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The Dragon's Sacrifice (Fantasy Erotica)



“Help!” Drusella screamed, but no one was listening. 

Her hands were bound behind her, and her dress kept catching in the wind, exposing her legs up to her creamy, shapely thighs. 

As if exposed thighs were the worst of her problems right now! 

“Help me, please, you don’t want to do this!” Drusella screamed again, this time at the men who were securing her chains firmly, making sure that she couldn’t move from the spot, or take her arms out from behind her back. 

Not that it Drusella could have changed her fate if she had been able to move; that was the whole point. A 50 foot dragon could pretty much do what he wanted with a woman, bound or unbound, not to mention a village or a small town, which was the reason that this particular woman was bound to this particular hillside waiting for the dragon roast her up and eat her. Drusella was the unlucky virgin sacrifice to the dragon that used to burn their homes and eat their livestock. 

Since Draco, the dragon, was of the opinion that virgins taste better than sheep, the villagers started sacrificing virgins to him twice a year. In return, Draco left them alone to live and work in peace. And all for the small cost of two young, unspoiled women being fed like veal to the dragon each year! But the village had gone on like this with Draco for ten years now, and the deal seemed to be working out for both sides, so it didn’t show any signs of stopping any time soon. 

“Help me, please, not me! Not me!” Drusella screamed hoarsely as the last of the men staking her down tested the ropes and chains for give, found none, and ran quickly back across the meadow to where the townspeople watched the sacrifices from a safe distance.

A figure broke from the mob and ran towards Drusella. It was Ralph, the drunken lout who had tried to have his way with her in an alley almost a fortnight ago, before Drusella’s name had been chosen out of the hat as dragon food. Ralph stopped running a few feet away from Drusella and swaggered right up to her, a lopsided grin on his unshaven face. 

“I’ve heard them words before,” Ralph said, spitting to the side before and after he spoke. He raised his voice in a mockery of Drusella’s terrified shriek. “Oh, no please, not me! Please stop it! Help, help!” and Ralph danced around in a little circle, lifting invisible skirts and shrieking in mock horror at the rapist who was presumed to be behind his pantomime. Then he stopped, spat again, and laughed in Drusella’s face. “I bet I look pretty darn good to you right now, don’t I sweet pea, considering where you’re standing and the fact that you’re about to be fried like Mama Kettle’s famous chicken vittles.” 

Hating herself for saying it, Drusella tried one last desperate move to free herself. Looking right into the face caked with dirt, the rotted out teeth, and the stale, stank break that belonged to her would-be attacker -icky! soooo icky!- Drusella puffed out her bosom, already ample and displayed to advantage with her hands bound behind her, and said: “You know, Ralph, it’s still not too late to....”

Ralph cut her off with a bark of a laugh. “Oh peaches, it is way too late to save yourself that way. You shouldn’t have called the Watch over, you should have been grateful and enjoyed my good luvin’ when you had the chance. The offer is off the table now; plenty of other peaches in them trees back there,” he jerked a thumb over his shoulder, “which is where I’m going back to right now. I just wanted you to get one last look at what you missed out on, what you could have had before this pesky virgin sacrifice business, but you didn’t want me and now look at you - I guess life is fair after all!” With that, Ralph turned around and jogged back to where the others were standing, waiting for the show to begin. 

They didn’t have long to wait before Draco arrived. He closed the distance between sky and sacrifice with a few beats of his mighty wings, and Drusella waited for the inevitable. She knew how these things went: first, Draco would breathe fire on the virgin -her! - to cook off the clothes and roast the flesh of his meal. Then, while the poor burned woman was still screaming, he would gnaw off a leg, arm or head at random, and chew and suck on it at his leisure. Usually the blood loss from the dismemberment killed the sacrifice at that point, and of course any sacrifice that was beheaded died from that. 

