonder rather than regret.

Gareth came to stand beside her, his hand resting on the small of her back. "You've brought balance, Your Majesty.

"Not destruction," Sapphira corrected, her scaled fingers tracing patterns on Elara's shoulder. "Liberation."

Elara watched as her subjects indulged in pleasures long denied them. Rather than the chaos she might have expected, there was a strange harmony to it—a natural rhythm as bodies found each other, connected, separated, and found new configurations.

"The Shadow Lord fed on your extremes," Lysandra explained, joining them at the window. "Either total repression or mindless hedonism would have served his purpose. But this—" she gestured to the scene below, where passion was tempered with genuine connection, "—this balanced expression of desire strengthens rather than weakens your realm."

Heidi bounced up beside them, her gelatinous body still quivering with excitement. "Everyone looks so happy! It's like the bestest party ever!"

Elara turned to face them, a new resolve settling over her features. Though her body had softened, warmed from ice-blue to vibrant violet, her regal bearing remained. "I have much to learn about this... balance you speak of. My people need guidance after centuries of denial."

She looked at Gareth with newfound respect and lingering desire. "You have shown me a truth I was too afraid to face. But your journey continues, does it not? The Shadow Lord threatens all the realms, not just mine."

Gareth nodded, his expression serious despite his nakedness. "We must continue on to the next court. Each represents an aspect of desire that has fallen out of balance."

Elara paced thoughtfully, her bare feet leaving damp footprints on the marble floor rather than the frost trails of before. "You will need allies from each realm. I would offer myself, but my people need me now more than ever." Her gaze drifted to the doorway of the throne room. "But perhaps..."

She clapped her hands, the sound echoing through the chamber. The massive doors swung open to reveal a young woman—the same courtier Gareth had approached during his demonstration. She stood trembling, her previously severe clothing now in disarray, her pale skin flushed with arousal.

"Quinta," Elara called. "Come forward."

The woman approached, dropping into a curtsy before the naked queen. If she was shocked by the scene before her—her sovereign and four strangers in various states of undress amid puddles of melted ice—she hid it well.

"Yes, Your Majesty?" Her voice was soft but clear, musical in its cadence.

"You felt it first, did you not?" Elara asked, reaching out to tilt the young woman's chin upward. "When our visitor spoke, you were the first to respond."

Quinta's blush deepened. "I... I couldn't help it, Your Majesty. His words... his presence... I felt something awakening inside me that I didn't know existed."

Elara smiled, her expression softer than it had been in centuries. "Quinta has always been special—sensitive to energies others couldn't perceive. I mistook her sensitivity for weakness and worked to suppress it. Now I see it was a gift."

She turned to Gareth and his companions. "She will accompany you as my representative. Quinta knows our customs, our strengths, and—" her lips curved in a knowing smile, "—she is a quick study in matters of pleasure."

Quinta's eyes widened, darting between her queen and the visitors. "Your Majesty, I... I am honored, but..."

"Are you unwilling?" Elara asked, not unkindly.

"No!" Quinta blurted, then composed herself. "No, Your Majesty. I am... eager. I feel as though I've been asleep my entire life, and only just awakened." Her gaze lingered on Gareth's muscled form, then flicked to Sapphira's sinuous curves, Lysandra's ethereal beauty, and Heidi's abundant softness.

"Then it is settled," Elara declared. She approached Quinta, placing her hands on the young woman's shoulders. "You will be my eyes and ears. Learn all you can of this balanced path they speak of. When you return, you will help me teach our people."

With graceful movements, Elara began to remove Quinta's disheveled clothing. The younger woman trembled but did not resist as layers of ice-silk fell away, revealing pale skin that flushed pink under the attention.

"Consider this your first lesson," Elara murmured, her hands caressing Quinta's newly exposed flesh. "The giving and receiving of pleasure is a sacred trust."

When Quinta stood naked before them, her slender body quivering with anticipation, Elara turned to Gareth. "Will you accept my gift? Will you take Quinta into your company and show her the truths I was too blind to see?"

Gareth approached the two women, his eyes warm with appreciation. "We would be honored by her presence." He extended his hand to Quinta, who took it with trembling fingers. "Welcome to our quest, my lady."

Quinta's breath caught as his warm hand enveloped hers. "Thank you, sir. I... I have much to learn."

"And we have much to teach," Sapphira purred, slithering closer. Her forked tongue flicked out, tasting the air around Quinta. "Such potential in this one. She burns beneath the ice."

