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Ashley and the Dairy Farm (Human Cow Lactation Erotica)



Ashley tried to calm her racing heartbeat, but as usual when she saw Patrick it proved impossible. The Friday evening after-work rush meant that the coffee shop she was sitting in was busy and at first when he walked in he didn’t catch sight of her. She could certainly see him though. His dark hair and brown eyes gave him brooding good looks and she noticed that he hadn’t shaved. The stubble on his face served to give him an even more rugged appearance than normal. She dropped her gaze lower to the tight white t-shirt and jeans he was wearing. They emphasized his muscular physique, which she knew was the result of his farm-boy upbringing.

“What I could do with that,” she said quietly under her breath.

The kisses and cuddles they’d shared in the few weeks since they first met made her want more. When Patrick finally saw her and waved she tried to push the images of them naked together out of her head and calm down.

Her eyes remained on him as he walked towards her and not for the first time, Ashley wondered what he saw in her. Her shy nature meant she’d never been particularly confident around men and part of this was due to her size. She’d been trying to diet and lose weight since she turned eighteen, but in the two years since she’d grown larger rather than slimmer. It gave her a big beautiful woman appearance and she knew she boasted some impressive curves, but wasn’t sure in her own mind if it appealed to men.

Patrick had chased hard to ask her out though and she could barely believe her luck. In the weeks since their first date she’d vowed that she would do anything and everything to hang on to him, whatever it took. That thought was playing on her mind again when her boyfriend sat at the table.

“Hey gorgeous,” he started with a smile. “Can I get you anything when I go up to get my coffee?”

She looked down at the two empty plates on the table and thought of the cake she’d already eaten. When she looked back up she shook her head.

“Need to cut down on what I eat to lose some weight,” she said.

Patrick almost snorted. “What are you talking about,” he replied. “You’re perfect the way you are.”

Ashley sensed the heat rising in her face, but the compliment was nice. “I am not,” she insisted and picked up her coffee to take a sip.

“You are to me,” he went on. He stood up and made his way to the serving counter and came back a couple of minutes later carrying a coffee and two plates with chocolate cake. He put the cup and one plate in front of himself and the other plate in front of his girlfriend.

“I told you I didn’t want anything,” Ashley complained, but she was reaching for a fork even as her words came out.

Patrick grinned as he picked up his coffee to take a drink. “I have something to ask you,” he said as he put the cup back down.

“What’s that?”

“My stepfather has asked me to go to his dairy farm for the next few days,” Patrick went on. “I plan to drive down there tonight and wondered if you would like to come.”

“For how long?” she asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “My stepfather just needs help with some work so I will stay until it is finished and then come back up.”

Ashley sat thinking about her job. She had a few days annual leave left and was sure that her boss wouldn’t mind her taking time off. Grabbing her phone from her pocket she made the call straight away and a couple of minutes later had secured the first three days of the following week off.

“OK,” she agreed when she hung the call up. “I’m all yours until Wednesday evening when I need to get back.” She could sense her desire taking hold at the idea that going to the farm would provide the opportunity for something more than kissing and cuddling to happen.

“That’s great,” Patrick replied. “When we finish here I’ll take you to your apartment.”

Thirty minutes later Ashley was working to pack a bag with the clothes and belongings she thought she would need for a visit to a farm. They set off the moment she was finished and her laugh came out when the car was speeding along the highway.

“What?” asked Patrick.

“This is nuts,” she said and laughed again. “It was only around an hour ago I was sitting drinking a coffee and thinking it would be a relaxing evening. Now here I am on my way to meet your stepfather at his farm.” She suddenly realized what she was doing and her nerves kicked in. “What’s he like?” she asked. “Do you think I will get along with him?”

“Don’t worry he will love you every bit as much as I do,” Patrick replied.

She turned to look at him as her heartbeat raced. It was the first time she heard him mention love and wondered if he was just teasing. They’d known each other for less that a month and talk of love seemed premature, but it was still nice to hear the word.

