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Sidonie’s Tale

I STOOD ON THE BATTLEMENTS of Bleak Harbor’s keep and watched as the silvery-white sails disappeared one by one over the horizon. The fleet of the elves’ northern kingdom, along with the bulk of the army, was on its way to help stem the human invasion from the Broken Lands. My father, King Jeoffroi, had sailed with it, leaving me and my two sisters tucked away in the safest city in the north.

Duke Adrien cleared his throat beside me. “What are your orders, Princess Sidonie?”

With a sigh I turned away from the sea to face him. While my father had left me nominally in charge, we both knew that Adrien would actually be running things in his absence.

“Just carry on, Your Grace,” I said with a shrug. “You know what needs to be done better than I do.”

“Of course, Your Highness.”

The wind kicked up for a moment, giving me a final glimpse of shining purple banners floating over the sea before the last ships vanished. “Duke Adrien?”

“Yes, Your Highness?”

“Will you please set some extra lookouts? Blame it on me being a foolish, frightened girl if you wish, but it would make me feel better.”

He offered me an approving smile. “I was going to do it anyway, Princess. I don’t think it at all foolish, and I intend to take every possible precaution until your father returns.”

Which was precisely why my father’s most trusted lieutenant was here instead of with the fleet. In the field the duke’s caution was a hindrance, but while he was in charge here my father need have no fears for the safety of the premier port of his kingdom. Or for that of his three daughters.

A freezing gust of wind whipped at my cloak and I shivered. Rag, Tag, and Scrap he called us. Three frivolous, chattering, redheaded girls when he so desperately wanted strong sons to follow him. Yet there was always a gleam of humor in my father’s eyes when he said it, and somehow he had never gotten around to marrying again.

I abandoned the battlements to the soldiers and sought the warmth of my quarters inside the thick stone walls. Even though Adrien was in charge I had moved into the keep until my father returned, just in case. Richelle and Lisette could have the Marble Palace to themselves for a while. I was too depressed over the return of war to want to be social anyway—I just wanted a little peace and quiet.

I was given a week. At dawn on the eighth day after my father’s departure a soldier woke me by pounding on the door of my room. The clangor of the fortress’ great alarm bells vibrated through the massive stone walls as I threw on my clothes.

“Duke Adrien’s pardon, Highness, but the lookouts have spotted sails.”

I shook my head in confusion, knowing that it was far too early for our fleet to be returning. “What kind of sails?”

“Red ones.”

A sliver of cold pierced my stomach. The human fleets had red sails. By nightfall the city was under siege.

It did not do them much good. Bleak Harbor perched on an island about a quarter of a mile from the mainland, and the only way across was by a stone causeway or by boat. Stone walls a hundred fifty feet high made any attempt by boat impossible except through the harbor, and as soon as we were sure that the fleet was headed for us, Duke Adrien ordered the causeway destroyed and massive steel chains reeled out across the harbor entrance. Over the next few days the enemy sent a number of ships to try to break the chains, but engines on our tower walls reduced them to piles of floating kindling before they could accomplish anything. On the other side of the island our ballistae pounded any work crew sent to try to repair the causeway. There was no way in; all we had to do was sit tight and wait for the humans to give up or for my father to return.

At least that was how it was supposed to go.

After two weeks of being besieged, life had more or less returned to normal. We were no longer awakened a dozen times a night by overzealous watchmen, and the engineers manning the ballistae destroyed their targets with a casual ease that verged on boredom. Richelle and Lisette moved back to the Marble Palace and the whirl of their social lives. I was lulled—we all were—into foolish complacency because we knew the city was impregnable.

The fortress alarm bells and the clatter of mailed feet and shouts in the corridor outside my room jolted me out of my sleep. Braving the chaos outside I went in search of Duke Adrien, but no one seemed to know where he was in the confusion. Eventually I found myself atop the battlements where I could look out over the besieged city. Sullen orange flames lit the night sky, rising high from buildings all along the harbor. By their dim glare I could make out dozens—no, hundreds—of dark sails spread across the waterfront. Somehow the humans had broached our defenses and entered the harbor.

The captain coordinating the fire from the fortress’ ballistae stopped shouting orders long enough to bring me up to date. “The harbor chains are down and the humans have landed troops at a dozen points already. We don’t have enough men to fight them all.”

“How did they get the chains down?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know, Your Highness. The lookouts saw nothing.”

“We need to send someone to the palace to fetch my sisters. They mustn’t get cut off.” I did not want to think about what the humans would do to them if they were captured.

“Duke Adrien took a squad of cavalry to get them back here safely.”

I sighed in relief, knowing that if it was possible to save them, Duke Adrien would do so.

A constant flow of couriers kept us apprised of the fighting as the humans pushed our warriors back from the waterfront and the fighting spread into the depths of the city. Trusting to the city’s defenses to protect us, my father had left only a small force of soldiers behind. In the face of the invasion force the humans were landing it was completely inadequate, and however valiantly they fought, they could do little more than slow down the inexorable advance of the human tide.

I watched all night from the battlements as the city burned. Sometime before dawn my youngest sister, Lisette, slipped into the keep with a group of refugees fleeing the fighting. Duke Adrien’s soldiers had been ambushed and in the confusion she had escaped and fled for the safety of the fortress. She had no idea what had happened to Richelle, and though I tried to comfort her, in the depths of our hearts neither of us expected to see our sister again.

By dawn our final resistance was crumbling, and such forces as remained fled back to Bleak Harbor’s keep. Duke Adrien was the last survivor to pass through the massive gates before we closed them in the face of the approaching enemy. I followed him into the great hall, hurrying to match his greater strides.