Heidi bounced excitedly, her gelatinous breasts jiggling. "Yay! A new friend! Can I hug her? I love hugging new friends!"

Before Quinta could respond, she found herself enveloped in Heidi's warm, yielding embrace. The sensation of the slime girl's soft body against her own drew a startled gasp from Quinta, but she quickly relaxed into the embrace. There was something undeniably comforting about Heidi's warmth, a stark contrast to the coldness she had known her entire life.

As Heidi released her, Quinta felt a strange tingling sensation spreading through her body. It started in her core, a deep, resonant hum that vibrated through her bones and radiated outwards, warming her skin from the inside out.

"What's happening to me?" she whispered, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement.

Elara stepped forward, her gaze intense. "The ice is melting, Quinta. You are awakening to your true self."

Suddenly, Quinta's body began to convulse. Her limbs trembled, her muscles spasmed, and a low moan escaped her lips. Her skin shimmered, taking on a pearlescent sheen, and her hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall of spun silver.

Then, with a sound like a glacier calving into the sea, Quinta's body began to grow. Her bones stretched, her muscles expanded, and her flesh rippled with newfound power. Her breasts swelled, becoming enormous, mountainous globes that strained against the air. Her hips widened, her thighs thickened, and her ass blossomed into a magnificent, curvaceous landscape.

Gareth, Sapphira, Heidi, and Lysandra watched in awe as Quinta transformed before their eyes. The slender, repressed woman they had met moments before was now a towering ice giantess, her body a symphony of curves and power. Her eyes, once timid and uncertain, now blazed with a fierce, primal energy.

"By the frozen gods!" Sapphira hissed, her voice filled with admiration. "She's magnificent!"

Heidi bounced excitedly, her slime coating shimmering with reflected light. "Oooooh, she's even bigger than me! Can I touch her boobs? Please, please, please?"

As Quinta's transformation reached its peak, she let out a roar that shook the very foundations of the palace. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure, a release of centuries of repressed desire.

She looked down at her newfound form, her eyes tracing the curves of her enormous breasts, the swell of her massive hips, the thickness of her powerful thighs. A slow smile spread across her face, revealing teeth as sharp and white as glacial ice.

"This," she said, her voice deep and resonant, "is who I was always meant to be."

She turned to Gareth, her eyes filled with a mixture of lust and gratitude. "Thank you," she said, her voice softer now, "for showing me the way."

She reached out, her enormous hand dwarfing Gareth's entire body. "Now," she purred, "let's see if you can handle a real woman."

With a playful grin, she scooped Gareth up into her arms, her massive breasts enveloping him in a warm, fleshy embrace.

"Heidi," she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief, "I think it's time for a group hug."

And as the newly transformed ice giantess embraced her companions, the Court of Winter began to thaw, the ice melting not just from the palace walls, but from the very hearts of its inhabitants.

Quinta's transformation had left everyone breathless. The once-timid courtier now towered above them, her massive form radiating a cold heat that was paradoxically both chilling and arousing. Her skin glimmered with frost crystals that caught the light like diamonds, and her enormous breasts heaved with each breath, their pale violet peaks hardening in the open air.

"By all the realms," Gareth gasped, suspended in her giant palm, his naked body looking almost childlike against her massive fingers. "You were hiding quite the secret, weren't you?"

Quinta laughed, the sound rumbling through the throne room like an avalanche. "Not hiding—I didn't know myself." She brought him closer to her face, her breath creating small clouds of condensation. "But now I feel... everything."

Heidi squealed with delight, bouncing toward the giantess with unbridled enthusiasm. "Can I climb you? Pretty please? You're like the bestest jungle gym ever!"

Without waiting for permission, the slime girl launched herself at Quinta's leg, her gelatinous body adhering to the smooth, cool skin. She began to ascend, leaving a glistening trail as she climbed the mountain of flesh.

"Oh!" Quinta gasped, feeling Heidi's warm, yielding body slide against her sensitive skin. "That's... that's incredible."

Sapphira circled the giantess, her reptilian eyes taking in every magnificent inch. "Such power," she hissed appreciatively. "Such magnificent potential."

Elara watched from a distance, her expression a mixture of wonder and arousal. "I had no idea," she murmured. "All these centuries, and I never realized what we were capable of when freed from restraint."