The urge to ask if he meant it came on strong, but she resisted the temptation and leaned her head back to look out the window at the passing scenery. It lulled her into tiredness and her eyelids started to droop. Sleep quickly claimed her and it was only when her arm was shaken that she woke up again.

“We’re here,” Patrick informed her.

“Shit...,” Ashley cursed quietly at the surprise. She tried to push the drowsiness away as she sat up and looked out of the window to see they were parked in front of a large building.

Ashley followed the lead of her boyfriend and got out of the car. She looked around to see a few other buildings in the distance, but turned as her name was spoken. Patrick was holding his hand out to her and she took it to be led inside.

“Oh hey you’re here,” his stepfather said and the drowsy look in his eyes showed that he’d been sleeping too. “You must be Ashley,” he went on and got up to walk to her.

She held out her hand and when the older man took it, he brought it to his lips to kiss it. She blushed at the old-style gesture and waited for her hand to be released. Patrick’s stepfather held on though as he continued speaking. “My son never told me how pretty you were.”

Ashley blushed redder as her shyness kicked in. “That’s nice of you to say,” she got out in a quiet voice.

The grip on her hand tightened and she was led through to the kitchen. There were three glasses of milk on the table and one was picked up and handed to her.

“I thought you might like to try some of the finest produce from my farm,” Patrick’s stepfather went on.

“OK,” she agreed and took the glass. She said cheers as the other glasses were picked up and took a sip. The milk tasted a bit sour, but when she saw the other two empty their glasses decided she better follow suit.

“You two must be tired after the drive,” Patrick’s stepfather said. “Go and get some rest and you can look around tomorrow.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” her boyfriend agreed and picked up a bag in each hand.

Ashley sensed her excitement rising as she followed him out the kitchen and up the stairs. He stopped at a door and when he motioned for Ashley to open it she did. She walked inside a large bedroom and when Patrick followed her inside and kicked the door closed she knew they were going to be sharing a bed. He dropped the bags and she almost squealed as he grabbed her from behind.

“Stop it,” she hissed. “Your stepfather might hear.”

The rough kiss on her lips as she was turned pushed away her concerns and a mixture of nerves and exhilaration sent her pulse rate shooting higher. As their lips remained locked they moved to the bed and fell onto it. Ashley landed on her back with Patrick pressing his weight down on her and there was no mistaking his growing passion. The touch of the hardness pressing on her was a sign of things to come and she gasped as the kiss finally ended.

“You’re so beautiful,” Patrick whispered as he brushed the hair from her forehead.

The compliment helped to push her shyness away, but the kisses that started on her neck and moved lower brought out her trepidation. Ashley closed her eyes as her top was dragged up to expose her bra. Patrick’s lips pressed on the silky material and his fingers grasped at the top edge to drag it lower.

“Oh yeah,” he let out as the large nipples came into view. He kissed his lips around each to suck on them gently.

Ashley groaned at the flood of pleasure that rushed through her.  The thrill of the moment took hold to make her push up and Patrick took a nipple deeper to play with it. He sucked on the erect nub harder as he got caught up in what he was doing.

“Oh yeah..., who’s my little milk cow,” he teased as he pulled back. His eyes fixed on the erect pink buds and he licked his tongue over them.

“Huh, your little what?” Ashley exclaimed.

Patrick laughed. “Sorry,” he said. “I think growing up on a dairy farm has given me fetishes I can’t control.”

“Oh...,” she replied and drew out the word.

“It’s OK,” he went on. “We don’t have to...”

In the heat of the moment she didn’t want to disappoint her boyfriend and remembered her vow that she would do whatever it took to keep him. “What do you want me to do?” she asked and sensed the rush of adrenaline that set her pulse racing.

“Really?” Patrick replied.

Ashley nodded her head. She suspected she was getting into something kinky, but decided to go with it. Patrick stood up and opened the bedside cabinet drawer. The large bell was on a leather strap.

“Take off your bra and top,” he instructed.