“Your Grace, what happened to Richelle?”

He turned to me, and for a moment it looked as though he couldn’t remember who I was. Then he shook his head and seemed to come back to himself.

“I don’t know, Princess. We were ambushed as we returned from the Marble Palace with your sisters. Half of my soldiers died in the first few seconds, and by the time we rallied both of your sisters were gone.”

“Lisette is here. She escaped and found her way. But no one has seen Richelle.”

“Lisette is safe?” He let out a deep sigh and some of the tension seemed to flow out of him. “That is something to be thankful for, at least. As for Richelle… Perhaps she is hiding in the city. We found no sign of her or her horse.”

It was better than no hope at all, but not much. I knew that in all likelihood my younger sister was now a prisoner of the barbarian humans. I shuddered, and forced all thoughts of her from my mind. I would grieve later.

Adrien seemed to think that we had sufficient soldiers to hold the fortress indefinitely, even if there were fewer than he would have liked. After assuring himself that we were in no immediate danger he headed for the battlements to see what could be done with the engines there, leaving me with his officers to take stock of the wounded and our supply situation. While we stood around a conference table trying to decide how best to stretch out our resources, distant sounds of fighting echoed down the hallway. A young soldier burst in, blood dripping down his head and matting his pale, silken hair.

“They’ve broken in through the postern gate,” he gasped out. “They were in before we knew it, and there are too many of them for us to win back the courtyard.”

The guard captain standing beside me gave me a stricken look. “The postern gate? And the harbor chains before that?”

“Someone let them in,” I stated grimly.

“Who would do this? And why?”

Leaden fear dragged at me, and my mind went numb. There was nowhere to escape, nowhere to hide. Soon I would be dead—or much worse. “It doesn’t really matter anymore,” I muttered, and let the long lists of supplies slide from my fingers to a pile on the table.

It was over quickly. The humans got the main gate open and a rush of armed men swarmed into the fortress. With their numbers they swamped every defense and pushed higher and higher until only a few knots of us held out. We made our stand in the armory, where there was only one narrow passage the enemy could approach us through. Sick with fear, Lisette and I waited among racks of swords and spears while one by one our defenders fell under the human onslaught. At the last, they cut down the poor guard captain mere feet from us, and our lives as we knew them came to an end as we passed into captivity.

Rough, bearded soldiers in ring mail and leather dragged us from our hiding place and took us downstairs to the great hall where we were placed with such other women as had survived the storming of the fortress. The humans were gathering all of the booty they collected in this one place. Guards stood watchfully, making sure that no man took anything from the growing piles and that none of the women was molested. Many of our companions wept, while others simply stared into nothingness and followed orders woodenly. Hope lay dead with the soldiers who had defended us; ahead lay only slavery and death.

After a while half a dozen men in rich fur cloaks sauntered up, eyeing their prizes with unconcealed interest, and a cold fist clutched at my heart. I glanced over at my poor sister, wishing I could have had the courage to spare her what was to come.

“Line them up against the wall and strip them,” one of the men said, and guards prodded us along with the butts of bloodied spears.

Fearsome men stepped forward with drawn knives, and many of those around us screamed and wept and pleaded. It was all useless; in seconds we stood naked before our captors, all innocence exposed to their leering gazes. The man who had spoken earlier walked back and forth along the line of us, examining us carefully and then stepped back. He pointed to a dozen of the oldest and plainest women.

“Take them to the barracks and let the men have their turns.”

Guards dragged them away, screaming and struggling until they vanished into the labyrinth of corridors. Listening to them, tears swelled in my eyes at the thought of what was about to happen. At the same time I knew that those of us who remained would fare little better.

 We stood there for what seemed like hours, allowed neither rest nor food nor water while the cloaked men stared at us and argued among themselves. Lisette remained beside me, her slender arms covering herself in a vain attempt to hide her rosy charms, racked with silent sobs as she stared down at the slate flagstones. I hated myself for it. Her fate was my fault—hadn’t our father left me in charge?

A stir at the entrance dragged me from my miserable reverie as a knot of men broke through the milling crowd of soldiers and advanced purposefully towards us. At their head was a doughty soldier in battered armor who wore a simple circlet of gold rather than a helm. Striding along at his side was Duke Adrien, all cleaned up and wearing the finest mail our smiths could produce under his sable cloak. 

The man with the circlet gestured impatiently at the women lined against the wall. “Are they here?”

“Yes, Your Highness. That one,” he pointed at me, “is Princess Sidonie. And Princess Lisette is the one to her left.”

“Lisette is yours, as agreed. You’d better get her out of here before anything unfortunate happens.”

Duke Adrien took my sister by the hand. “Come along, Your Highness.”

She didn’t look back at me as he led her away. In the shock of the moment it took me a little while to realize that he didn’t offer her his cloak to cover herself with. Then they disappeared in the crowd, and I felt myself suddenly more alone than I had ever been in my life.

“For so small a price is treachery purchased,” the man with the circlet said.

I stared at him, mouth gaping, and he offered me a grim smile. “Oh, yes. It was the duke’s men who cut the harbor chain, and he himself opened the postern gate to allow us entrance to the fortress. He has long held a passion for your sister, but your father refused him. And now instead of losing one daughter, King Jeoffroi has lost all three. Will it break him, do you think?”

He turned to his waiting guards. “Take this one and put her in my cabin.”

