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The midday sun beat down upon the earth as I
lounged under an ancient tree. In the fields were my father's
flock, nearly twenty head in total. Some of the finest sheep on the
isle and he trusted me with their safe keeping. I patted the bow
lying in the dirt for comfort. If nothing else would win his favor,
I would make him proud in this duty.

I was miles from our village now. The best
grazing was on the far side of the hills, near the water's edge.
Gently sloping hills gave way to a grassy meadow with its own pond
for the animals to drink. Hills rang the meadow on three sides,
while the fourth gave way to steep cliffs that dropped off to the
rocky beach below. There wasn't much worry there though. Most of
the sheep were smart enough to stay from the edge. Those that
weren't were herded back by Cormac, one of my father's best and
brightest herding dogs.

That was how I'd spent the past three days
and nights. Cormac watched the herd during the day while I napped.
At night, by the light of a fire, I would watch the sheep slumber;
always wary of wolves, wild dogs, or the occasional poacher. I'd
actually managed to frighten off a group of hungry animals two
nights past with the help of Cormac. But I wasn't in a hurry to
repeat that task again.

If I had to scare off the random wolf to
garner my father's praise, then so be it. Besides, I enjoyed my
little hilltop, far from the village that mocked me for being of
little use to anyone. Here, with only the sound of the waves
crashing into the rocks below, I was at peace. This was the life
for me. Segan the shepherd, I thought as I stared out at the
meadow. I could do worse.

I pulled one of my last bread loaves from a
bag and ripped it in two as I smiled out at my flock. In another
day's time I would have to lead them back to the village and
restock, but until then, I could enjoy the solitude.

I leaned back against the tree, shutting me
eyes as I chewed on the hard bread. Sheep were bleating and the
waves were crashing but else wise, it was quiet. So quiet that when
I heard the sound of metal on rock, my ears perked and I sat up
straight. Next to me, Cormac was alert as well. Whatever the sound
was, he'd heard it too.

I reached for my bow and strained my ears,
trying to locate whatever was making such a sound. I didn't have to
wait long to hear the noise again. And again. And again. The sound
was growing louder, along with the sound of voices. Deep voices.
All carried by the winds coming over the cliff.

"Cormac, walk on," I said in a voice barely
above a whisper. "Away to me. Bring the herd in." The dog moved
out, flanking the herd slowly as I picked up the bow and nocked an
arrow. "Lord protect me on this day."

Metal hit stone again. Close this time. My
hands shook and my heart beat wickedly in my chest as I watched the
edge of the cliffs. Visions of monsters rising from the sea flooded
my mind. What was causing the noise? And should I really be so
afraid? Would father and the other men in the village laugh when
they heard tale of how I jumped at any noise?

But just as I was about to lower the bow, I
saw a flash of light as the sun's rays glinted off of something in
the distance. Dented metal crested the cliff face moments before an
arm, wrapped in leathers up to the elbow, reached over the side and
grasped onto the long grasses growing so close to the edge. Within
a few heartbeats, a man pulled himself up, clad in heavy mail and
leather. An axe hung low over his back and a helmet of an unknown
make sat atop his head. But when I saw the shield under the axe,
large and round, I knew what the man was. And it made my knees
shake.

Lochlannach. Raiders.
Killers. And he was just the first. As I watched, three more set of
arms appeared over the cliffs before men with long beards and thick
leathers pulled themselves over the rocks and onto the grass. I saw
swords, spears, bows. The men were armed for war. And the closest
village was my own. I had to warn them!

I couldn't move. My knees
were shaking so badly that I had to drop the bow just to steady
myself. My stomach rolled and my bread threatened to return as more
men pulled themselves over the edge, with each looking more deadly
than the last. But it wasn't until the last of them crested the
ridge that I was truly scared. I felt the ground around my knees go
damp before I realized I was pissing myself.

Even from across the meadow,
I could tell he was a giant. Taller than any man in my village, or
any other I knew of, he towered over the rest of the raiders by
three heads at least. His helm hid eyes that I could only imagine
burned with Hell's fire while his beard was braided into throngs
that reached down to his chest. He was a monster dressed as a man,
and he was here now, on my island.

The giant began to bark
orders at the rest, using the axe he pulled from off of his back as
a directional tool. And as I watched the raiders fan out, my feet
finally began to obey me. I stood slowly, keeping my back pressed
against the tree trunk as I slid my way out of sight.

I wasn't fast enough. In
horror, I saw the giant turn towards me. His head rose to my
hilltop and time slowed around me as I watched his hefty axe point
in my direction. The man barked an order that rolled over the hills
like thunder. Raiders, three of them, peeled from the rest of the
group and started towards me.

"Cormac!" I yelled at the
top of my lungs. There was no sense in staying quiet now. "To
me!"

I heard an arrow sink into
the tree behind me as I sprinted away, nearly losing my balance as
I took off towards home. I had to tell the village. They had to
know there were raiders in the hills. I pushed myself harder,
straining every muscle in my body as I raced over the familiar
ground. And as I ran, I heard the pained yelp of Cormac behind me.
But I didn't turn around. I didn't look. I just kept running,
brushing away the tears until I couldn't hear the dog
anymore.

 


*****

 


By the time I made it back
to the village I could barely breathe. Women were about and a few
traders were passing through but the rest of the men were still
afield, another mile's run from the village proper. I tried to push
through but as soon as I past the first group of huddled women,
busy with their work, I fell to my knees and wheezed out a single
word before collapsing completely. "Lochlannach..."

I woke back up to the
feeling to water on my face and strong hands shaking me.

"Wake up you stupid boy!"
yelled a voice, deep and booming. "Where is Cormac? Where are my
sheep?"

My father stood above me and
when I turned my head, I saw half the village had circled around
us. Men, women, and children looked down at me, some aghast, some
with a wry smiles on their faces. The children were pointing at me
and laughing to each other. I blushed deeply as I remembered
soiling myself atop the hill when I saw them.

Them. Lochlannach! Raiders
in the hills!

"Where is my dog you stupid
boy!" Father raised his hand high, blocking out the sun with his
open palm. "I gave you one thing to do. A child could watch sheep!
Where is my flock?!" His hand came down, catching me across the
face and sending my ears ringing. "Where is Cormac?!"