Draco would then continue eating the cooked corpse at his leisure, calling for wine, water, and other sundries that the villagers would bring to him in wheelbarrows. As this bi-annual feast was the reason the dragon didn’t make such meals out of their flocks and farms whenever he felt like it, the townspeople tried to have on hand the very best kegs of mead and hard cider, the most tempting pastries and palate-cleansers to add to the feast, the sweetest grass and salad greens to munch between mouthfuls to aid in Draco’s digestion, and so on. It was an elaborate affair, and the townspeople were on hand to cater to every request the dragon made, in order to ensure that the pampering was worth his while, thus staying his destructive flames for the rest of the year. 

Usually, the feasting took a day or so, with Draco calling for more wine and bread, but always he ended it and flew away before falling asleep. Draco was no fool; he knew that a town willing to sacrifice it’s maidens to save itself would be more than happy to save those maidens, and enrich the town, by killing him and acquiring very expensive products from his body, like dragon hide and dragon’s blood, if he ever let his guard down too far. This was a business arrangement for both sides. So, When Draco felt himself about to doze off, he would pick up whatever was uneaten of his sacrifice -if there was anything left at that point- and fly off to his cave to sleep off his feast, and snack later. 

Which is what Drusella was prepared for, and she said her final goodbyes in her heart to the world of the living. 

Drusella was not alone in her astonishment when Draco, instead of setting flame to her right away, picked her up in his talons, gently enough that they didn’t break the skin, but firmly enough so that she couldn’t move at all, and lifted into the air with her almost as soon as he had arrived. Dizzy with confusion and altitude, Drusella fell unconscious as she felt clouds rush by at eye level.

Drusella opened her eyes and found herself surrounded by pitch blackness, her bare skin cold from the touch of cold air, her bed a hard pile of stone which did nothing at all to warm her. 

“Hello?” she whispered hesitantly into the darkness that surrounded her, but all she heard, aside from her own voice, was a loud snoring sound that seemed to be coming from far away -no doubt the dragon was asleep somewhere in this darkness- and a swishing sound, as of skin rubbing gently against rock, coming from near her. 

“Hello?” Drusella whispered again, feeling around in the darkness, and feeling her hand touch the round flesh of a tall, fat man sleeping next to her. Relief at not being the only living creature alone with the dragon in the blackness flooded Drusella, and she instinctively hugged the fat man around the waist, not caring if she was infringing on his personal space without permission. 

“Thank the gods you’re here with me,” Drusella whispered, clinging to the fat man with her torso and letting their combined body heat flood her with warmth. 

For his part, the dragon felt a gentle squishing sensation when Drusella flung her arms around his semi-erect cock and squeezed her breasts against it, causing his erection to firm up slightly more. Drusella’s breath tickled Draco’s mushroom tip when she spoke next to what she must assume to be an ear, and the dragon closed his eyes and gave in to the sensations that resulted from his current virgin’s amusing little mistake. 

“I’m so scared,” Drusella whispered, rubbing her hand up and down Draco’s shaft in an arc, trying to soothe the fat man because she herself needed soothing. Her breath whispered against the tip of the dragon’s under-mushroom, the place where Drusella through she had reached an ear and the man’s neck. 

Suddenly, as the man shifted in his sleep, his neck was farther away than it had been, farther up on the rockside that was his and Drusella’s bed. Not trusting the darkness enough to break physical contact with the only other person in the cave, Drusella clasped her hands around the fat man’s waist, and shimmied up the side of his body until she reached his ear again. 

“You must be a really big guy,” Drusella whispered to him when she got to his ear again. “That was some climb for a sleep shift!” Drusella squeezed him tighter as she felt him shift again, almost as if he was spasming in panic from some unknown bad dream. This place would give me nightmares, too, if I could sleep at all, she mused.  

As she squirmed and shimmied up his cock, Draco felt himself growing harder and harder, adding another few feet to his already huge erection. At this point, Draco’s cock was much bigger than Drusella’s body, and she had been forced to lock her ankles and grind her cunt into the side of his shaft in order to scale back up to the tip that she was tickling with her breath. The nearness of her womanly body, the audacity of her tiny little pussy pressing into the side of his shaft, was getting Draco horny to a point of no return. 