They escorted me aboard one of the largest of the warships moored to the quays, and dragged me down into the hold. Despite the luxurious trappings, the stink inside took my breath away and I staggered and gasped as they pushed me into the great stern cabin and secured me to a set of manacles dangling from the wall. As the door shut behind them, I sank to the floor with my head tucked against my knees and allowed myself the luxury of a few tears until a sniffle from across the room alerted me that I was not alone in the cabin.

I whipped my head up and found myself staring into the red-rimmed eyes of my sister Richelle. She was naked and chained to the wall on the opposite side of the room. Her auburn hair hung in disheveled curls and a lurid bruise discolored one cheek.

“Are you all right?” I asked her.

She nodded slowly, but I could not get her to speak. She simply stared while tears rolled unregarded down her pale cheeks. I could not decide if she had actually been abused, or if she was only in shock from fright and shame. After a while I sank into my own dark reveries. We were beyond any hope of rescue, and undoubtedly destined for the same fate as Lisette. And when my father found out what had befallen us, it would kill him.

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

“Such pretty little playthings,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That is about to change.”

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

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

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

“I warned you, little princess.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, unable to speak.

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

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

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

I did as he bade, lowering my head so that curtains of long red curls fell to the floor. The prince came to stand before me, and after a moment I saw his breeches fall to his ankles. I swallowed hard, but I willed myself not to make a sound.

“Look up,” he commanded.

As I raised my head I saw him toss his shirt to the bed, and then I realized his manhood was bobbing only inches from my nose. I knew what it was, although I had never seen one before. Women talk, so I wasn’t completely ignorant, but what I saw left me stunned. It seemed impossibly long to my inexperienced eyes, and was as thick around as my wrist. Thick veins gnarled it from the base of the shaft all the way to the bulbous purple head. I wouldn’t have been half as afraid if he had threatened me with his sword.

“Whenever I tell you to kneel and attend, you will suck on my cock until I tell you to stop.”

I stared up into his eyes, aghast. In my mouth? He wanted me to put that beastly thing in my mouth? I started to shake my head, then my eyes flickered over to Richelle, still sobbing on the floor. Jerzeg watched me with amusement.

“Use your tongue first, little princess. Lick it from bottom to top, all over.”

I took a deep breath to steady myself, and then hesitantly reached out with the tip of my tongue and ran it across swollen head. Relief flooded through me when I discovered that despite its ferocious appearance, it didn’t taste bad. The skin was smooth and very soft and there was just a slight hint of salt. As I began to relax, I noticed the rich scent of spice and musk coming from him. It was a male smell, a wild smell, and it set off something in the back of my mind that made me suddenly feel very small and soft and vulnerable.

Flustered by these feelings, I turned my full attention to his rigid shaft. Gradually I became bolder, using more of my tongue and moving in broader strokes. His cock slipped away from my mouth so I took hold of it with one hand, surprised at how hot he felt against my palm. I glanced up, hoping that I hadn’t been overly presumptuous, and found the prince watching me through half-lidded eyes.

“Good, little princess; continue. I want to feel those lovely lips wrapped around me.”

Fear blossomed again. It was one thing to lick it, but how was I supposed to fit it in my mouth?

“I can’t,” I whimpered. “It’s too big.”

“You will learn to take it. You will learn to take it everywhere, any time I ask.”

I slid my tongue around the head of it again, until it glistened with my spit. When I worked up enough nerve I parted my lips and slid my mouth over the tip. Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I still was unable to fit the swollen head inside. I whimpered again, sucking air through my nose.

“You must open wider.”

I tried. I stretched my jaw until my ears ached, and slowly I squeezed him in. His cock was a white-hot rod in my mouth, pulsating slowly against my tongue as it slid deeper and deeper. Sometime while I was concentrating on working him in he became saltier, tangier, a little bitter. This stronger taste combined with his smell into a heady mixture that set all of my senses on edge. I flushed, suddenly hot, and as I slid my hand further down towards the base of his manhood I felt my nipples crinkle and swell, and an unfamiliar ache started between my legs.

Suddenly it was no longer just about making sure that I pleased Prince Jerzeg—I wanted that cock in my mouth. I craved the taste and the texture of it against my tongue. I stretched my mouth still more and sucked, trying to get more of him inside, my fist tugging on the shaft near his balls. A low moan escaped from the prince, and his fingers threaded their way into the hair on the sides of my head.

“You are a natural cocksucker, Sidonie.”

His voice lifted the spell on me for a moment, and I realized my free hand was between my legs, massaging the hard knob of my clit, and that the muffled moans I kept hearing were coming from me. For half a second I froze, unable to believe what I was doing, and then my hesitation was swept away by the rising tide of lust building between my thighs.

Slowly at first, and then more urgently, Jerzeg began fucking my mouth. I worked my tongue frantically while I fought to hold my jaws open wide enough to let him slide in and out easily. He built up to an easy cadence, stroking slowly but deeply, so deeply. I couldn’t understand how I got so much of him to fit inside me that way, but it did not matter; I wanted still more of him.

Then the tip of his cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged hard. Panic hit, and I was unable to breathe with his thick rod stuffing my mouth. I struggled against it, but the prince held tight to my head and continued his easy strokes, in and out and in and out until I recovered myself and the warm glow crept over me once more.

“You’ll learn,” he said quietly. “One day you’ll be able to take the whole thing.”

Sizzling tingles consumed my lower body. While my fingers worked my clit, my pussy oozed cream that slicked the swollen lips along my slit. Inside I throbbed, hollow and aching and needing something, I did not know what. I just knew that I craved, I hungered with every fiber of my being. My body was screaming for it. And slowly it dawned on me that the it that I wanted so desperately was in my mouth.