Lysandra fluttered upward on her fairy wings, coming to hover near Quinta's face. "Your true nature emerges," she said softly. "The Court of Winter has always drawn power from the primal forces of ice and snow—raw, elemental, and immense."

Gareth, still held in Quinta's enormous hand, felt his cock hardening impossibly against her palm. The contrast between his size and hers awoke something primal in him—a desire to conquer the unconquerable, to pleasure the immeasurable.

"May I?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

Quinta's lips curved into a smile that was both innocent and predatory. "Please," she whispered, the word carrying both command and supplication.

She lowered her hand, bringing Gareth level with her massive breasts. Each was larger than his entire torso, topped with nipples the size of his fist. The pale violet areolae puckered with arousal, frost patterns spreading across their surface like delicate lace.

Gareth reached out, placing both hands on one enormous peak. The flesh was cool to the touch but warmed quickly beneath his palms. He leaned forward, taking the enormous nipple into his mouth. It was like attempting to suckle a small boulder, but the effect on Quinta was immediate and dramatic.

"By the frozen stars!" she cried out, her head falling back in ecstasy. Her entire body shuddered, causing the floor beneath them to tremble. The nipple in Gareth's mouth hardened further, frost crystals melting against his warm tongue.

Meanwhile, Heidi had reached Quinta's hip and was working her way across the vast plain of her stomach. The slime girl's body undulated against the giantess's skin, leaving trails of warm, tingling sensation wherever she touched.

"You taste like the yummiest snow cone ever!" Heidi giggled, her gelatinous form spreading out to cover more surface area.

Sapphira, not to be outdone, began to climb Quinta's other leg. Her scaled body slithered upward with serpentine grace, the slight abrasion of her scales creating an exquisite friction against the giantess's sensitive skin.

"Such magnificent proportions," Sapphira purred as she reached the juncture of Quinta's thighs. "I wonder if everything has grown in proportion?"

Quinta spread her legs slightly, revealing the enormous folds of her sex. Despite her icy nature, there was nothing cold about the heat emanating from her core. Her arousal glistened on her thighs, frost melting into slick wetness that beckoned the serpent woman forward.

Lysandra continued to hover near Quinta's face, her fairy magic creating a nimbus of golden light that heightened every sensation. "Allow yourself to feel everything," she whispered, her delicate hand caressing the giantess's cheek. "Your size is merely a physical manifestation of the power that has always been within you."

Elara approached, her own transformation from ice queen to sensual monarch evident in the sway of her hips and the confidence in her gaze. "May I join in worshipping you, Quinta? You who were once my subject but now embody the true spirit of Winter's power?"

Quinta nodded, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure as Gareth continued to suckle and knead her enormous breasts. His hands could barely cover a fraction of their surface, yet the concentrated attention sent waves of ecstasy through her enhanced body.

Elara knelt before Quinta, joining Sapphira between the giantess's massive thighs. The former Ice Queen gazed up at the towering monument of feminine power before her, a new reverence in her eyes.

"Together," Elara said to Sapphira, and the two women leaned forward in unison.

The first touch of their tongues against her enormous sex drew a cry from Quinta that shook icicles from the distant ceiling. Her massive hands clutched reflexively, nearly crushing Gareth before she regained control and instead pressed him deeper into her enormous cleavage. The sensation of being engulfed by her cool, soft flesh was overwhelming, his entire world reduced to the valley between twin mountains of sensual ice.

Heidi had reached Quinta's shoulder and now perched there like a slippery sentinel, her gelatinous form molding against the curve of the giantess's neck. "This is the bestest view ever!" she exclaimed, watching as Elara and Sapphira worked in tandem between Quinta's legs.

The former Ice Queen and the serpent woman had developed an immediate rhythm, their tongues working in counterpoint across Quinta's enormous folds. Elara focused on the massive pearl of Quinta's clitoris, which had swollen to the size of a small apple, while Sapphira's forked tongue delved deep into the giantess's entrance, tasting the sweet nectar that flowed like melting glaciers.

"More," Quinta moaned, her voice reverberating through the chamber. "Please... I need more."

Gareth, sensing her need, began to work his way down her body. Using her enormous breasts as leverage, he climbed down the slope of her torso, his cock dragging against her cool skin with each movement. Every touch sent shivers through the giantess, frost patterns forming and melting in his wake.

As he reached her navel—a cave-like indentation large enough for him to sit in—he paused to look up at her face. "Quinta," he called, his voice barely audible over her moans of pleasure. "I want to be inside you."