Ashley’s breasts were already hanging loose and she dragged her clothes off. She could see the lust showing on her boyfriend’s face as he moved close to fix the bell around her neck. He grabbed hold of her tits to squeeze them and bent down again. His mouth devoured the stiff pink nipples and he was sucking so hard that it was part agony and part ecstasy.

“Are you trying to milk me?” Ashley gasped. When she saw the grin on her boyfriend’s face as he backed off she let out a gasp. Milking her was obviously what he was fantasizing about and it was more than kinky.

She gasped again as she was dragged to sit on the edge of the bed. Patrick pulled his pants and underwear down and his erection sprang to attention in her face.

“Can I put it between your tits?’ he asked.

“Yes,” she agreed.

The touch of the stiff shaft on her smooth skin made her shudder. Patrick pushed forward to press harder against her and forced his cock in her cleavage.

“Trap it in place,” he groaned.

Ashley grabbed her breasts and pushed them tightly together. The feel of the erection trapped between was a massive turn on for her and her shudders grew stronger as her boyfriend started to thrust at her. His fingers played on the large cow bell around her neck and the gentle clanging sound seemed to be driving him crazy. He threw himself forward to a frantic tit fuck and she could hear his harsh breathing as his hunger for sex rushed out of control. He pulled back before it all got too much for him though.

“My pretty cow has such nice udders,” he said quietly as he grabbed her breasts again. “But let’s get you on all fours.”

He released his grip on the big tits to drag Ashley from the bed and push her to her hands and knees. The bell hung loose and clanged louder. Patrick seemed to respond to the sound and dropped down behind her to drag her skirt higher. She gasped at the ferocity with which her panties were yanked out of the way and suddenly an erect cock was stabbing at her ass.

Her big rounded butt cheeks were spread apart to expose her pussy and asshole. What was happening was both weird and exciting and her gasps got louder as stiff cock stroked back and forth between her holes before finally settling at her wet pussy entrance. Patrick spoke as the head of his erection split her open.

“Let me touch those udders again little cow,” he said as he reached around her body to grab her tits.

Ashley moaned as he sank his fingers into her soft flesh and pushed forward to drive his cock deep in her cunt. The breath rasped from her when he started to thrust forward and fuck her with a growing passion. The bell around her neck clanged louder still as her body shook from the frantic thrusts and the heat of the moment pushed her over the edge in a matter of seconds. Her pleasure coming to a peak so quickly was a surprise and she squealed as the spasms of her pussy walls clamped her tightly around her boyfriend’s thrusting erection.

Shudders wracked her body as the orgasm ripped through her and the grip on her tits was almost painful as Patrick pulled himself onto her. His cock plunged all the way in and she let out low groans at the thrill of coming all over it. The shudders finally faded as her climax ended, but she kept her pussy squeezed tightly around his cock. The frenzied thrusts of Patrick shook her body as he started to fuck her again and she waited for the rush of heat inside her pussy. It didn’t arrive as her boyfriend pulled out. Grabbing her hips he flipped her on her back and straddled her midriff.

“So close,” Patrick let out in a rush of breath as he grabbed his cock to stroke it.

Ashley knew what she was about to get, but still squealed when the powerful streams of hot cum began to splash on her tits. Her smooth skin was quickly streaked with white as Patrick emptied himself all over her and she saw his excitement as he continued to work his cock to get every last drop out. He finally moved to the side and looked down at her heaving chest. His fingers rubbed the cum into her skin then played on the cow bell again to bring out the sound.

“Nice cow,” he said quietly with a grin before helping her to her feet and leading her to the shower. After washing the cum from her body he took her to bed and they fell asleep.

Ashley noticed the minute she put her bra on the next morning. It was tight on her and no matter how she tried she couldn’t get comfortable. She tried to shrug it off as she and Patrick went down to breakfast. The food was delicious and every time her glass of milk emptied it was filled again. She went out with her boyfriend to be shown around and they came back around lunchtime for some more food and drink.