The dragon thought about it, and rejected an attempt to rape the tiny woman who was gyrating against his cock in her fear of him. Ironically, because of his size, he was no threat; Draco’s cock could no more enter Drusella’s body through her tiny little cunt than a train could go through a tunnel in an anthill. Any attempt would just burst apart and destroy the tunnel, or cunt, and then how would Draco get his rocks off? 

Because Draco’s rocks were getting off. The more Drusella pressed into the side of his penis, the more she shifted her body so that her legs, securely around his shaft, and her hands and arms, which were raised to rub against the underside of his mushroom head, the more Draco felt himself get closer and closer to the point of coming. 

The fact that this dim little woman had no idea what she was doing, that she assumed that Draco’s cock was another human being, was making it even better. Won’t she be surprised, Draco thought to himself with a sadistic smile spreading over his features, the rubbing and fearful grinding motions composing a sort of masturbatory rhythm: squirm, shimmy, shudder, pat pat pat, rub rub rub, squirm, shimmy, shudder, pat pat pat, rub rub rub. 

Drusella squirmed her body around to compensate for the muscular man’s sleep motions -how has she ever thought this tight, hard man fat?- then, closing her ankles around the back of his waist, shimmied up the side of his body. When Drusella reached the man’s ear, she would unlock her ankles, think about the dragon, and shudder in fear, while whispering soothing things to the man to help him get through the nightmares that were causing him to shift and spasm more and more violently. 

The poor guy! Drusella reached up and patted the top of his head in comfort, her hand accidentally landing inside the man’s mouth twice before Drusella realized that he had his neck thrown back, and adjusted her motions accordingly. With her other hand, she would rub the side of the man’s body, up and down, up and down, to try and soothe the more and more violent spasms. 

For some reason, all Drusella’s soothing didn’t seem to make the sleeping man’s dreams any more peaceful - if anything, his muscle spasms and jerks got worse. 

When Drusella accidentally put her hand into Draco’s urethra the first time, he almost moaned in pleasure, but stopped himself before he gave away the game by making noise other than deep breathing. The second time that Drusella accidentally put her hand in Draco’s urethra, or “mouth” as she thought of it, he was ready, and merely let himself shake in arousal, which Drusella may or may not have thought was an earthquake. 

It didn’t really matter what the chit thought any more. Draco was close, so close......

Drusella squeezed her arms around the sleeping man, her breasts grinding into the underside of Draco’s mushroom head, and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, her tiny snatch continuing to grind into Draco’s shaft. Her womanly body was now tightly wrapped around Draco’s cock completely, and that was the moment that Drusella came to believe that the sleeping man on the rock next to her began having convulsions. 

It was too much for Draco, the squirming, the rubbing, all that innocent naked flesh...

....like a geyser the dragon came, shooting out a river of hot, white jizz that must have scared and confused the naked and shaking Drusella, if her ear-shattering scream was anything to judge by. Her discomfort made the dragon come harder, and he let himself growl out his pleasure to the stone walls as the flood of jizz covered Drusella, his cock, and every stone around that area of the cave. 

When Draco was done coming, Drusella wasn’t done screaming. Unsure of what had happened, she started squeezing and poking Draco’s flaccid cock, heedless of her own situation of being covered from head to foot in sticky white dragon jizz. The hysterical words that asked if Draco’s cock was OK, was he dead, was that a river of blood that covered her now, and where had it all come from...

...such were the lullabies that soothed Draco to sleep, and he was back to snoring in the midst of Drusella’s frantic screaming, before the point where she tasted the saltiness on her lips as she opened her mouth to scream again, and realized that this wasn’t blood at all, but dragon jizz.....

