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The Dairy Farm Coffee Shop (Human Cow Lactation Erotica)



Amy cursed quietly when she opened the mailbox in her apartment building and saw the small white envelope sitting inside. She didn’t need to open it to know what it contained, but another quiet curse spilled from her lips when she did. The demand for payment of her rent meant that she was now three months behind and seriously in danger of being kicked out of her apartment. She knew she needed to find a job.

Closing the door of the mailbox, she made her way to her apartment and threw the envelope and her bag down on the coffee table in front of the sofa. She slumped on the seat and let out a sigh. The last three months hadn’t been easy and her savings had all but dwindled away to nothing. Her mind went over what she could do, but there was no simple solution other than getting back into work.

Sitting up she opened her bag, took out the local newspaper and opened it to the classified ad section. She was about to start looking through the vacancies when a knock on the door interrupted her. Walking out of the living room she moved to the door and her heart sank when she opened it.

“Did you get the letter?” her landlord asked.

“Yes,” replied Amy. “I’ll get the money to you as soon as I can.” She held in the disgusted shudder that threatened to break out as the greasy older man’s gaze roamed up and down her body.

“You’ve been saying that for three months now,” he commented. “It’s time to start paying..., unless we can come to some other sort of arrangement.”

“I’ll get the money,” Amy said and closed the door.

“You have two weeks to start paying what you owe.” The shouted remark was the last she heard from her landlord and as she walked back to the living room the shudder did come out. She could only imagine what sort of arrangement he wanted and knew she needed to get the money.

Sitting on the sofa again she started to work through the job vacancies and the ad by a dairy farm caught her attention. It didn’t exactly set out what the position was, but the attraction of it being a live in position meant that if she got it she could move out of her apartment. She wasn’t exactly planning to cut and run without paying, but leaving her apartment and getting away from her seedy older landlord and his ideas about arrangements seemed like a good idea. Picking up her phone she dialed the number straight away and it rang a few times before it was finally answered.

“Beckford Farm,” the voice on the other end of the line answered.

“Oh..., hi,” she started. “My name is Amy Sanderson and I’m calling about your job advertisement in the local paper. Is the position still available?”

“It sure is,” the deep voice said. “Do you have any experience of working on a dairy farm?”

“Well..., no,” she confessed and wondered if her chance was gone already.

“Not to worry,” the man said. “The position is actually to work in our coffee shop. Do you have any experience of that?”

Amy perked up. “Sure,” she said. “I’ve worked as a waitress before.”

“OK, well if you can send me your details I can have a look to see if you are suitable,” the man went on.

“What do you need and how do I get the details to you?” she asked quickly.

“I would need details of your work experience, some references and a recent picture,” the man answered her. He gave an email address to send the information to and Amy wrote it down on the newspaper.

“I’ll send the details straight away,” she said.

“I’ll look forward to it,” the man replied and the click of the connection breaking showed that the conversation was over.

Amy decided to waste no time and grabbing the newspaper and her coat went to a nearby internet café. Twenty minutes after walking in the details were sent. She paid for the time she used on the computer and walked home again straight away. When she got there she resumed looking through the ads and found a couple of more vacancies that might be suitable, but phone calls showed that they were already filled. It looked like the job at the dairy farm was her best bet and she made a mental note to check her email the following morning to see if there was a reply.

The jump in her pulse was immediate when she saw that there was. She quickly clicked on it and read the message. While it wasn’t exactly an offer of a job, it was positive news that the manager of the shop liked her resume and wanted to know more. When she walked out of the internet café, Amy called him right away.

“Hi Mr. Barrett,” she started. “It’s Amy Sanderson speaking.”

“You got my message then,” he said.

“Yeah I just read it,” she informed him.

“Great, would you be able to come here for an interview?” he asked.

“Sure,” she agreed and a quick chat saw them arrange a meeting for two that afternoon.