Prince Jerzeg must have realized how far along I was, for he began to ease himself gradually from my mouth. I whimpered as he withdrew and sucked harder, but in a few seconds he had withdrawn from my lips with a pop like the sound of a champagne bottle being opened.

Smoldering eyes traced every curve of my body, as though he was burning an image of me into his mind, and then he knelt and swept me up and carried me over to his bed. Powerful arms leaned me over the bed and arranged me so that I was spread wide, all of my most private places displayed to his impassioned gaze. Burning inside, my senses reeling, I was unaware of anything around me except his touch until I looked over and saw my sister’s horrified gaze riveted on me.

Like a sudden splash of cold water that managed to get through to me. “Richelle is watching us,” I protested. “She can see everything.”

The prince merely laughed. “So she can. Silly little one. If she were not promised to the priests I would make you take each other, and then fuck both of you after.” He sighed wistfully. “There’s something about fucking sisters…”

Rough hands spread my legs still wider and his thick fingers quested between, seeking the hot little fount at the join, and as soon as he found my sopping cunt I forgot all about my sister. A finger slid inside my slick opening, testing the way, and pressed gently against my maidenhead.

“A virgin after all,” Jerzeg breathed. “I was going to make myself wait until I got home to take you, when I could savor you fully in the luxuries of my harem. But this cannot wait. I must have you now.”

I certainly did not want him to wait, for his fingers playing with my pussy had my whole body singing. I felt as though I had lost all control of myself—my hips rocked against the prince’s hand, and I slid my breasts back and forth against his blankets until each touch against my nipples made me gasp. When Jerzeg’s slick fingers roamed up along my swollen lips and found the hard nub of my clit under its little hood, the hot, sweet tingles he aroused had me ready to melt into the bed. Fingertips massaged my clit in soft swirls while his thumb teased the entrance to my tunnel. In my wildest dreams I had never imagined pleasure such as this.

“I believe you are adequately prepared,” the prince said drily, amused at how easily I had succumbed.

I whimpered as he pulled his hand away, but then I felt him arranging himself closer behind me, his hairy legs hard against my thighs, and I knew what was coming next. The head of his cock felt like a ripe plum thrust up against me, and he wedged it into the slippery portal between my legs. My muscles clenched involuntarily at this strange intrusion, but Jerzeg held tightly to my hips so that I could not move. The thick shaft stretched me until I whined from the aching, but my pussy was ready, trembling and wet to have him inside of me. The prince thrust and grunted with the effort of stuffing himself into that tight passage, and then his head pressed against my maidenhead.

He gripped my hips hard and then gave one massive thrust. For the briefest instant that thin membrane survived his attack, and then it tore and a sharp knife of pain stabbed into me. I cried out, but Jerzeg swiftly sank the rest of his thick cock into my depths and I forgot all about pain. I was stretched and stuffed and fairly glowed from the heat surging through my body. Satisfied, the prince buried his fingers into the soft flesh of my ass and began to fuck me.

His deep thrusts rocked me into the bed, each stroke raising me to my tiptoes, and my cunt leaked simmering juices around him. Slamming into me again and again he ripped cries of animal pleasure from the very core of me as I soared up on a wave of impossible ecstasy. I gripped the bed and began humping back against him, trying to drive his manhood even deeper, trying to make him fuck me harder, until I could barely breathe.

I laid my head down on my arm and saw that Richelle was still watching us, only now her legs were spread and her fingers danced frantically on her clit as she stared wide-eyed at the fleshy spear impaling my once-virgin cunt. But then I had no more attention to spare for her. I closed my eyes as tingling heat rolled up through my body from my vibrating pussy and I panted each time that broad shaft slammed home into me until I had to gasp for breath. My whole world shrank down to the hot, rigid cock inside of me.

With a gush of juices my pussy clenched around Prince Jerzeg’s manhood, pulsating against him as my muscles gripped tight, and I screamed as the orgasm shattered through me in a cascade of brilliant sparks of pleasure. My cries echoed through the room again and again until I collapsed into a limp and sweating heap on the bed. Behind me I heard the prince draw a hiss of breath through his teeth, and then he grunted and shoved into me with all of his might. As I gasped for breath I felt the hot stickiness of our mingled fluids slowly dripping down my thighs, and off to the side Richelle uttered a string of low moans as she found her own release.

We set sail that night on the voyage to Prince Jerzeg’s homeland. Every day Prince Jerzeg would have me kneel and suck his cock, and then he would fuck me until I exploded while Richelle watched and fingered herself until she came as well. Despite myself I started looking forward to each session, wanting the taste of his cock in my mouth, needing him inside of my aching pussy to fill me and stretch me until I felt absolutely stuffed with him. Somewhere during the voyage I crumbled and it was no longer his threats against my sister that kept me obedient, but my own newfound desires and needs.

After a month at sea we arrived at the prince’s capital, and as soon as the crew moored the vessel at the docks Jerzeg unchained us both and led us out onto the quays. A crowd waited by the gangplank—guards to escort Jerzeg to his palace, and a score of men wearing black cowls and robes with crimson traceries like streams of dark blood. Prince Jerzeg nodded to them stiffly, and pushed Richelle towards them.

“Here is the first payment of your tithe from the sack of Bleak Harbor—the middle daughter of King Jeoffroi. Let none say that I have stinted in my offerings to our gods.”

The foremost priest nodded in satisfaction. “The gods will smile upon you for your gifts, Prince Jerzeg.”