As the afternoon wore on there was no shrugging off the soreness in her breasts. She was left on her own as Patrick went out to do some work and when she went to the bathroom was shocked at the damp stains on her bra. When she took it off her eyes opened wide as she saw the drops of milk leaking from the end of her nipples.

“Fuck...,” she said in surprise. Her breasts seemed bigger as well and she started to panic. She took hold and could feel how firm they were so she went to look at them in the mirror. “Am I fucking pregnant or something?” she asked her reflection. She knew that was impossible, but her breasts seemed to be filling with milk and as she stared at herself she could see it leaking out.

She put her bra on again, but the ache in her breasts made her take it back off immediately. She pulled a t-shirt over her head and went down to see if Patrick had returned. There was no sign of him and she stopped in her tracks when she walked in the kitchen and saw her boyfriend’s stepfather.

“Oh sorry, I was looking for Patrick,” she said.

“He went out to do some repair work on a fence,” he replied.

Ashley became all too aware of his gaze on her chest. She looked down to see the damp stains on her t-shirt and her embarrassment took hold.

“Oh sorry,” she said as she put her hand across her chest.

The older man laughed. “It’s working then.”

Ashley narrowed her eyes. “What’s working?” she asked.

“Well..., Patrick does like his girls big and full of creamy white,” he went on.

A shocked look crossed her face. “You did this to me.”

He laughed again. “What you’ve been drinking is laced with lactate hormones. It was developed for cows to help produce more milk..., but works just as well on girls.”

Ashley thought back to the night before and Patrick’s kinky fetish for her to be a cow. “This isn’t fucking right,” she said. She could sense the growing ache in her breasts and grimaced.

“It would be better if you emptied them,” the older man said.

Ashley wanted to run, to get out, but the ache stopped her. “How exactly do I do that?” she asked.

“Well..., I could help,” he said and stood up.

She was about to protest as he grabbed her arm, but the soreness continued to grow and she wanted some relief so let him lead her out of the house and across to a larger building. They moved inside towards a machine and when they got to it he turned to look at her.

“What?” she asked.

“Can’t help you when you’re wearing that t-shirt,” he said.

“This is fucking crazy,” she muttered, but she was left with little choice if she wanted the relief she was suddenly so desperately craving. She grabbed her top to pull it over her head and quickly put an arm across her chest to cover herself. She was beckoned over and her arm pulled away to expose her breasts.

“Nice,” the older man said.

Ashley slapped his hand away as he tried to grab her.

“I need to check they are ready,” he insisted.

“Fucking hell...,” Ashley muttered, but this time let him cup his finger around her tits.

She closed her eyes and was ashamed that she was enjoying the touch.  Her embarrassment increased as Patrick’s stepfather squeezed to bring out a squirt of white liquid. There was a certain relief to it though and she couldn’t hold in the soft gasp.

“You like that huh?” he said with a laugh.

Ashley said nothing and shuddered as her tits were squeezed again to bring out another warm squirt. It landed on the older man’s hand and as he continued to squeeze, more warm creamy white landed on his skin. He looked to see that Ashley’s eyes were still closed and pulled his hand away to lick at the white. His growing erection throbbed as he enjoyed the sweet taste.

When his hand was clean again he reached to the machine. A clear flexible hose running from it ended in a large suction cup. Ashley squealed and opened her eyes as it was pressed against her breast so that it surrounded her nipple. She felt the pull of the machine as it was switched on and the cup tightened on her skin.

Relief flooded through her as the strong flow of white started to empty her breast. She looked on in amazement at the flow of milk through the clear hose and the slight vibrations running into her breast brought a rush of heat to her body. Her gaze dropped lower to see that the man milking her was obviously turned on by what he was doing, but she was quick to look away.

“I can help get it over more quickly,” he said.

“Huh?” she exclaimed. 

She tried to back off as he grabbed hold of her, but the tight suction of the cup on her skin meant she couldn’t get away. Patrick’s stepfather gripped her breast tightly and she watched the squirts of white he brought out. She closed her eyes again, but snapped them open at the wet touch of lips on her nipple.