"Lochlannach!" I cried as I
threw my hands up weakly, trying to stop another blow but knowing
that I stood no chance against the power of my father. I was a man
by right, but a poor one. Everyone said so. Too weak to work the
fields, too clumsy to apprentice out. Father would force me into a
monastery after the raiders passed for losing his flock. But right
now it didn't matter. Right now, I had to warn them all.

"Lochlannach in the hills! A
score and more. Axes, swords and bows." I looked my father in the
eyes, fighting back tears as I did. "They killed
Cormac."

The women were crying out
and grabbing for the children who weren't laughing anymore. Panic
set in, with families drifting apart in a hurry to get back to
their own homes. My father just stared at me, his green eyes
burning with anger above his bushy red beard. "You ran straight
here? You didn't stop?"

I shook my head quickly. "I
ran the whole way. I hurried father. I did!"

He pushed off of me and
straightened out while mumbling to himself. "Stupid boy." He stood
still a moment as he took stock of the dispersing crowd. Then his
fingers slipped to his mouth and an ear splitting whistle cut
through the air. Heads turned quickly towards my father. "Listen
up," he yelled as he turned in circles. "They will be here soon if
what my son," father seemed to shudder when he spoke that last
word, "says is true. They will come as darkness falls, with the sun
at their backs."

"And what are we to do
Faelan? We are farmers and tradesmen, not soldiers!"

Father turned on the man.
"They will not expect a fight! Run if you will and be known a
coward when you come back to homes that real men kept
safe!"

The town erupted in noise.
Women were screaming, children were wailing, and men were yelling
until they were as red as the beards many sported. But another
shrill whistle from father stopped them all.

"Eoin, Eidigaen, Ultan, take
the women and the small ones to the river and follow it until you
reach the next village. Warn them and have them send men." Father
puffed himself up and spoke loudly. "The rest of you, arm
yourselves and take position! We are more than they! We will
hold!"

No one moved for a few
moments, but then everyone started at once. Groups formed quickly,
with the women and children forming the largest at the edge of the
village center. Father's hand grabbed my tunic and lifted me to my
feet as if I weighed nothing, then shoved me towards the gaggle
getting ready to make for the river.

"Go with them Segan. You are
no help here."

I straightened myself out as
best I could, squaring my shoulders as I looked back at the man who
raised me. He was everything I would never be. Tall and strong, men
and women alike respected him. Pitied him as well for having a son
such as I. And if I was ever going to change that, I had to stay
and fight here; today. I couldn't grow a beard or hold a sword for
long, but I was of age.

"I am staying Father. I will
not run."

He pushed me again, sending
me tumbling back to the dirt. "You are going and that is the end of
it." His face softened for a moment, with his words growing quiet.
"Do this Segan. This is no place for you."

I stood back up and held my
ground. I didn't say a word. I simply met his eyes.

Father broke our stare
first. "Take a bow and find a hill. But if they come for you son, I
want you to run. You have done enough already."

A smile crossed my face
before I could stop it. I had outrun arrows, warned the village,
and now I was about to stand as a man with my father. We would win
the day and drive them back to where they came. But as my hand
wrapped around a bow, my heart started to pound wildly. My courage
faltered and I looked back at the line of women in the distance,
heading to safety even now.

What am I doing?
I thought as I moved into position behind a large
rock. This is madness.

 


*****

 


They came with a quickness
that no one was prepared to counter. With the dying sun at their
backs, a flood of men with raised weapons and angry cries dashed
down the hill to meet the mass of men waiting for them. Villagers
armed with pitchforks, sickles, axes, and a few swords that were
worn and old. They were three men for every raider but they were
untrained, unskilled. Still, they held steady.

My father raised an arm
towards the sky, holding one of the few swords in our village high
above his head. "Archers!"

Every part of me was shaking
as I plucked one of the arrows in front of me from the dirt. I
nocked the shaft and took careful aim, trying desperately to
control my breathing as I lined up a shot on a raider holding axes
in each hand. His armor was padded out with furs. The skinned head
of a wolf draped over his helm. I breathed out as my fingers slid
from the bowstring.

A dozen more arrows joined
mine, sailing high before coming back down to meet leather, man,
and metal. The wolf fell, clutching his neck where my arrow had
pierced his apple. It was a lucky shot, but now there was one less
for my father to fight. I nocked another arrow.

Three more volleys, but none
of my arrows had the impact of the first. I watched my last arrow
take a man in the thigh, spilling him to the dirt and knocking the
helm from his head. Long golden curls spilled out around him as he
struggled back to his feet, resting all of his weight on the shaft
of his bearded axe. But as he rose, another arrow caught him in the
chest. He didn't move again.

The archers had thinned
them but not enough. There were more here than I'd seen on the
cliffs. And as I scanned the charging raiders who were busy raising
shields as they closed on the village, I couldn't find the giant
among them. Where is he?

A great roar erupted from
the village as men charged to meet the raiders. My father led them
all with his sword held at the ready. I wanted to watch, to help if
I could, but I had to find the giant. Something wasn't
right.

The sound of fighting in the
village below was drowned out when the sound of horns split the air
from behind me. Farther up the hill from where I sat huddled
against a rock was a second band of raiders. And standing in the
center of the charging mass was the giant, holding the largest axe
I'd ever seen as he moved down the hill on legs as thick as tree
trunks.

Three arrows left and
nowhere to run. I pushed the fear away and nocked another shaft
before pulling the bowstring to my ear. I arrow leapt from the bow
with a twang, flying straight before taking a raider in the gut. He
fell forward, turning into a rolling boulder that caught two more
raiders as he crashed down the hillside.

The last arrow brought
unwanted attention as I watched half a dozen men break off from
their charge down the hill. Shields rose as they advanced and my
blood ran cold. With no escape and no hope of hurting the men
running towards me, I nocked another arrow and found the giant. I
was dead but if I could take the monster leading the raiders with
me, then maybe, just maybe, the rest of the village would
live.

The arrow flew true, sinking
into the muscled back of the giant as he ran. But to my horror, and
to those waiting to meet him in the village, the monster kept
running. If he felt the bite of the arrow at all, he didn't show
it. And with a single swing of his axe, I watched him tear a man in
two.

I ran. Leaving my bow
behind, I sprinted towards the village with the last of my arrows
in one hand and my dagger in the other. I couldn't face the men
behind me, with shields raised and weapons at the ready. But if I
could get to the village, in the thick of the fight, then maybe I
could catch one more raider off guard before I fell. It was all I
could do.