Amy went home straight away and looked through her wardrobe. She guessed that jeans would be suitable for a dairy farm and matched them with a plain white blouse. It was still only eleven o’clock by the time she was ready, but she decided to head for the bus station anyway. A bus heading in the direction of the farm was ready to leave not long after she got there so she got on board and found a seat. When she got off again at the correct stop it was just after midday. The sign for the farm was prominently displayed and as she walked up to it she caught sight of the buildings in the distance. She decided to walk to them right away and the coffee shop was obvious when she got there so she stepped inside.

She saw that there were a few other customers sitting drinking as she walked up to the serving counter and when a man walked out from a back room she found herself hoping it was Mr. Barrett. His short dark cropped hair was matched with stubble to give him a rugged appearance and his muscular build was the sign of a hard working farm upbringing. He certainly had the looks that Amy normally fell for and she smiled as he walked up.

“Can I have a coffee please?” she asked.

“Sure thing,” the man said and set to work making it.

Amy’s gaze remained on him as he stood with his back to her and she saw that he certainly filled out his jeans and shirt well. She found herself wondering what he looked like without them, but shook the thought off as he came back.

“Are you Mr. Barrett?” she asked when he set the coffee on the counter.

The man narrowed his eyes as he nodded his head. “Do I know you?” he asked.

“I’m Amy Sanderson,” she admitted. “We talked on the phone this morning.”

“You’re early...,” he said as he glanced at his watch. “...and call me James.”

“Yeah, I know I’m early,” Amy replied. “I’ll just take the coffee and wait.”

James laughed. “No, it’s OK. I can chat right now.” They moved across to a table and sat down. “So...,” he went on. “Your resume was fairly impressive. You seem to have some decent experience of waitressing.”

She nodded her head enthusiastically. “Yeah I like doing it,” she replied. “The last place I worked needed to cut the numbers and as I was the last one in, I was the first one out unfortunately. It’s been a struggle to find something since.”

“I’m finding the opposite,” he said and flashed a smile in her direction. “My last waitress quit around a month ago and getting someone in to fill her shoes has proved difficult. Would you be willing to move here?”

“Sure,” Amy replied. “It looks like a nice place.”

James nodded his head. “The work gets busy at times, but it’s a good spot to live and not too far from the city.”

Over the next thirty minutes or so he asked Amy more questions that she was easily able to answer and she could sense her elation growing that she was about to get back to work. She didn’t want to get her hopes too high in case she was wrong, but when their chat was finished the news was good.

“OK,” James said. “How about we try a trial week and we’ll take it from there. Can you start tomorrow?”

Amy nodded her head. “Definitely,” she replied.

James saw a customer stepping up to the counter. “Well I think that’s everything,” he said as he stood. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Amy sat finishing her coffee. She could see that James was busy with customers as she left so did no more than wave in his direction. Walking back to the bus stop she waited thirty minutes for one to turn up and couldn’t wipe the smile from her face on the journey back. She packed her belongings when she returned and ended with two large bags. Not wanting to carry them both she went to see a neighbor and asked if she would look after the one she didn’t need.

When that was sorted she went to see her landlord to tell him that she was leaving. He didn’t look exactly pleased about the news, but that wasn’t Amy’s problem and she gave him the details of her new job and promised that she would pay back what she owed over the next few months. She was glad that it was the last she would see of him and went back to the apartment for her last night. 

The following morning she handed in her keys and set off. The bus station was busy when she got there, but she managed to get a seat on a bus straight away. By just before nine o’clock she was at the farm and walked in the coffee shop.

“You’re here bright and early,” James said when he saw her.

He came across and took her bag then showed her to where she would be staying. The room was fairly basic, but came at no cost and looked good enough. Amy dumped her bag on the floor and followed her new employer back to the coffee shop. He took her through the equipment in the shop although it was nothing she hadn’t seen before and she was confident that she would have no problems. Fifteen minutes later the first customer turned up and it was the start of a relatively busy day.