Two of the larger priests took Richelle by the arms and the party headed into the city. My sister cast one anguished look back at me and then disappeared. Tears filled my eyes, for she was all that I had left of my life from before. Now she was gone and I was utterly alone. I did not know if I would ever see her again.

Once the way was clear we set out for Jerzeg’s palace. To my eyes it was blocky and crude, lacking the grace and intricate craftsmanship of the palaces I had grown up in. Still, anything beat the smelly hull of a leaky boat, and I was so happy to be on dry land again that I would not have turned up my nose at a cell in the prince’s dungeons.

We passed through a maze of corridors and when we came to an ornately carved metal door he dismissed his guards. He drew a key from the chain around his neck and pulled the door open, but stopped me with a hand on my arm before I could enter.

“Forget the life you had before,” he told me. “When you enter here, you start anew.”

I bowed my head. “I will do whatever you command, Your Highness.”

“Then come.”

The trappings of this part of the palace were rich, but gaudy and overdone. We passed into a room where a dozen women sat idly—both elves and human together. They watched us with unconcealed interest, but none spoke as we passed by. The prince led me on to a room with a fountain and pool that all seemed to be made from natural rock. An exquisitely beautiful young dark elf girl sat on a bench watching the water play. When she saw the prince, her eyes lit up with pleasure and she dropped to her knees before him.

“Welcome home, Your Highness,” she said.

“Arielle, this is Sidonie. Please take charge of her for me. I want her well taken care of.”

“Most gladly, Your Highness.”

He stroked her silky, midnight hair. “Good. I shall see you tonight.”

A fit of jealousy flared in my heart, but Jerzeg spun on his heel and left before I could make up my mind to protest. Arielle watched me curiously, then touched my arm.

“Come along, Sidonie, and we’ll get you some clothes and find quarters for you. I imagine you’d like a bath.”

At the word bath I felt myself warming towards her. “Thank you. Yes, a bath. Please.”

Half an hour later, I was soaking in a large pool of steaming water while Arielle scrubbed my hair with scented soap. She asked for my story, and then told how she was captured in a raid by the humans years earlier. Any bitterness over her fate or longing for her old life seemed to have long disappeared. I asked her about Prince Jerzeg and she laughed softly.

“Sidonie, you just spent almost a month with him on his ship. What more can I tell you that you haven’t already seen for yourself?”

“Please.”

She sighed prettily. “Oh, very well. He is much as you have seen him, but he does have a dark side—and he enjoys darker pleasures than you have experienced, as well. He never indulges in those outside of the seraglio, though. It is not until the girls are brought here…”

“Then what?”

“You have lost the virginity of your maidenhead. But you have still another virgin passage he will soon wish to try.” 

“Another passage? What do you mean?”

A finger slippery with soap slid beneath me to brush lightly against my pink rosebud in its hidden valley, and I blushed and flinched away. Her touch left me tingling, but the thought of Prince Jerzeg’s thick member attempting that narrow path sent a chill running down my spine.

“Surely he could never…” I whispered, aghast.

“It is one of his greatest pleasures. You will learn to accept him there. And,” she glanced aside with a shy little smile, “you may well learn to like it.”

Jealousy flashed through me again at the thought of the prince with this lovely girl. Already I missed the taste of him, and the feel of him moving inside of me, and she had far more experience of him than I had. Yet the thought of him back there, trying to stretch out that tiny opening the way he had my maiden pussy, left me shivering. I simply didn’t think I could do it.

For two weeks Prince Jerzeg left me alone to rest and adjust to the ways of my new home. I was given closets full of fine silk robes and a set of rooms almost as nice as the ones I had occupied in the Marble Palace. There were serving girls and eunuchs to answer every need, and I spent much time in Arielle’s company. She did her best to make me welcome and soothe the difficult passage into this new life.

Finally the prince came while I sat one afternoon with the dark elf girl in the room with the fountains. It was her favorite place, for she said it reminded her of her home. When Prince Jerzeg strode in we both knelt with our heads bowed before him.

“Arielle tells me that you are doing well, Sidonie,” he said.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

A finger lifted my chin so he could look down into my eyes. “I want you tonight. See that she is ready, Arielle, and bring her to me at the usual time.”

He left as quickly as he appeared, and a shiver of anticipation ran through me. Arielle reached over and stroked my arm. “Do not fear. I will see to everything.”

She was as good as her word, and spent the afternoon overseeing the servant girls as they bathed and oiled and perfumed me and arranged my hair. She personally polished my fingernails and toenails and colored them deep pink using a mixture of fine balsam petals and alum, all while constantly chatting about pleasant things to keep my anxiety at bay. For I could not forget her words about Jerzeg’s darker pleasures, and my trepidation increased as the evening progressed.

When she was satisfied, Arielle shooed out the last of the girls and dressed me in a robe of dark emerald silk that made my eyes and hair seem to glow, but I was too nervous to be pleased by the effect. Seeing the look on my face, the dark elf girl shook her head and fetched a reddish-brown bottle from her quarters. She poured about an inch of warm amber liquid into a cup and handed it to me.

“Drink this,” she said. “It will relax you and calm your nerves. And if things proceed as you fear, it will help you relax for that as well, so it will not be as painful as you imagine.”

I gulped it, sputtering as the liquid burned my throat. Arielle poured me another dose which went down much more easily, and I soon felt a soothing warmth spreading through me. Arielle began to massage my neck and shoulders and the tension slowly drained out of my rigid muscles. It relaxed me so much that I did not even flinch when her lips began to kiss up the ticklish skin on the side of my neck and nuzzled my ear—it just added to the warm buzzing that suffused my body. I gave a low moan and tilted my head to the side so she could reach me better.