I got my wish as I ran into
the thickest part of the fighting. The ground was covered in blood,
mostly of my fellow villagers. We might have outnumbered the
raiders at the start, but I could see five men I knew laying on the
ground for every one of the raiders. Over the shouts of the dying
and the clang of metal, I heard my father, still bellowing to the
rest of the men to stand firm. And right before a raider carrying a
shield and sword could take him in the side as father fought off
another man wielding an axe, I leapt into the air, driving the
point of my blade into the man's back.

He squealed under me like a
stuck pig, thrashing back and forth to shake me loose but I held
firm. With blood pumping quickly, I sank the arrow into the
raider's neck before pulling it free and ramming the broken shaft
deep into flesh again. His hot blood drenched my arm as he
fell.

My father turned and saw me,
surprise etched on his face. "Segan! I told you to run boy!" Then
he saw the man under me, still kicking as he tried to cling to the
last shreds of life. His eyes fell to the dagger in my hands and I
saw him smile.

Then I watched as the smile
turned to a look of pain. His eyes went wide as his sword fell from
his fingers, clattering to the dirt in front of me. The point of
another blade was jutting from his middle and as I watched in equal
horror, the blade slid back, retracting through my
father.

"Segan," he said as he fell,
clutching his stomach. "Run..."

 


*****

 


I made it less than five
steps before something heavy and hard crashed into the back of my
head. My body fell fast, meeting the bloodied dirt below me with a
force that knocked the wind from my lungs. The world went dark
around me, with the sounds of battle fading away to
nothingness.

I am as dead as
father.

But Fate wasn't so kind. I
woke up to the feeling of something warm and wet splashing across
my face. It dripped into my mouth and burned my eyes as I sputtered
while trying to sit up. My hands were tied behind me and my legs
were bound as well. All I could do was flop like a fish while my
captors pissed on me, laughing as they did.

The sound of thunder
silenced the men around me and the rain shower soon stopped as
well. The ropes around my legs were cut free. I tried to open my
eyes but the salty liquid burned me each time I did. I could make
out nothing but blurred shapes in front of me as someone hauled me
to my feet, shouting in my ear in a language I didn't understand.
When a hand grabbed my hair and pulled me forward however, I knew
what the man wanted. I was to follow.

The man was talking again,
in a voice so deep that my bones rattled. He was the thunder I'd
heard, and when I blinked rapidly to clear my eyes, I saw a form
that should have only existed in children's tales and unspoken
nightmares. It was the giant who had his hand through my hair. And
he was larger still than I had thought.

He led me to the center of
the village where I saw the remainder of my people, bloodied and
bruised on the ground, guarded by many of the Lochlannach with
weapons at the ready. And there, in the middle of the group, was my
father. Another villager was holding linens over the wound in his
stomach but it was clear it was already too late. The linens were
soaked through. Father's eyes were barely hanging open and sweat
beaded on his forehead. How he was even still alive was a testament
to his will.

The giant pulled me over to
a smaller man who stood in front of the guarded villagers. His helm
was off and resting in the crook of his arm. Ringlets of hair, as
gold as the sun and as fine as spider's silk, fell to his
shoulders. When he turned towards the giant, his eyes, as blue as
the waters off of the coast, seemed to sparkle in the light of the
many torches burning around us.

The man nodded to the giant
a moment before the massive man threw me back to the ground. My
head spun and blackness clawed at my vision once again but I fought
to stay awake. I managed to get to my knees before the golden
haired man started speaking.

"I am Thoric, son of Wulf.
You will answer my questions or I will kill a man here today. And
another until you speak. Do you understand me girl?" His blue eyes
bored into me as he spoke. "Answer me girl."

My whole body shook as I
looked upon Thoric. In the light of the fires around us I could see
the scars of previous battles etched across his face and arms. One
such scar cut across his cheek, leaving a deep and angry line on
his face where hair no longer grew. But even with the mark of
battle so clear on his body, the man looked on me with a kind
gentleness that surprised me. At least, until his words sank
in.

He thinks I am a girl. That
is why I am not with the rest of the men.

I turned my head to glance
at father. He was watching me now, his eyes open a little more than
before while the villager holding his wound whispered into his ear.
No doubt telling father of my shame. I'd killed men today and even
now, I was a joke to them all. Segan the
woman. I cannot let this stand.

Thoric grabbed my chin,
turning my head and my focus back to him. "Will you answer my
questions or will I draw blood?"

My eyes narrowed. "I
am not a girl."

"A woman then," he said as he stared at my
chest. "Though not much of one. Dressed foolishly as well. Now tell
me, where are the others? Where have the rest of the women
gone?"

"I am not a woman! I am a man and you may as
well kill me. My tongue is not for you."

Thoric stepped back and looked down at me
curiously. "A man? Hairless and small as such?" He turned to the
giant and spoke in the language of the Lochlannach. It hurt my ears
to hear their words. But when they were done speaking, the giant
laughed and hauled me to my feet. Thoric smiled at me. "I think you
lie. But truth is easily found." He nodded to the giant behind
me.

Clothes fell from me in tatters as the
giant's dagger ripped into cloth. In seconds I was made bare, with
the cold air nipping at my skin as I stood for inspection.

"A twig and berries hiding amidst the bush,"
said Thoric as he stepped closer before running his hand across my
hairless chest. "Yet still as soft as any woman. I have daughters
with more hair than you." His hand slipped down my body until he
found my cock. Cradling my manhood in his open palm he leaned in
close, whispering to me. "I could finish the work your God has left
unfinished. A simple work of my dagger and you could be woman."

My eye went wide as Thoric squeezed. Pain
shot through me and tears welled in my eyes as I tried to step
away. But with his hand holding my manhood, I couldn't move.

His hand released me and he stepped back. "Or
you could answer my questions and keep the tiny stick you've been
cursed with."

I fell to my knees as my balls throbbed in
pain. Thoric turned his attention back to the giant, barking a
command that had the larger man running off in a hurry. I was still
on the ground when he returned. In his hand was a dress.

Thoric nodded to the giant who pulled me to
my feet and unbound my hands. While the giant pulled my arms up,
Thoric spoke. "A cock hides between your legs but I still see no
man. Dress to your station and answer my questions.
Woman."