“No...,” she protested, but she was held in place as her milk was drank. 

The older man took her nipple deep to slurp and suck on it and she could see he was getting a dirty pleasure from what he was doing. He took so much that trickles of white started to spill from the corner of his mouth, but he was also swallowing as much as he could. Ashley knew she should be disgusted by what was happening, but the flush of heat continued to grow in her body. She finally pushed the eager mouth away though.

“Let me go,” she begged.

Patrick’s stepfather grinned. “You haven’t helped me yet.”

“To do what?” she asked naively.

“I’ll stop the machine when you milk me dry,” he went on.

Ashley realized what he wanted as he unzipped himself and pulled his erect cock out.

“I’m not doing that,” she exclaimed and sensed her shame at the excitement that took hold as she looked at the erect cock.

“Come on I helped you,” he complained.

She suddenly just wanted to go and knew that the quickest way was to jack him off. Getting it over quickly seemed the best option to her and she grabbed at the erection and stroked it vigorously. The groans of the older man split the air and he reached out to wipe his fingertip on Ashley’s nipple.  When it was wet he brought it to his mouth to lick it clean. He kept doing it as her touch stroked faster along his cock until there was no holding back.

His groans came out louder as his hips shot forward and hot white spurts of cum started to fly through the air. Ashley knew she was being slutty, but she couldn’t take her eyes from the erotic sight. As she continued to stroke along the erect length more sticky strings of white shot out and the last few weaker efforts dropped on her hand.

Shame and exhilaration burned through her as she finally let go. When she was released from the milking machine she grabbed her top and left the building. She went back to the house and sat in the bedroom to wait for Patrick. It was almost dark by the time he returned and her breasts seemed almost full again.

“What the fuck have you done to me?” Ashley complained when he walked in the bedroom. She heard the slight rush of breath from him and it was obvious straight away that he was turned on.

He ignored her question. “Show me,” he said.

“No...,” she protested, but like earlier in the day felt shame that she was getting excited.

“Please,” Patrick went on and reached out to her.

“Don’t,” she pleaded as he grabbed hold and dragged her top up, but there was no stopping him as he grabbed at her breasts.

The little squirt of creamy white that came out when he squeezed landed on his skin and he lifted his arm to lick at it.

“They’re sore,” Ashley complained.

Patrick’s eyes lit up and he grinned. “You need to empty them then.”

“I already have today,” she went on.

“Yeah my stepdad told me when what you did when I came in,” he replied.

Ashley dropped her gaze as her cheeks burned. She guessed that the older man told everything, but Patrick seemed unconcerned that she played with another cock. His eyes remained on her tits.

“Come on,” he urged. “You need to empty them again.” He grabbed her arm and dragged her from the bedroom then down the stairs.

Ashley was taken back to the same building as earlier and expected to be put on the milking machine. She saw Patrick’s stepfather standing by a partition wall though and struggled as she was pulled over to it. There were two holes cut in the wood and she could hear the murmur of voices coming through.

“What is this?” she hissed quietly.

“This is a working farm,” Patrick said and grinned. “Our cows need to make money and men will pay a lot to get some milk, especially if they can drink straight from the teat.”

“Fuck..., no way,” she said.

She squealed as she was grabbed by both men and struggled as the clothes were pulled from her body. The sound of the commotion caught the attention of the men on the other side of the wall and the murmur of their voices grew louder.

There was no doubt that she was about to be sucked dry by strangers and the shame and exhilaration came on in equal measure. She was dragged towards the wall. The holes were just big enough for her lactating tits to be pushed through and she could feel them getting mauled by the men on the other side as soon as they were. Wet lips circled around both nipples and she groaned at the relief of the milk being taken from her. The eager sucking caused strong flows and she couldn’t stop the dirty pleasure making her wet as shudders wracked her body.

Ashley whimpered at the touch of the stiff shaft pressing on her naked butt. Letting other men use her tits and suck on her nipples was obviously turning Patrick on and he grinned as he clanged the cow bell he was holding.