“You’re so beautiful, Sidonie,” she breathed into my ear. “Perhaps you’d like to be my playmate when the prince leaves for war again?”

I moaned again as she began to nibble on my ear. “Yes. Please.” I was not sure exactly what she had in mind, but her lips felt so good on my skin, so warm and incredibly soft, that I wanted more. A sudden thought of those dusky, plum-colored lips on my nipples sent a shiver through me, and the heat between my legs began to sizzle.

She gave a wistful little sigh and straightened up. “Good. But tonight you belong to Prince Jerzeg, and it is time to take you to his rooms.”

The prince was waiting for us in his rooms within the seraglio when we arrived. Arielle paused for a moment as though she half-expected to be invited to remain, but Jerzeg waved her away. She gave me a quick smile of encouragement and was gone, leaving me alone with the prince for the first time in weeks. I knelt, unsure of myself after his long absence, and cast my eyes to the thick, golden carpet beneath my knees.

He circled me, vermilion and silver robes rustling as he walked.

“Lovely,” he said. “There’s not a more beautiful girl in my harem.”

I blushed, but Arielle and some of the others were so absolutely breathtaking that I knew he had to be exaggerating. I could not very well argue with him about it, though.

“Thank you, Your Highness.”

“Stand up and take off your robe.”

I did as he bade, the silk sliding down in a loose pile around my ankles. Cool air licked over my naked skin, and my nipples hardened to crinkled pink stones. I fought the urge to cover myself with my arms; the days for that were long past. I belonged to Prince Jerzeg—I had given myself to him again and again, as wanton as any human whore. I had no right to hide anything.

Hands rough with calluses from years of wielding a sword and shield swept down the satin skin of my sides and flanks, and the prince pulled me up tightly against him. As soon as his lips brushed mine my body remembered his touch and the pleasure he brought, and my nervousness fell away like my emerald robe. There was no play in his kisses tonight; he was all heat and hunger as his lips devoured mine and his tongue demanded entrance of my lips. I found my desire surging to match his, pressing myself tightly into his hard body, our tongues twisting together like wet velvet snakes. His erection was hot steel pushing against my belly through his thin silk robes, pulsing as I rubbed myself against him.

With a growl deep in his throat he pulled away and his mouth fell to my nipple, sucking hard while his tongue lashed their taut pinkness. A long moan clawed through me under this sweet torture—hard fingers roughly kneading my ass as his cock twitched between us. It had been too long, far too long, and my body ached for him; my lips were already glistening with moisture, my pussy throbbing for his manhood.

Savagely he pushed me to my knees, and flinging off his robes he stood naked before me, his cock aimed at my body like an accusation.

“Suck, little princess.”

I went to my task gladly, gleefully licking and savoring the raw tastes and smells of him. While my hand lightly massaged his balls, my tongue left long, sticky strands of my spit oozing along his length. I smiled saucily and looked straight up into Prince Jerzeg’s eyes as I slowly licked them away, leaving him gleaming and wet. By the time I finished he was completely engorged, purple and straining, a thick drop of precum dribbling from his swollen tip.

Wrapping my lips around the end of the head I sucked away that juice and then began to ease my mouth over him. With long, slow strokes I worked his shaft with my hand while my tongue and lips consumed his head, going carefully so I would not strain my jaw, which had grown unused to such demands. As inch after inch of his manhood disappeared into my mouth, the prince gripped my hair and began guiding me.

“I told you that you were a natural cocksucker, little princess,” he rumbled. “See, you have not forgotten how.”

He slid forward the last couple of inches too quickly, not giving me time to adjust, and the distended head hit the back of my throat and pushed on. I fought hard not to gag and choke, but between that and the dull ache growing in my jaws tears welled up in my eyes and ran down onto my cheeks. Nevertheless I continued to struggle on, licking along the sides of that mighty rod while he worked deeper into the tight confines of my throat.

“Ah, Sidonie,” he breathed at last, “I believe you surpass even Arielle at this.”

His motions became rougher, jerkier as he began to fuck my mouth in earnest. I kept my tongue working slavishly, and sucked as hard as I could, but for the rest he was in control, moving me as he would. It only made me hotter.

The penetrating taste of his precum in my mouth grew stronger, and I felt his balls swelling and tightening under my fingers. As I sucked I wondered if he was going to come in my mouth and flood my throat with his seed. He had done that a few times while we were on his ship, and I began to hold out hope that no more would be asked of me this night.

But that was not Prince Jerzeg’s intention. Before he got too carried away he stopped and forced himself to back down, easing his motions in the wet heat of my mouth. Even as I continued sucking him, I felt fear gnawing in the pit of my stomach despite the drink Arielle had given me.

As he pulled his slippery cock from between my lips the prince smiled. “Much as I love this mouth,” he said, his fingertips brushing lightly across my lips, “I want to feel that tight little cunt of yours again.”

My heart sang with relief as he bent me over the great bed and I spread my legs wide in anticipation. I had been longing for this moment for weeks, and it appeared that he had decided to spare me the indignity of an assault on that lesser entrance. Nectar dripped down my lips, coating them and my inner thighs; I had never been so wet. The prince felt it and laughed.

“I think you have missed me, Sidonie.”