....at which point the awareness of what had just happened hit Drusella like a ton of bricks and dropped her into a dead faint that gave her access to the blessed unconsciousness that had been denied to her up to that point. 

Drusella awoke to the sounds of running water and the blessed sight of an empty cave with plenty of sunlight illuminating it’s interior. 

Because Drusella had fallen, stunned, into oblivion while still soaked in dragon jizz, she woke up covered in a flaky, sticky mess from head to foot, with blotches on the cave floor around her also covered with the dragon’s geyser of cum from the night before. 

Opening her mouth and coughing up a small amount of the white substance, as well as a little of her own stomach acid, Drusella looked around for the source of the running water, and found a stone pool, perhaps five feet around, that was fed by a tiny waterfall and whose runoff was taken away deep underground. 

Dragging herself to the water and preparing for an icy blast, Drusella was pleasantly surprised when she dropped her hand into the water, it’s warmth massaging away the stiffness in her joints, even as the water itself took the sticky white powder away through the underground tunnel, leaving her hand pink and clean. 

Drusella wasted no time dragging the rest of her body into the hot spring, and sighed as the water unlocked every muscle in her back, every joint in her body, and, even better, took away the gross, white residue of the dragon’s lust last night, allowing her own pink skin to shine through, cleaned and nourished by the bubbling warm water. 

Drusella hadn’t realized how much tension she had been holding before, until this hot spring washed it all away. Being set up as a human sacrifice could be very stressful to a person, Drusella mused, wondering for the first time why she was merely sticky instead of dead. 

“Certainly,” sighed Drusella after she’d gargled a few times to free her vocal chords of the gook, “there is a reason that I am still here. I wonder what it could be, and how long I will be allowed to remain alive?” 

For some reason, after all the strangeness of the past 24 hours, the thought of her own imminent death held very little terror for her any more. More real was the inviting warmth of the hot springs, the healing and cleansing water that refreshed and revived her, relaxing her into them until every muscle in her body was a pile of mush, and then relaxing even further than that.  

“Mmmm, what a great last request, even if I didn’t make it,” Drusella intoned, eyes closed, mouth smiling. 

Because her eyes were closed, Drusella didn’t notice the man walking into the cave until after he had disrobed and gotten into the water next to her. Yesterday, such a thing happening would have sent Drusella screaming and searching for something to cover herself with before the man saw her naked body. Today, however, she just nodded in greeting, and dunked her head back under to get the last of the white stuff sticking to her face and hair. 

The man nodded back when Drusella surfaced, and she took a moment to admire his youthful, muscular build, strikingly silver hair, and deep grey eyes. His features had a grace to them that most men’s faces did not, and Drusella found herself staring for a moment, the smile on her face growing imperceptibly wider as her thoughts changed their tone from relaxed to curious to aroused. This beautiful man had the power to make her wet by looking at her, hot springs aside. Drusella was glad that there were too many smells in the cave for him to smell her arousal, which was also masked by the water. 

“I can smell your arousal; the water doesn’t mask it entirely,” the man said by way of greeting, “and I assure you that you look as intoxicating to me as my nose tells me I must look to you. Do you know who I am?”

“Not a clue,” Drusella replied honestly, deciding that a man who could smell arousal through rushing water might well be a mind reader, or have the senses of an animal and therefore be able to smell a lie, so it was best to just be honest and see what happened. “My name is Drusella Hardwick. My friends call me Drezi.” 

“My enemies call me Draco, and I have no friends,” the man replied cordially. “I’m the dragon that you pleasured last night, the one who brought you here instead of roasting and eating you.” 

Drusella was stunned for a moment. She’d had no idea that dragons could change into human forms, but then, on second thought, that wasn’t really so shocking. The list of things she didn’t know about dragons was probably long enough to wrap around the world a few times and tie itself in a bow, so she simply took each new piece of information for what it was: new information, facts she might do well to remember. 

“I wondered about that. Not that I’m complaining, but why haven’t I been roasted and eaten by now?” Drusella asked politely, still entranced by the lull of the hot springs. 