I struggled against the giant but there was
little point. One of his hands was as big as my head and his arms
were larger than my legs. As I fought against him, He lifted me
easily from the ground with both of my wrists engulfed in one of
his fists. And as I dangled like a child's toy, his other hand
caught me savagely across my bare ass. When I cried out in pain, he
slapped me again.

There was a roar of anger to my left before a
dozen men were shouting at once. The giant turned towards the
commotion and that's when I saw father. He was on his feet now, his
eyes burning with fire even as his wound wept. "Enough of this," he
growled as he stepped forward holding an axe he didn't have a
moment ago. "Put the boy down you beast or I'll take an arm and
more."

I saw one of the raiders face down in the
dirt while the others formed a rough circle around the villagers,
with my father standing tall in the middle of them all. Thoric
watched silently while his men looked to him for direction. But it
wasn't Thoric that spoke to the others. The giant's voice rumbled
and the raiders stood down, taking steps away from the
villagers.

The giant threw the dress to one of the
raiders while two more grabbed my arms and held me steady. I
struggled in their arms but even in the grip of normal men I stood
no chance. And as the dress was pulled over my head, with my arms
being forced into the sleeves, I watched as the giant stepped
forward, dagger in hand. He taunted my father who was swaying back
and forth on weakened legs. For a moment it looked like he would
fall back to the ground, but then he saw me and he let out a yell
that made everyone, even the giant, take a step backwards.

It wasn't enough. Father charged with all the
strength he had left within him. The giant stepped aside easily.
When father turned and attacked again, bringing the axe up high in
an arc that meant to tear limb from body, the giant grabbed the
haft of the axe and pulled it from father's grip. The giant flipped
the axe around as he dodged another blow from father. Then it was
over.

A head fell to the ground but the body
remained upright for a few moments. The giant laughed as he dropped
he bloodied axe. My father's body hit the dirt at the same time as
the weapon that took his life landed. The Lochlannach were cheering
as the giant raised his arms high and roared.

Thoric was smiling as he stepped in front of
me. "See now girl? That is what a man looks like. But I wonder, who
was he to you? A lover maybe? Did he use you as a he would a
woman?"

I spat in his face but Thoric didn't bother
to wipe the spittle from his beard. "Not a lover. Family." He
looked back at the headless body, then to me. "Your father. That is
a foul fate."

"I will kill you," I growled as I met
Thoric's eyes.

"And how would a girl kill a man? You look so
small I wonder if you can even raise an axe."

"I killed your men today. Three to my arrows
and one to a dagger." I looked towards the giant. "I even hit your
monster. His shoulder still bleeds."

I look of deep concern passed over Thoric's
face as his eyes drifted past me to find his beast. As the giant
turned in circles, still shouting of his victory to the others, I
could tell by his eyes as they grew wider that he saw what I'd seen
moments before. The giant was bleeding from his back. The wound I'd
given him had reopened in the fight with father.

A flash of anger passed over Thoric's face
before he closed his eyes tightly. He stepped in closer, standing
almost chest to chest with me as he spoke. "Name the three to fall
to you and be quick."

I saw them clearly in my mind. "A man dressed
as a wolf was the first. An arrow in the neck. Another with an axe
I took in the leg and stomach. And one from the giant's party makes
three. An arrow to the gut." I tried to make myself taller as I
stood abreast of Thoric. And for a moment, I felt like a man, a
real man like my father, instead of a skinny boy in a dress. I
sneered at Thoric. "I would have killed more, but I ran out of
arrows."

His hand shot out with the speed of
lightning. The crack of thunder sounded when his open palm met my
cheek. His blow knocked me to the dirt. And before I could find my
feet again, hit boot caught me in the stomach, knocking the air
from my lungs.

"You were an amusement until now you stupid
fool. But if what you say is true, I cannot help you." Thoric
called to the giant, who spun on me quickly. The ground seemed to
shake as he came closer. And as the monster picked me up by the
waist, Thoric stepped in close again, his hand sliding across my
cheek where the skin had turned an angry red from his blow. "You
drew Olaf's blood. You killed his brothers. By right, you are his.
So enjoy your time with him. And know that you should have kept
your mouth shut."

His? What is happening? My fist flew
out, catching the giant in his side but he didn't seem to notice my
blows at all. He simply chuckled before shaking me roughly until I
hung like a ragdoll from his arms. And as he stalked off towards an
empty house, Thoric called out to us once more. The giant stopped
and turned just in time to catch a small flask from the air. He
sniffed its contents and shook me again as he laughed.

Thoric's voice reached me one last time
before the door to the small house Olaf had chosen shut behind us.
"Use the olive oil girl! It will lessen the pain!"

Olive oil? Pain? I had no idea how the
oil would make my death hurt less. But when Olaf threw me atop a
table and pinned me down as he raised the skirt I wore, I realized
my death was the last thing on the massive man's mind.

 

 


*****

 


The door closed behind us one creaking
hinges. Olaf was laughing as he spoke to me in his language. I
didn't understand him, and I didn't want to. Whatever words flowed
from the monster holding me were borne from an evil tongue. I
punched and kicked at the massive man whenever he came close to me,
but that only made him laugh louder, threatening to deafen me with
his booming voice.

He started to undress. His belt and dagger
dropped to the ground by the door. Boots, tunic, and trousers
followed, forming a heap of cloth that would cloth half the
children in my village. Now he stood, or rather stooped, in front
of me, naked and proud. And to my horror, I saw his manhood was as
large as the rest of him. Worse still, he was already stiffening as
he stepped towards me with hungry eyes.

"No!" I yelled as I backed up to the wall. I
looked around desperately for something, anything, I could use to
fight off the giant. But the room was bare save for a bed and chest
in the corner. "Stay away!"

I tried to run. Dipping to the right, I
sprinted for the door. But I didn't make it more than two steps
before I tripped over the long skirt of my dress. The ground rushed
up at me quickly as a shriek slipped from my mouth. But I never met
the floor. Instead, Olaf snatched me from the air in his powerful
arms. He was laughing again as I tried to pull myself from his
grip.

One of his large hands grabbed my chin,
pulling me close to his face. I struggled, trying to turn my head,
to pull back, to get as far away from the monster as I could, but
I'd never felt someone so strong. He held me tight as he kissed me,
long and sloppy. His beard raked across my chin and tickled my
nose. I could taste mead on his breath.