His cock pressed between my lips and with one thrust Jerzeg buried himself to the hint in my quivering pussy. I gave a cry, but it was of pure joy; I was so wet that he slid into me easily, and though I still had to stretch to accommodate him I was beyond any pain. I was fulfilled; stuffed and stretched and absolutely filled with thick, hot cock.

I greeted his thrusts with little whimpers of delight, one hand sliding beneath me to tease my clit from its hiding place and entice still more pleasure from my tingling body. The prince seemed in no hurry; he moved sedately, his fingers massaging the pale curves of my ass while he rocked against me. Inside, I felt a tight heat building, drawing my muscles taut, my nerves stretching like bowstrings as sparks of ecstasy sizzled along them. It built in my lower belly like a slow fire, slowly moving up through me to ignite smaller, prickling blazes in my aching breasts, and working its way down through the depths of my pulsing cunt to warm my ass and upper thighs.

My breathing became one long, low moan, my heartbeat a throb that pounded all the way to my toes and fingertips. My free hand dug and clenched in the pile of furs atop the bed, fighting to hold on to something while the room went gray and hazy through my slitted eyelids and everything seemed to recede into the distance. It took only a few moments and then I was coming, the tension broken and my entire body ringing like a great bell, shouting out cries that echoed through the prince’s rooms until I had to gasp for breath. 

I barely felt it when the prince worked a finger through the tight, puckered ring of my ass.

He never slowed his rocking against me, but now I was penetrated in two places at once. My pussy clenched and spasmed against Jerzeg’s cock, while my nether hole clutched tightly against this new intrusion. In the warm afterglow of my orgasm it was not unpleasant, though—only different. I found myself responding to the deep, slow thrusts into my still-quaking pussy timed with the shallower ones in my ass with a renewed aching in my clit, and it was obvious that the prince was nowhere near done with me yet.

About the time I got used to this new sensation and that tingling warmth began to slowly spread through my pussy and ass, the prince worked a second finger into that tiny entry. This time as it expanded it was with a sharp twinge that made me wince and moan.

“Please, Your Highness. Please, not there.”

Jerzeg snorted. “The night I took your maidenhead I promised you that you would learn to take it everywhere, any time I wanted. Your lessons are not finished, yet, little princess.”

I bit my lip, afraid to speak out further, and went back to work on my clit with my fingertips, hoping that the pleasure there might overcome the pain behind. It did become easier, and a buzzing heat spread down my legs to my toes, and slowly rose up my torso to make my nipples swell and tingle once more. Prince Jerzeg had never made me come twice in one session before, but the way he was going tonight might well be a first.

Even with the intense pleasure swirling through my body, the third finger was purest agony. Tears sprang to my eyes and I cried out in sudden anguish as I stretched once more, feeling as though my poor little rosebud was being torn to pieces. It took longer to relax to it this time, and minutes passed before his massaging fingers coaxed that prickling heat from the tight muscle surrounding them. I focused all my thoughts and energies on my clit and the iron rod still pumping into my pussy, willing pleasure from them like a prayer.

Behind me the prince’s rocking against me slowed and stopped. Gently he pulled his thick fingers from my ass, and his cock withdrew as well, leaving me quavering and empty inside. I steeled myself for what I knew was to come, but when I felt nothing after a moment I looked back and saw he had picked up a small stoppered bottle and was dribbling the contents onto his straining manhood.

“Now,” he said, and resumed his place behind me once more.

Fingers pulled open my cheeks to reveal that pink pucker of flesh inside, and the engorged head of his cock slid across that sensitive skin, sending ripples of pleasure through my bottom. Slippery with a mixture of my own juices and the thick fluid from the bottle, he glided easily through the valley between my buttocks several times until my whole ass was oily and slick. It felt incredible—right up until his head stopped against my tiny little hole and began to push.

Jerzeg’s cock was far thicker than his three fingers, and beads of sweat broke out on my forehead as I slowly gave way before his assault. He went slowly, but I felt myself stretching and stretching, past anything I would have believed possible, and had to bury my face in the bedclothes to muffle my screams. Pain burst through that little ring like a red-hot poker, and I thought that I would split in two before the prince could wedge himself inside of me.

All at once I gave way before him, his head slipping inside before I tightened up again around him. Warm hands stroked along my flanks to soothe me, and I found myself biting my lips, my hands clenched so that my fingernails dug into my palms as I fought to brace myself. Whining and whimpering with each movement I gradually took every inch of him. When his balls finally came to rest against me, I felt so stuffed and full that I thought I must burst. Then, far more gently than he had fucked my virgin pussy, Prince Jerzeg began to stroke into my ass.

It hurt more than I could have imagined, at first. That little ring stretched so tightly around him burned, and with each thrust I felt as though he was tearing me apart. Slowly, though, I became accustomed to him, and forcing myself to suck in deep breaths of cool air I calmed myself enough to resume playing with my clit. The prince gripped my hips so tightly I knew I would have bruises there the next morning.

His breath was a deep rasp in his chest, and he moaned as he pressed himself into me.

“You’re so tight, so hot,” he gasped. “Such a beautiful, tight ass, Sidonie.”

He grunted and shoved hard against me, his seed jetting deep into my bowels. Closing my eyes, I rubbed my clit with frantic fingers, and in seconds felt myself in the grip of another orgasm—not as powerful as the first, but enough to drown out the burning ache in my ass.

After he pulled out of me, Jerzeg lifted me from the bed and brushed my sweat-soaked hair away from my face with something approaching tenderness.

“It is not my custom to keep the girls of my harem with me overnight, but with you I am quite tempted. I think you have probably had enough for one evening, though, so I will take you back to your rooms.”