By the end of it she was already settled into the job and getting on with James. In quiet moments she found herself wondering if there might be more between them than just working together, but chided herself to concentrate on the work and make sure that at the end of the trial week she would be asked to stay on.

The next couple of working days were much the same and the pair of them seemed to form a good working relationship. At the end of the third day they were sitting enjoying a coffee at one of the tables after the last customer of the day left.

“So how are you finding things?” James asked.

“It’s great,” she said and couldn’t help adding the comment. “I hope that when then trial week finishes it won’t be the end of my time here.”

James looked up and smiled. “That depends,” he replied slowly.

Amy narrowed her eyes. “On what?” she asked.

Her employer hesitated. “Well..., on whether you are willing to start doing evening work as well.” He put up his hand as he saw that Amy was about to answer. “Just hear me out first,” he went on. “The reason I had difficulty finding a suitable replacement for my last waitress was because of the evening work expected. It’s..., something different to what we offer during the day.”

“In what way?” Amy cut in.

“This is a dairy farm.” James went on. “A lot of people come here looking for milk and I found a lucrative market for men and women interested in a more unusual supply.”

Amy had no idea what he was talking about, but remained silent as he hesitated. He finally went on though.

“Basically the evening customers come here looking to drink milk from..., well from a human cow.”

“Huh?” Amy exclaimed.

James held up his hand. “It started when my last waitress got pregnant and her breasts started to lactate. When a customer noticed the milk leaking on her blouse and got interested we wondered if there was a market we could tap into. It turned out there was and while her breasts were lactating she was more than happy to serve people that were interested. We built up a customer base that would come for evenings in the shop and enjoy the milk on offer.”

Amy couldn’t hold the question in. “Are you fucking serious?”

James nodded his head. “A lot of the customers have been calling about when we would reopen..., with a new human cow for them.”

Amy sat silently. It was obvious what was being asked and the idea seemed both completely weird and a little exciting to her. She wasn’t pregnant though and didn’t have milk-filled breasts so didn’t see how she could get involved even if she wanted to.

Looking up from the table, she caught James’s gaze and pointed out the obvious. “I don’t have lactating breasts,” she said.

He reached in his pocket and took out what looked like a small medicine bottle. “You could though,” he answered. “When my last waitress’s breasts returned to normal after she stopped feeding her child, we investigated if it was possible to have her breasts fill without her getting pregnant. This serum is what we found. If you take it your breasts will fill and lactate.”

Amy sensed the shortness of her breath. She was being put in a position where she would need to make a decision. Saying no would be the end of a job she desperately needed and mean finding somewhere else to stay. The thought of returning to her old apartment and her seedy landlord wasn’t exactly a comforting idea, but with no money she would be left with little choice but to try. Saying yes would mean getting involved in something kinkier than she ever imagined and she wondered if she could do it.

“Can I think about it?” she asked to try and buy herself some time.

James nodded his head. “Sure,” he said. “But I want to move quickly so I need an answer tomorrow.”

The screech of her chair as she pushed it back made Amy shudder. She left her half finished coffee on the table and walked to her room. Lying on her bed she went over things in her mind although in all honesty she knew there was only one answer. She knew she couldn’t afford to lose the job or the room she was in. As she came to the decision to definitely get involved her nervousness and exhilaration started to take hold.

Amy couldn’t help wondering if James got turned on by lactating breasts and whether giving him what he wanted might get her something in return. It brought a tingle between her thighs and she squeezed her legs together at the thought of making love with him. There seemed no point in waiting until the next day to give an answer and she got up to go back to the coffee shop. James was still there and he looked up as she entered.

“I’ll do it,” Amy said straight away. “But just tell me there are no side effects to taking that serum.”

“My last waitress took it for months and all it did was fill out her breasts and bring on lactation,” he replied. “She didn’t have any problems.”