I wanted to die. I wanted anything but
this.

His hand left my chin. In that one moment, I
did the only thing I could think to get away from him. My head flew
forward quickly, with my forehead slamming into the brute's nose
with a crunch. Stars exploded in front of my eyes as Olaf howled in
pain. He dropped me to the ground and reached for his broken nose
instead.

I didn't waste any time. I moved for the door
again, managing to get my hand on the latch before the monster
behind me grabbed the back of my skirt and yanked me away, roaring
at me as he did. My fingers clawed at the door, desperate to keep
contact with the wood, but it was too late.

I was airborne. My stomach turned as I flew
sideways through empty space. But my journey was short lived. My
back hit the wall with force. Pain flooded my body as I fell to the
floor, where the hard ground knocked the wind from my lungs for a
second time. And before I could recover, the monster was standing
over me, reaching down to punish me further.

My head was spinning as he lifted me back to
my feet. I tried to punch the monster again, but I was too slow
now. He caught my fist in his own and squeezed, dropping me to my
knees in pain. But the pain in my hand didn't hurt nearly as much
as the pain in my head from knowing what was coming next. Because
here, kneeling in front of the monster as I was, I was eye level
with his manhood.

Olaf's hand sunk into my hair before yanking
me upwards and making me cry out once more in pain. His other hand
held the base of his massive cock, steadying his shaft as he pulled
my head forward. I slammed my jaw shut before he could impale me on
his sword. He yanked on my hair again but I didn't scream. I
refused to open my mouth for him. I refused to let him inside of
me. I would rather die.

Showing more restraint than I thought was
possible for a monster such as him, Olaf huffed and pulled me back
to standing before he tipped my head back and glared down at me. He
opened his mouth wide, making a circle with his lips as he looked
down at me. One of his thick fingers poked me in the chest as he
stood above me. He wanted me to copy him. Instead, I lifted the
skirt of the dress he'd forced on me and grabbed my own cock. "Go
ahead Olaf. Put me in your mouth."

The giant's mouth shut quickly and his face
turned red before his fist caught me in the stomach and doubled me
over in pain. He might not have spoken my language but he'd clearly
gotten the meaning of my words. If I could keep him angry, maybe he
would kill me before he could make me his woman. As I straightened
up again, my hand shot out, catching Olaf in the crotch. He howled
in pain as my hand wrapped around his balls, squeezing as hard as I
could. Now he was the one sinking to his knees.

My victory didn't last long. Olaf's hand
wrapped around my throat before he bent me backwards painfully. His
other hand pried my fingers free of his purse and when he did, he
slammed me back to the ground, sending another jolt of pain through
my torso as I hit the floor. Before my breath returned, the giant
pulled me back up like a ragdoll. He kicked at my knees clumsily,
hidden away under the skirts of the dress. I was back where I
began, with his cock coming ever closer to my closed mouth. But
this time, Olaf wouldn't let me keep my jaw shut.

His meaty hand pawed at my face, grabbing me
sideways with his fingers digging into my cheeks as he squeezed. I
tried to keep my jaw shut but he was simply too strong. Slowly, my
lips parted. And when Olaf could feel my breath on his palm, his
hand left my face, with his cock taking place instead.

I couldn't shut my mouth in time. Whatever
the monster had done to me, my jaw no longer wanted to close. My
whole face hurt but the pain was nothing compared to the feeling of
Olaf's manhood sliding across my tongue. I tasted salt before his
spear tip hit the back of my throat, leaving me gagging on my knees
as he laughed and slapped his leg.

Olaf's hand found my hair once more. Now he
was guiding my head back and forth, never letting his cock leave
the space between my lips. I shut my eyes, trying to drift away as
the monster used me, but even closed, I could see the length of his
manhood. I could see the tangle of hair, so much darker than that
on his head. I could see his swinging purse below his cock. But
what was worse was the smell. His musk assaulted my nose even as
his cock beat against my throat. I'd never felt so low. And I could
do nothing now to stop him.

My surrender seemed to bore the giant. He was
laughing no longer. I felt a tug on my hair, harder than any of the
others. My scalp burned but he received no reaction from me. I
simply sat in front of him. He grunted and rammed himself harder
into my throat. I coughed and held my breath. I wouldn't give him
anything. But what I saw as resistance, he saw as a challenge.
Slowly, his cock slid back from my lips. But before I could thank
the Lord for my victory, Olaf lifted me from the ground and threw
me to my stomach.

I tried to turn over before he was upon me
but I wasn't fast enough. Olaf pinned me to the ground as he lifted
the skirt to my back. A large hand ran across the back of my legs
before rubbing my rump tenderly. The tenderness was short lived.
The hand left my rear only to return with force. Angry slaps fell
again and again across my backside, making me cry out in pain. Over
and over his hand fell, until my face was wet and the dirt below me
was turned to mud.

The blows stopped as suddenly as they began.
The giant was speaking but I couldn't understand him. All I knew
was that I had to get to the door. As soon as his hands left my
body, I pushed off and made another attempt for freedom. His hands
grabbed at me, ripping an arm clear from the dress in his attempts
to stop me. For a moment I thought I might make it to the latch
this time, but he caught my ankle and dropped me once more,
laughing at me all the while.

This is a game to him, I thought as he
pulled me backwards. I turned as he dragged me, aiming a foot at
his face. My heel connected, smashing his nose flat. Blood flowed
freely from his face, staining his beard as he looked down at me.
But he was still smiling. And as he held me down, he made sure I
saw the olive oil in his hand before he began to spread the
slippery liquid across his cock.

He flipped me for the last time, pushing my
head to the ground as he lifted my ass to the air with an arm under
my stomach. I tried everything to get away, but there was nothing I
could do. The skirts were lifted, with the material thrown over my
back, leaving my rear exposed to the monster behind me. Oiled
fingers pressed against my asshole, making me wince as he pressed
into me. But worse than the feeling of his fingers within me was
the feeling of my own hardening cock. My body was betraying me. My
hole relaxed as his finger curled with my body. His touch felt
good...

My body relaxed and I quit struggling against
the giant. There should have been no pleasure in what he was doing
to me, but I could not deny the excitement welling in my stomach as
he touched my body. I tried to will away the feelings, but it
wasn't until his fingers left my ass that my mind was my own again.
Then I felt something far larger press against my tightly clenched
hole. If his fingers were branches, then whatever was trying to
enter me now was the trunk of an ancient tree.