“Good cow,” he whispered in her ear as he wrapped the bell around her neck and secured it in place. The sound of it filled the building as her body shook.

She had no idea how many men were on the other side of the wall, but the sucking on her nipples was almost continuous and her breasts were on fire with the heat of eager touches. The milk was being drained from her as she listened to the slurping and sucking noises.

Ashley squirmed around as Patrick’s stiff shaft pressed harder on her ass. Her butt cheeks were pulled apart and his urgency came through to her as he started jabbing at her the way he’d done the night before. She groaned as he hit the spot and plunged his erection deep in her cunt so that his body slapped on her. He circled his hips to grind against her and it forced her forward.

The touches on her body grew rougher and she squealed as teeth gazed over her nipple. She was all too aware of the strong gush of white still flowing from her tits and the relief mixed with elation to send her closer to a climax.

The men were just concentrating on their own pleasure though. Patrick started to throw himself forward at her and his erection stroked in and out of her pussy with a growing ferocity that slapped his midriff on her naked butt. She could hear his grunts and winced as his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips. His body slapped onto her harder and faster as his excitement spiraled out of control and when he thrust deep and tensed she knew what was coming.

The powerful rush of cum flooded her pussy and the grip on her hips grew tighter as the convulsions wracked Patrick’s body. Thick streams of white continued to spurt in her as he thrust forward and she couldn’t hold in the moans. The sound of them obviously had an effect on someone on the other side of the wall and the hot splash on her breast could only mean one thing. She tried to pull back, but the pressure from behind pinned her in place and she could do nothing as she was used. 

The cum on her breasts didn’t stop the men milking her and she could still feel eager lips sucking on her big pink buds to drink what she had to offer. When Patrick pulled back she felt the trickles of white sliding down her thighs. The shame of her excitement came on strong again and there was no stopping the rush of heat in her body.

“No...,” she gasped at the touch of another stiff cock on her ass and she glanced back to see her boyfriend’s stepfather rubbing himself on her.

She never imagined that when she vowed to do anything to keep Patrick that she would find herself in the position she did. The men continued to use her and as her ass cheeks were spread again more sticky streaks of cum were dirtying her breast.

Ashley whimpered as this time the cock behind pressed on her asshole. It was a new experience for her, but the touch of the hardness made her gasp as her body responded to it. She was past protesting what the men did to her and closed her eyes as the pressure increased to open her up. The older man behind was like an animal as he thrust forward to get inside and she groaned as her asshole wrapped around a rough penetration. Her body shook as she took his cock deep and the frantic thrusts started straight away.

Patrick’s stepfather threw himself at her to enjoy the tightness of her tiny puckered hole and couldn’t hold back. His passion quickly rose to a peak as he used Ashley for his own pleasure and she shuddered when his body went rigid. Her asshole was suddenly taking hot streams of cum as the kinky onslaught came to an end and there was no stopping the orgasm that overwhelmed her. Her ass muscles tightened almost painfully around the thick erection as her body tensed in a moment of ecstasy. 

Shudders then ripped through her as she lost herself to the kinky pleasure of the throbbing cock sending more streams of hot white in her tight hole. Her climax peaked as Patrick’s stepfather continued to fuck her ass, but slowly drained away as she came back down from the intense high. She waited until the frantic thrusts ended and when the pressure from behind eased she pulled away from the wall and slumped to the floor. The breath rasped from her as she tried to recover and she looked down at her body.

Her lactating tits were covered in streaks of cum and milk, but there was a relief to them being emptied. She wondered how long it would be before they filled again and shuddered at the thought of what might be in store for her when they did. She looked up at the sound of the soft laugh and saw Patrick grinning. There was still no stopping the rush of her heartbeat at the sight of his handsome face.

“I think our little milk cow will do anything for us,” he said.

Heat burned on Ashley’s cheeks. She didn’t want to lose him and knew that she would do whatever he wanted. There were four days to go before she was due to return home and she suspected she would be living the life of a human dairy cow until that time.

******* 
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	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;

}