He sighed as he picked me up. “I leave tomorrow to lead our armies to battle once more. I saved you for the last, so the memory of you will be freshest while I am away. Last and best, to savor in my mind in the months to come.”

At the door to my rooms he set me gently back on my feet and stroked my hair once more, and then he turned and swiftly vanished into the dark passageway.

A single lamp shone dimly in my rooms, and by its light I made my way to bed and slid beneath the silks and furs. I shivered at their cool touch against my skin, and then warm fingers brushed against the satin skin of my breast.

“Sidonie,” a sleepy voice murmured from the darkness beside me.

It was Arielle. Her hand slid down around my stomach and she snuggled up to my back, her breath warm and sweet against my ear.

“Sleep, pretty one,” she whispered. “We’ll play tomorrow.”

The End

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

Princesses in Bondage
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Sneak Peek Richelle’s Tale

STEEP STAIRS LED DOWN into the windowless bowels of the ziggurat, where the only light came from rows of flickering oil lamps. After a while the steps ended in a narrow passageway with dank walls, and I caught a faint whiff of corruption in the air. At the end of the hallway we passed through a thick oaken door into a scene straight from my worst nightmares.

Rusty manacles hung at intervals from the dripping, gray stone walls, and between them stood tables strewn with blood-stained instruments of torture. Racks and wheels occupied the open floors, and sharp metal hooks dangled from the ceiling on thick chains. Tubes and rods and pokers lay arranged in rows before a raging open fire. My mouth went dry and it took every bit of my willpower to keep my knees from giving way in the purest terror.

At a nod from the priest, two men grabbed hold of me and fastened my wrists and ankles to the spokes of a wheel, while another fetched a poker glowing orange from the fire pit. My whole body shuddered with fear as the leader of the priests stepped before me, his fingers idly toying with some steel device that looked like a long gourd. He held it up so I could see it more closely.

“This is called a Pear of Anguish. It’s an ingenious little contraption, Princess. You insert the bulbous end into an orifice then turn this screw. That causes these leaves to expand and stretch out the inside.”

He demonstrated by turning the screw and I watched as it spread open like some terrible flower, then he shrugged and set it aside to accept the red-hot poker from his assistant.

“Please,” I said. 

Eyes like black pits bored into mine. “Your fate lies in your own hands. Submit to me now and agree to do whatever I bid. Or refuse, and submit to me once I have burned away your will to defy me. Choose.”

I wanted to be brave. I wanted to pretend that I could refuse and hold out to the last against him. But I knew better—I would break, quickly, and my token resistance would mean nothing in the end. Eventually I would submit to him, missing an eye or a hand or damaged inside where it wouldn’t show.

My mouth was so dry with fear I could barely speak. “I am yours. I will do whatever you ask.”

The poker wandered close to my face again before he relented. “Take her down.”

I sagged against my bonds as my knees finally gave way and tears of relief poured from my eyes. Assistants removed me from the wheel and half-carried me deeper into the depths of the temple. With each level we descended the furnishings became progressively more ornate, until at last we emerged into a room covered in carpets and tapestries as fine as anything in the Marble Palace back in Bleak Harbor. Everywhere I looked there seemed to be some item of gold or silver inlaid with precious stones.

The head priest dismissed all but two of his followers and I found myself really looking at him for the first time. He was coldly handsome, with pale skin and sharply cut features framed by dark brown hair turning to silver. It was his eyes that commanded your attention, though. They were pitiless—bottomless, black pits that could eat away your very soul. As they crawled across my nakedness I tasted a full measure of despair.

“I am Lucan, High Priest of the Five Gods, and this is where I and the other four High Priests dwell. You will live here and serve us, until… Until you do not.”

I swallowed hard and fought not to bite my lip as chills of fear ran through me.

“Take her and clean her up and then bring her to my chambers,” he ordered the others.

An hour later they presented me to their master, scrubbed clean and scented and oiled so that I felt almost myself for the first time in a month. I was growing used to being naked all the time and refused to even acknowledge it any longer. I held my head erect and tried my best to meet Lucan’s cruel eyes without flinching. My best efforts could not still the quiver of fear at the raw lust in his gaze as he studied me from head to toe, though.

“Leave us,” he said, swiping a hand at his two servants.

When we were alone he took a seat on a velvet cushioned couch and smiled coldly. “Richelle, daughter of King Jeoffroi. Princess no more, I’m afraid.”

My fists clenched. “I was born a princess and I will die a princess, and nothing that you can do will change that.”

“A princess like your sister, who could hardly wait to spread her legs for Prince Jerzeg and begged on her knees for his touch if he ignored her for a day?” He gave a snort of laughter at my surprise. “Oh yes, I had spies on that ship. I know that you watched every time our prince took your sister, and that you waited every day hoping that it would be your turn.”

I did blush then, and dropped my eyes. How he knew did not matter; inside myself I knew that his words were true.

Another priest dressed in robes identical to Lucan’s swept into the room, a younger man with long, coarse blond hair and a full beard. Hard blue eyes studied me like a hawk sizing up a mouse.

“There you are,” my captor said, then turned to me. “This is Arlys, another High Priest. When the others argued that you should be sacrificed on the altar of the Five Gods, we convinced them to spare you—for a while, at least. We felt that it would be criminal to waste such a prize on beings of such dubious provenance as the gods.”

The leers on their faces left no doubt about what they wished to save me for. Lucan rose from his couch and stood beside Arlys.

“Kneel before us.”

Continue reading Richelle’s Tale…






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

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

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

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

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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