The giantess's eyes widened, then narrowed with desire. "Yes," she breathed, the word hanging in the air like mist.

Lysandra fluttered down to join Gareth, her fairy wings creating gentle currents against Quinta's skin. "Your size difference presents a challenge," she observed with practical wisdom. "But perhaps..."

Her hands began to glow with golden fairy magic, and she pressed them against Gareth's erection. Immediately, he felt a strange tingling sensation, followed by an unprecedented growth. His already impressive manhood swelled, doubling, then tripling in size.

"A temporary enchantment," Lysandra explained with a mischievous smile. "To better match your partner's... proportions."

Gareth gazed down at his magically enhanced member with a mixture of awe and trepidation. It now jutted proudly from his body, a column of flesh that seemed almost comically large compared to his frame.

"Well," he said with a nervous laugh, "this is certainly new."

Heidi giggled from her perch on Quinta's shoulder. "It's like a jumbo popsicle! Extra extra large size!"

Gareth continued his descent, using the contours of Quinta's body like a mountaineer navigating an ice cliff. When he finally reached the juncture of her thighs, he found himself standing on a plateau of smooth, cool flesh, looking down at Elara and Sapphira as they pleasured the giantess with their mouths and hands.

"Room for one more?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

Elara looked up, her lips glistening with Quinta's arousal. "By all means," she purred, moving aside to make space for him.

Sapphira's forked tongue flicked out, tasting the air around Gareth's magically enhanced cock. "My, my," she hissed appreciatively. "The fairy has been generous."

Gareth positioned himself between Quinta's enormous thighs, the head of his enchanted member pressing against her entrance. Despite the magical enhancement, he still felt dwarfed by her magnificent proportions. Her opening, though slick with arousal, seemed impossibly vast.

"Go slowly," Lysandra advised, hovering nearby. "The enchantment will allow you to please her, but the sensations will be... intense for both of you."

With a deep breath, Gareth began to push forward. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever experienced. Quinta's inner walls were cool at first contact but warmed rapidly around him, creating a delicious contrast of temperatures that sent shivers up his spine. As he sank deeper, he felt the magic responding, his member expanding further to fill her enormous channel.

"Oh gods," Quinta moaned, her massive body trembling. Frost patterns formed and dissolved across her skin in rapid succession, creating a shimmering effect that made her look like a living aurora borealis. "I can feel you... everywhere."

Elara and Sapphira continued their ministrations, their tongues and fingers working in concert with Gareth's thrusts. Elara focused her attention on Quinta's massive clitoris, circling and flicking the enormous bud with expert precision, while Sapphira's scaled hands caressed the sensitive flesh around Gareth's magically enhanced cock.

Heidi, still perched on Quinta's shoulder, had extended part of her gelatinous form to envelop one of the giantess's earlobes, stimulating the sensitive flesh with gentle undulations. "You're so pretty when you're all wiggly with pleasure," she giggled.

Lysandra floated above them, her fairy magic creating a dome of golden light that intensified every sensation. Under her guidance, the energies of pleasure became visible—swirling currents of blue and violet that flowed through Quinta's massive form and connected with each of her lovers.

Gareth established a rhythm, each thrust deeper than the last. The magical enhancement allowed him to reach places within Quinta that would have been impossible otherwise, stimulating nerve endings that had never known touch. His own pleasure was amplified by the enchantment, every sensation magnified tenfold.

"You're so beautiful," he gasped, looking up at Quinta's enormous face, flushed with pleasure. Her eyes, now the deep blue of glacial ice, were half-lidded with ecstasy, her massive lips parted as moans escaped with each thrust. "All of you... worshipping me... it's overwhelming."

"You deserve to be worshipped," Elara called up to her former subject, her voice thick with arousal. "Your beauty, your power—they were always there, waiting to be unleashed."

Quinta's enormous body began to tremble more violently, her inner walls clenching around Gareth's enchanted member with increasing pressure. Frost crystals formed and melted across her skin in rapid succession, creating a shimmering effect that bathed the throne room in prismatic light.

"I think she's close," Sapphira hissed, her forked tongue flicking against the sensitive junction where Gareth's enhanced cock disappeared into Quinta's enormous sex. "Her temperature is rising."

Gareth redoubled his efforts, his hips pistoning with supernatural speed and force. The magical enhancement allowed him to maintain a pace that would have been impossible with his normal physiology, each thrust sending shock waves through Quinta's massive form.