Draco smiled. Entranced indeed; fear was impossible to feel if any part of your body was immersed in these particular hot springs, and relaxation would permeate every nerve of whatever body part was immersed. This made these hot springs a fantastic place for Draco to get past all that pesky self-preservation stuff and have real conversations with his meals-to-be, when he was so inclined, which of course he was right now. 

“It’s because of what I just said: when I saw you chained in the place appointed for my meals, clearly the maiden meant for me for our bi-annual feast, I was overcome with lust so intense, it made my physical hunger weaken to practically nothing. You’re a beautiful, shapely woman, more appealing than many nymphs it has been my pleasure to know, and so I decided to offer you a choice: become my consort, or become my lunch.” 

“Choice?” Drusella asked, a grin twitching at her lips in spite of her own humiliation over last night. “Perhaps you should have asked me what my choice was before you came all over me, Draco.” 

“Last night makes no difference,” Draco said by way of explanation. “Virgin meat is sweeter and more tender than the flesh of women who have known men, and you are still unbroken, so the choice is still yours. Agree to be my consort, or my lunch. Based on the smell of your arousal when you saw me, I don’t think I’m offering a very difficult decision,” Draco finished with a knowing gleam in his eyes and a self satisfied smirk. 

“No, it’s not the decision that’s difficult, but you realize that I’ve never been trained in the consort’s arts. I’m a virgin, and not one of those virgins who experiments with her mouth and men’s bodies. My parents raised me to be proper, so I know nothing about pleasing a man!” Drusella replied shyly.

“Oh, you know quite a bit about pleasing me. I find your ignorance delightful, my beautiful pet. Come here, and I will instruct you on how to pleasure me.” 

Not being able to feel fear in the hot spring, and overwhelmed with the sight of Draco’s perfect male body, Drusella saw no reason not to acquiesce to Draco’s request, and so she drifted over to where he sat on the stones under the water. 

As Drusella got closer and closer to Draco, she could feel his own anticipation; the water conducted the tension of his body to her, and soon the tip of his erection was bobbing above the surface of the water, though he was still sitting on the stone ledge with his lap thoroughly submerged. 

Drusella found herself hypnotized by the bobbing head of his erect cock, gently floating on the water, then reacting to small muscle spasms that caused it to fight the water’s motion, creating tiny splashes as it plunked below the surface and remerged. Drusella’s own sex grew warm in anticipation, and she found herself hungrier and hungrier to have her lower mouth filled by Draco’s surfacing erection as she drew closer and closer to him. 

Her anticipation of the moment she would reach him continued to increase as she steadily moved towards him; the sensation between her legs had grown urgent, pressing, as her sex pulsed with a desire to be filled by the man in front of her. The hypnosis of his bobbing mushroom head reeled her in like a fish on a line, and before she knew it, yet after an achingly long time, Drusella found herself standing in front of the man form of the dragon who had come on her last night without her knowing what was happening. Oddly, the memory made her even more aroused now, which she didn’t think was possible. Her timidity and shyness was almost entirely swallowed up by the aching, pressing need between her legs, the hunger of her lower mouth to be filled with man meat. 

Drusella stood in the water facing Draco, not moving towards him but not backing away, close enough to feel his breath on her wet breasts, the motion of the cool air causing her nipples to firm up and stand erect, almost as if they were pointing at Draco in supplication, in an urge to close the final inch and be in his arms. 

Draco watched her, his eyes level with Drusella’s hard nipples, and he formed his mouth into a pucker and blew on the left one, then the right. He took some of the warm water in his cupped hand and poured it over Drusella’s breasts, so that they gleamed wetly, nipples hard and ready, as the smell of her arousal intoxicated his senses and drew him over the edge of desire, his erection now brushing lightly on the fronts of Drusella’s thighs, as if knocking to be let in. 