His entry was too much to bear. Pain ran
through me like wildfire. I screamed out in pain in a way that his
blows from earlier could never manage to coax from me. Then
everything went dark. But when I woke again, the monster was still
within me, with his hips pressed to my ass and his massive member
threatening to tear me apart from the insides.

The pain never lessened. With each thrust of
his cock into my ass, it seemed only to hurt more. The giant
grunted with each breath while I did my best not to scream again. I
wouldn't give him the satisfaction. The sounds of my pain seemed
only to increase his vigor.

It felt as if an eternity passed before the
monster was done with me. His hands slammed against my back while
his hips pressed against me. His cock swelled. Then swelled again.
Silent tears ran from my eyes as I thought of the seed he was
spilling into me at this moment. But the tears were dry by the time
he slid back out of me, leaving me to collapse against the dirt. I
held still for a time, afraid to move. But when the giant took
nothing more from me, I glanced behind to see what the monster was
after.

He was done with me. Now the giant laid back
against the wall, eyes closed as he hummed a song to himself. A
smile, large and toothy, sat upon his face as he relaxed. It was as
if I no longer existed to him.

It was his mistake. I was beaten, bloodied,
but not defeated. The door was close, with freedom just on the
other side of it. But as I looked at the latch, I saw the giant's
clothing pile was closer still, with his dagger hidden beneath the
pile of linens. I looked back at the monster before crawling
forward on my hands and knees. Escape was no longer on my mind.

A low rumble hit my ears as I moved. I looked
back again to see if Olaf was watching, but to my surprise, I saw
the monster had fallen asleep! I pushed myself off of the ground,
giving up on my slow approach. Now was the time. I would have my
vengeance. And father's as well. I found the dagger and slipped it
from its sheathe.

Rage boiled within me, guiding my hand as I
leapt towards the giant. I realized too late that I wouldn't kill
him with my first blow. But when the blade met flesh, parting the
giant's skin as the tip of the dagger drove forward, I couldn't
help but feel a sense of victory. Twice today I'd drawn blood from
the massive man where no other could. But if I didn't act quickly,
there wouldn't be a third.

The blade caught the monster in his broad
chest, slipping between ribs with luck. With my weight behind the
blow, the knife dug into the giant until the hilt pressed to flesh.
But before it did, the monster's eyes shot open, bloodshot and full
of fury. He glared at me before opening his mouth to yell, but
instead of a roar, the monster coughed. Blood and spit hit my
face.

He was wounded, but far from down. As the
knife slid back out of the monster, hands grabbed my body, lifting
me from the ground as he stood up. Olaf squeezed me. I felt ribs
snap under the pressure. But anger kept me moving. The knife came
down again, this time where neck met shoulder. As it sank, I fell.
Olaf couldn't hold me any longer.

He was yelling now. And loudly. I stood back
as he fell to his knees, trying desperately to grab the knife's
handle. But his arms wouldn't raise high enough. Still he yelled.
He was calling for his brothers. I knew I should have ran, but the
sight of his pain made me hold fast.

I thanked the Lord as I watched the giant hit
the ground. He no longer moved, but blood still poured from his
wounds. I smiled and stepped away just as the door behind me burst
open. Men with weapons surrounded me, and for a moment I enjoyed
the look of surprise on their faces. I'd done what they thought was
impossible. I'd slain their giant.

But shock lasted only so long. And when it
did, the blow one of them delivered to the side of my head crumpled
me, bringing darkness once again.

 


*****

 


"You are lucky to be alive," said Thoric as
my eyes fluttered open slowly. "And luckier still that Olaf lives
too."

How? I killed him. I killed the giant!
I tried to sit up and protest, but every part of my body cried out
in pain. I dropped my head back to the bed."What... What
happened?"

"I stopped them from quartering you is what
happened. And now, your life is in my hands."

"Why?" I croaked. "Why save me?"

The bearded man stood and came closer,
letting his fingers drift across my arm. The gentle touch confused
me. And when Thoric raised a bowl to my lips, I hesitated.

"Drink," he said as he tipped the bowl
forward. "It will take away the pain."

I sipped slowly, making faces as the bitter
tasting liquid slipped down my throat and left a trail of fire in
its wake. Whatever he had just given me, it was awful. But before I
could complain, the fire in my throat seemed to spread outwards,
taking away the pain where ever the burn touched. I felt...
good...

"Why are you doing this?" I asked again as a
smile slid slowly over my face. I couldn't help it. Whatever was in
the bowl was working well.

"You are curious. Heart of a man but the face
of a woman. You are brave when you should cower. Strong against all
reason. I want to keep you as my own."

Keep me? "What?"

Thoric held up an iron collar, making sure
that I saw the circ in his hand before he pressed the cold metal to
my neck. Though the pain was gone, I was still too weak to resist
him. I could only lay there as the collar clamped shut around me;
its unfamiliar weight resting against my throat as I stared up at
Thoric in confusion.

"What is this?" I asked as my fingers ran
across the metal, already warming against my skin. "Why?"

"I claim you as my own. My thrall. But know
that you are special among all of my thralls. Because from you I
require complete obedience right now if you wish to continue
drawing breath. If the others see you disobey my commands, they
will kill you and they will turn on me."

Obedience? Thrall? My mind reeled.
Slave. I am his slave!

I pulled at the collar, trying to pry it from
my neck but meeting with no success. "No! No! I refuse!"

Thoric's hand caught me across the cheek;
hard enough to keep my attention, but not so hard as to hurt
greatly. His palm settled across my mouth, keeping me from yelling
any further. "You will keep quiet or I will slit your throat and
leave you here to bleed. Do not mistake my kindness for weakness."
His hand left my mouth.

I kept quiet. I had no doubt that Thoric
would carry through with his threat. By the fading scars I could
see, I knew he was not a man afraid of death. But it was clear that
my pain wasn't what he sought. And as I looked into his eyes, I
realized I did not wish for death. Not anymore. If being
his...thrall... was the only way to escape that fate, then I would
do anything I could to keep my new master happy until I could
escape.

"I, I am yours..."