"Don't hold back," Lysandra urged, her fairy magic intensifying as she sensed the building climax. "Let your pleasure flow freely, Quinta. It will strengthen the realm against the Shadow Lord's corruption."

Heidi giggled excitedly, her gelatinous body rippling with excitement. "Here it comes! The big boom!"

With a roar that shook the foundations of the Winter Palace, Quinta reached her climax. Her massive body arched, lifting partially off the floor as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The temperature in the throne room plummeted then soared as her control over her elemental nature faltered. Icicles formed and shattered in midair, creating a sparkling rain of ice crystals that evaporated before touching the ground.

Her inner walls clamped down on Gareth's enchanted member with such force that he cried out, his own orgasm triggered by the incredible pressure. The magical enhancement amplified his release, sending jets of his essence deep into Quinta's massive form. Each pulse of his cock seemed to last an eternity, draining him of energy even as it filled him with indescribable pleasure.

Elara and Sapphira were not idle during this cataclysmic joining. The former Ice Queen continued to lavish attention on Quinta's enormous clitoris, her tongue circling the massive bud with increasing pressure as she felt the giantess's climax approaching. Sapphira's scaled hands caressed the sensitive flesh around Gareth's magically enhanced cock, her forked tongue flicking against the junction where their bodies met.

As Quinta's orgasm reached its peak, a magical shockwave emanated from her massive form, rippling outward through the palace and beyond. The wave carried with it not just pleasure, but transformation. Throughout the Court of Winter, subjects who had been engaged in their own explorations of newfound desire suddenly found themselves changing.

Women grew taller, more voluptuous, their bodies expanding with ice-giant heritage long suppressed by Elara's reign of denial. Men found new strength flowing through their limbs, their forms growing more powerful, more primal. The very architecture of the palace shifted to accommodate these new proportions, doorways widening, ceilings rising, furniture expanding.

The Court of Winter was becoming what it had always been meant to be—a realm of primal power, of elemental force tempered not by denial but by conscious choice.

As the waves of pleasure finally subsided, Quinta lowered herself back to the floor, her massive body trembling with aftershocks. Gareth, utterly spent, lay sprawled across her enormous thigh, his magically enhanced member gradually returning to its normal size.

"That was..." he gasped, unable to find words adequate to describe the experience. "Beyond anything I could have imagined."

Quinta smiled down at him, her massive face radiant with post-orgasmic bliss. "I never knew such pleasure existed," she murmured, her voice reverberating through the chamber like distant thunder. "All these centuries, living in a frozen shell of myself."

Elara approached, her violet skin glistening with exertion and arousal. "The Court of Winter is awakening to its true nature," she said, gesturing toward the windows where they could see the transformation spreading across the realm. "Not through unbridled excess, but through authentic connection."

Sapphira slithered up to join them, her scaled body undulating with satisfied grace. "The Shadow Lord's influence weakens with every genuine moment of pleasure. His corruption cannot take root where true desire blooms."

Heidi bounced excitedly on Quinta's shoulder, her gelatinous form jiggling. "We did it! We totally melted the ice! And now Quinta is super-duper big and sexy!"

Lysandra's fairy magic continued to shimmer around them, healing their exertions and replenishing their energy. "The balance has been restored in this realm," she said, her luminescent wings creating patterns of light against the ceiling. "But our quest continues. The Shadow Lord's corruption spreads through all the courts."

Gareth sat up, his strength returning under Lysandra’s warm glow of magic. We welcome you to our party, Quinta. Your breasts shall be our bedding on the road and our love, your warmth. Please join us...

Quinta stretched her massive frame, frost patterns dancing across her violet skin like living constellations. "I would be honored to join you," she said, her voice a rumble of glacial ice shifting. "My old life seems like a distant dream now." She cupped one enormous hand beneath Gareth, lifting him to her face. "You've awakened something primal in me—in all of us."

Around them, the throne room continued its transformation. What had once been rigid ice architecture now flowed with organic curves, the ceiling soaring higher to accommodate Quinta's new stature. Through the windows, they could see similar changes occurring throughout the city. Buildings expanded, doorways widened, and the inhabitants themselves were transforming—growing taller, more powerful, embracing their ancient ice-giant heritage that had been suppressed for centuries.

Elara watched with a mixture of wonder and regret. "All this time," she murmured, "I thought I was protecting them by enforcing control. Instead, I was denying them their birthright."

"The past is frozen, but the future flows," Sapphira observed.
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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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