“Sit on my lap facing me,” Draco instructed, placing one strong arm around her waist and pulling her the last few inches closer to him. “Open your legs and straddle my lap, very good; just like that. Now, don’t move.” 

Drusella did as she was told, bracing herself on Draco’s arm, and planting her feet on either side of him on the low rock ledge. Slowly, carefully, he positioned her body above his erection, so that the tip was bouncing against the small mound of her lower stomach. Then, Draco lifted Drusella’s body in the water and brought her down, slowly and carefully, over the tip of his erection, sheathing himself in her body with a low groan. Draco had his hands on Drusella’s hips, guiding her as he slipped into her, pressing against her hymen and holding the position, feeling the edge of the skin tightening, tightening, before....

*pop* Drusella felt a rush of pain, and then suddenly the water in Draco’s lap turned red. She tried to move herself off of him, to get away from the pain, but Draco’s cock was now firmly inside her body, and its stiff length, which had just broken her hymen, wasn’t getting any softer, nor were his hands on her hips allowing her to move away. Drusella whimpered in pain and pushed at Draco’s hands, but they held her steady on his lap, his cock fully engorged in her tight, weeping pussy. 

Draco held himself inside her and made eye contact with Drusella for a moment, letting her know that he was controlling this, that her body would do what he let it do to pleasure him, and no more. He then pulled Drusella roughly onto him and entered her again and again under the water level. Drusella gave a little gasp of pain, and her body squirmed instinctively as a reaction to the intense sensation of friction right after the pain of her hymen popping. Draco, however, was just as strong as a man as he was as a dragon, so he just held her there on his lap, enjoying the sensations of her womb spasming around his erection, trying to push it out but succeeding only in massaging it into lengthening and hardening further, which made Drusella’s womb tense even more in it’s effort to empty itself. 

Drusella, barely aware of her body’s involuntary reactions, felt another stab of pain, intense and white hot, that stayed for a moment, then ebbed. As the pain ebbed slowly, it was replaced by a sensation of pleasure that started at the point where the pain had been, and spread out to her entire body, washing it in a warm glow that was altogether different than the enjoyment of the hot spring. “Wow,” Drusella breathed, her body on fire, her hands, moments ago trying to push Draco away and get him out of her, now pulling and welcoming him in, coaxing him deeper as he thrust himself again and again into her now-throbbing cunt.  

“Wow is right,” Draco growled, his eyes smoldering with unreleased flames, his loins buried deep inside this beautiful woman on his lap. He drank in every inch of her, her rosy breasts bouncing now as he thrusted again and again into her warm, welcoming cunt. He rasped out instructions to his new consort in his conquest of her body, reveling in the sensations of physical pleasure and ownership of this woman. “Feel everything that I do, every motion, every twitch. Do this, so that you can learn how to please me.” 

“OK,” Drusella replied, lost in the rapture of sensation, but trying to be obedient and remember the sensations as they broke in waves over her. 

Draco growled again and bit Drusella’s neck just below the earlobe. “I’m about to come,” he growled into her ear, digging his erection as deeply into her body as it would go. “Pay attention to what it feels like, this is your goal. I’m coming now, can you feel it, Drusella? Can you feel me coming in you?” 

“Yes,” Drusella replied, her eyes closed, her focus on the pleasurable spasms that emanated from the place of pain from only moments before. “Yes, I can feel you coming in me.” 

“Good,” Draco replied, and bit her nipple, groaning out the last of his orgasm, spending himself entirely in that last moment. As his limp member slipped out from between Drusella’s thighs, he kept her on his lap, pulling her close for a kiss. 

“You did well Drusella,” he said. “Keep learning at this rate and I will be very pleased with you.” 

Drusella blinked, her body still trembling from orgasm. Life was never quite what one expected it to become, was it? Then she shrugged, and, with a sigh, gave in to her new lifestyle. Really, it didn’t seem so bad. “I live to serve you, Master,” she said. 

And, with that final thought, Drusella once again fell asleep. 

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}