Thoric smiled down on me and ran his hand
across my cheek once more. "It heartens me to hear, but forgive me
if I doubt you." His hand pulled back and moved to his belt
instead. In moments, his trousers were down and his cock, much
smaller than Olaf's, yet still of impressive size, dangled in front
of me. He grabbed my arm and pulled my hand towards his manhood.
"Turn me to stone and make me smile. Show me your obedience."

My whole body shook as I looked at him. I
couldn't do this. Not again! Still fresh memories of my short time
with Olaf made my stomach roll. I found myself searching for a
weapon but was left wanting.

Thoric pulled my arm harder. "You promised to
obey. Now do what I ask!"

Tears welled in my eyes. "Please," I begged
as I looked up at my new master. "Anything else. I cannot do
this!"

His face softened and his grip left my wrist.
A small smile, gentle and warm, passed over his features as his
hand came back down to my cheek. Fingers slid across my skin,
passing my ear before tangling in my hair. His touch was everything
Olaf's was not. My eyes slid shut as my head lolled to the side,
resting against Thoric's open palm.

"I am not him," he said as he stroked me. "I
do not wish harm to you. But I will not bend on my command. There
is no other way."

My eyes fluttered back open. Thoric was
smiling down at me, his hand still in my hair. In that moment I
knew he wasn't the monster Olaf took joy in being. Slowly, my hand
reached out, grabbing hold of Thoric's manhood before closing my
hand around him. I worked him until he was as hard as iron in my
hand, with my eyes never leaving his. And when Thoric dropped the
flask of oil onto the bed bedside me, I didn't hesitate to coat his
shaft in the slick liquid.

My heart was racing in my chest as I pushed
the heavy blankets from my body, revealing myself to the muscled
man above me. I felt so small, so vulnerable. And when I tried to
lift my head from the pillow to pull Thoric down atop me, the torc
around my neck made even the simple movement difficult. My heart
beat faster when the iron collar dug into my chin, reminding me
that I was no longer a free man, but the slave to another.

Heart of a man but the face of a
woman. Thoric's words echoed through my head as he took
position on the bed. My father never held hope that I would take a
wife, but in the silence of the meadows as I watched the sheep
graze, I saw a woman there in my dreams. I was a man in my fantasy,
with a wife who would give me fat, healthy children. I'd pleasured
myself many a time to the idea. Never did I think another man would
use me like a woman. And never did I think I would find myself hard
at the thought.

You are brave when you should cower.
Thoric's hands fell to my waist, his touch warm against my skin. My
stomach flipped as I looked up at him, with his hair spilling
across his shoulders and a look of fierce determination on his
face. The realization that I enjoyed looking upon him hit me with
the force of a hammer. My breath came a little faster.

Strong against all reason. Thoric
tried to roll me; to force me to my stomach like the giant had. But
on my back was where I wanted to stay. I wanted to look upon my new
master. I wanted his eyes on mine. And I wanted him to see my
growing manhood. To feel it between our bodies. I wanted him to
know that this was my desire as well as his.

I want to keep you as my own. The iron
collar was still heavy on my neck, but for the moment, it bothered
me little. Strength returned to my limbs, chased there by a desire
for the man atop me that I couldn't explain. My arms reached for
him, circling his neck and pulling him towards me while my ankles
locked behind his muscled back.

His lips landed on mine and surprise passed
across both of our faces. Something like this should not have felt
so right. Thoric tensed in my grasp, clearly as confused as I was.
But he didn't pull away. His beard tickled my smooth cheeks as his
lips remained pressed to mine. And when his arms wrapped around me,
holding me tight as his cock found my hole, he seemed to steal the
very air from my lungs.

I expected pain like Olaf had caused. There
was some at first, but then discomfort gave way to something I
never felt with the giant. Pleasure, desire, lust. Thoric pushed in
deep, with his fingers digging into my shoulders as he did so. I
couldn't contain the sigh of pleasure that slipped from my mouth
after his hips hit my ass. Shame bubbled up within me. Why was I
enjoying this so much?

His mouth found mine again, this time without
my help. His hips pulled back before his cock plunged deep into me
again. My whole body was shaking now. My whole world had changed. I
wasn't free. I wasn't a man. I wasn't what my father would have
wanted me to be; what he died to keep me from becoming.

Another wave of pleasure rocked my small
frame. Thoric's body was pressed against mine now, with his hard
stomach rubbing against my own swollen cock, trapped between our
bodies as he took me. With each thrust of his hips, I came closer
to my own release. Will he be angry if I enjoy this?

I broke off our kiss, rolling my head to the
side so that I could speak into his ear. "Do what needs to be
done," I said as his head lifted so he could look upon me. "I am
here to please you Thoric."

The blond haired man grinned before sitting
up straight, leaving me longing for the warmth of his body. His
hands found my hips, pulling me close as he picked up speed.
Pleasure came quicker now, with each drive of his hard cock hitting
something deep within me that I would have never known otherwise. I
found myself moaning from his touch, my own cock throbbing in pain
as his, much larger, filled me so completely.

"A thrall must obey," Thoric said as he
thrust into me. "And through obedience, trust will build." He
picked up speed again. "Serve me well and see yourself free again
one day."

My mind was a fog. His words were lost on me
as I concentrated on the pleasure building within. My hand found my
cock and I began to pump wildly. Nothing mattered anymore except
for the feeling of bliss that was so close now. And closer still
with every press of Thoric's shaft, which slammed into me with a
quickness I didn't think any man could ever match. It was a race
now to see which of us would find pleasure first.

It was a race I had no chance of winning.
Thoric grunted as he pulled my hips close, pressing into me deeply.
His cock swelled and he threw his head back, closing his eyes as he
spilled his seed into me. The sight of him, and the sounds he was
making as he held me close... they were enough to set me over the
edge as well. Pleasure filled me as I made a mess of my own
hairless chest. Thick lines of white crisscrossed my skin while my
body hummed.

Neither one of us moved for many moments. We
just stared at each other, our eyes meeting and neither one of us
blinking. No words slipped from our mouths, but what was left
unspoken was still clear to both of us. Whatever we'd just done, it
was more than a test of my obedience. Already, my body wanted
Thoric again.

And if not for the knock at the door, I had
feeling that Thoric would have taken me a second time. With a sigh,
he slid from within my body, washing himself off before pulling his
trousers back up. He answered the knock with a question in the
language of the Lochlannach. A voice from beyond the wooden walls
answered in kind.

 


*****

 


Thoric turned on me quickly. "Dress and move
swiftly. Scouts have spotted men in the fields."

Father's reinforcements. The collar weighed
me down once more as I pictured him in my mind. I'd betrayed him
here tonight by enjoying myself with one of the raiders. What had I
done?

"Did you not hear me? Dress now! We retreat
to the ships at once."

My fingers touched the collar as I stared at
Thoric. He claimed me like one would claim an animal. Now he was to
lead me away to his stables. I have to run. Only as far as the
next village. I cannot go with him.

But even as I thought it, part of me didn't
want to leave Thoric's side. The way he made me feel, there was
something there that I had never felt with anyone else. Something
that many in the village told me I would never have. Why would I
want to run away from such feelings?

Thoric's hand fell to my shoulder, pulling me
bodily from the bed. His other hand clapped against my skin before
he shook me wildly. "Come to your senses. Dress now!" He turned
from me, circling the room as he paced. "What is wrong with you?"
He stopped for a moment, then stared me down. "You have pledged
obedience. And I to protect you. Now dress!"

But it wasn't until he stepped back in,
pulling me close with his body pressed against mine that I snapped
out of my haze. I blinked rapidly as if waking from a dream as he
whispered to me. "I do not wish to lose you now. I need you to come
with me."

"Thoric." The words drifted from my lips
unbidden. But as I spoke his name, all of the shame I felt, and any
desire to run from him, disappeared. Now I was looking around the
room desperately, searching for something to dress in. "I have no
clothes!"

"This will have to do," he said as he tossed
a bundle of cloth in my direction.

I caught the clothing and my heart dropped
when I unfolded the dark green garment. It was the dress from
earlier, torn and tattered but still clearly meant for a woman. My
eyes went wide as I looked upon Thoric, begging him silently for
something, anything, other than the dress.

"We have no time to search. Put on the dress.
It will make my men at ease to see you in it again. But know that
while you wear it, I will be thinking of the man hidden
underneath."

With a sigh, I slipped the dress over my
head, letting the skirts fall around my body for the second time
tonight. Thoric grabbed me by the arm and pulled me out of the
door. But no sooner than the cool night air touched my skin did
Thoric push me towards two of his men as he spoke rapidly in his
own language. When he was done, he looked to me.

"Wulf and Erik will see you to the beach. I
have matters here before I join you."

The men laughed, with one of them pinching my
sides before pawing at the long skirt. But a barked order from
Thoric stopped the man in his tracks. His face went red as my
master stared him down. His was no longer the tender face of a
lover I'd seen behind closed doors. Now, as he sat his helm atop
his head, I saw his face of battle. My gut wrenched as I watched
him walk away. If I never saw him again, then what would I be?

The men had to carry me to the cliffs.
Whatever magic drink Thoric had given me wore off just outside of
the village, with my legs becoming useless. Wulf and Erik took
turns carrying me on their backs while I watched my home grow
smaller in the distance. And before the last of the wooden homes
disappeared from view, I saw the orange glow of flames as they
started to lick their way up walls. The raiders were burning it
all.

The night grew darker and stars emerged while
we waited on the rocky shore. Multiple boats, longer than any I'd
ever seen, were beached upon the rough shoreline. Men, some
captured villagers that I knew by name, others raiders, loaded
chest after chest aboard the ships while we waited. I was the only
one on the beach in a dress, and the real men ignored me as they
worked quickly to get everything aboard.

The boats were loaded before there was any
sign of Thoric and the men who stayed behind. The Lochlannach on
the beach were growing restless, with minor fights breaking out
along the shore as they yelled loudly and banged fists to their
chests. It was clear that some of the men wanted to leave now,
while the more loyal were ready to wait out the return of the
others.

Just before one of the arguments turned
deadly, a rain of rocks from above me made my heart rise from the
depths of my despair. I looked up to see men descending the
cliffside. I left my seat by the cliffs to stand with the others on
the beach. And when I finally saw him, I nearly ran to Thoric. It
had only been a few hours, but I couldn't stand to be apart from
him. Not when I was among the gathered men on the beach. Thoric was
my protector now. And I his servant.

But my joy was tempered when I saw something
else lowered from the cliffs. A heavy linen sack, supported by many
ropes, and with blood stains darkening the lighter cloth. I didn't
need to see inside of the sack to know who was nestled within. Its
size and weight told me there could only be one man bundled there.
It was the giant, Olaf, and from the rise and fall of the cloth, he
was still breathing.

Thoric caught my arm as I watched the giant
loaded onto one of the longboats. He pulled me to another and spoke
low as he helped me board. "I see the way you look at Olaf. I will
keep him from you," he said as he lifted me. "But know this, if he
come to harm again by your hand, I will not protect you."

The boats pushed off from the beach before
men, wet from the sea, were pulled aboard and took up spots at the
oars, three men to each. Thoric called out to the men in their
language and the oars dipped into the sea as one, pushing the
vessels past the waves and into calmer waters before sails were
dropped and the wind caught cloth. As the oars were pulled back in,
Thoric came to me, holding a blanket in his arms.

"The sea is cold. Take this."

My island shrank in the distance as I pulled
the blanket around my shoulders. I might never see it again, but I
wasn't upset. Not anymore. My home was burnt, my family gone. There
was nothing left for me back there. Thoric's hand rested on my
shoulder. I placed my own atop his and smiled sadly.

"I never learned your name," he said as his
hand squeezed my shoulder gently.

"Segan," I said softly. "It is Segan, Thrall
of Thoric, Son to Faelan."

With hands on both shoulders now, Thoric
leaned in and kissed the top of my head. "A nice name. We sail home
now Segan. And while I still draw breath, I will protect you."

My hand held his as I looked out at the
waves. "As long as I remain obedient."

"Of course."

I squeezed his hand before bending my head
back to look up at the man behind me. My heart was humming and
below the heavy skirt I wore, my cock was hard, my body wanting.
"Then I have a protector in you for a long time Thoric. I am here
at your command."

Thoric stroked my cheek before leaving me
alone. I touched the iron collar around my neck and sighed. This
wasn't the future I saw for myself, or the future father wanted of
me, but as I watched the golden haired warrior walk away, I was
happy for the future Thoric had given me.

For better or worse, he was my Master. And I
was his Thrall.
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		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";
	}
}