Amy held out her hand and James put the small bottle in it when he walked across to her.

“Wait and I’ll get you a coffee,” he said as she got set to drink the serum.

She moved across to sit at a table and a couple of minutes later a cup was put in front of her. Here goes nothing, she thought and drank the contents of the small bottle. The taste was bitter and she screwed up her face as she reached for her cup. The coffee took away some of the taste and she gulped it down.

“So now what?’ she asked.

“It takes a couple of days to work...,” James said. “...and then we are back in business.”

Over the next two days Amy was amazed and not a little concerned as her breasts filled out. It was her first sensation of lactating and each time she took her bra off, she couldn’t help looking at the drops of white that spilled out and rolled down her skin. She tried the taste, but wasn’t all that impressed. Others obviously liked it though and her nerves grew at the prospect of what she was getting herself into. On the Saturday of her trial week she walked to the shop in the morning to start work. James grinned as he saw her.

“It’s set up for tonight,” he said.

“Fuck...,” she quietly cursed. She could see his eyes on her engorged breasts though and a flicker of desire lit up in her mind.

The normal working day passed without event and when they closed up James told her to be back at eight. She walked to the door, but turned at the sound of his voice.

“No bra tonight,” he said. “The customers like to see you leaking onto your blouse. And make sure to show some cleavage.”

Amy nodded her head as she left. Her apprehension grew as eight o’clock approached. A shower was the start of her preparations and she could feel how sensitive her breasts were as she soaped them. The stiffening of her nipples when her palms stroked over them revealed her excitement though and there was no denying that she was getting turned on at the prospect of what was about to come her way.

When she finished in the shower she dried herself and got dressed. She picked her tightest blouse and her fuller breasts strained against the material. Leaving the top few buttons undone exposed some naked skin and by the time she was walking to the coffee shop the material of her blouse was growing damp.

“So who wants some milk?” James said as Amy walked in the shop.

She stood nervously as all eyes turned to her. She could see there were around eight to ten people scattered around the tables and they were almost drooling as they stared at her chest. James moved up behind her and she flinched as his arms wrapped around her body and slowly undid another couple of buttons. It put more of her naked skin on view and she sensed the trembling taking hold in her body. She was the center of attention and finding that she liked it.

“Don’t keep the customers waiting,” he encouraged.

Amy walked across to a table at which a couple was sitting. She’d expected the place to be filled with men, but the woman seemed to be just enthralled by her fuller, lactating tits as any of the men.

“What can I get you?” Amy asked. She knew it was a stupid question considering the situation she found herself in, but couldn’t think of any other opening line.

“Come closer,” the woman said quietly and her voice sounded almost breathless.

Amy sensed the rush of enjoyment as the woman reached out to stroke touches on the damp patches on her blouse. The gentle caresses played on her nipples and she let out a soft gasp. The woman’s fingers moved to loosen another button then another. Her gaze latched on the full, lactating tits as they were completely exposed. 

A drop of milk formed at Amy’s nipple and the woman reached out to take it on her fingertip. She slowly brought her hand to her mouth and then let out a soft groan as she took in the taste of milk. The woman smacked her lips as she pulled her finger back out her mouth.

“Come closer,” she repeated.

Amy’s heartbeat was racing as she moved closer. Her breast was cupped and gently squeezed so that milk began to trickle from her nipple. The hunger showed in the woman’s eyes and she flicked out her tongue and began to lick at the creamy whiteness. Her touch slowly moved towards a stiff nipple and when she got there she circled her lips around it.

A flush of heat surged through Amy as she took in the pleasure of being suckled. A strong flow of milk started and the woman drank eagerly. She was quickly taking too much though and white started to spill from the corner of her mouth. The man sitting at the table caught the drops in the palm of his hand and eagerly licked at them.

As soon as the woman had her fill, Amy was grabbed and pulled to a position so that the man could lick at her nipples. It made them harder still and she gasped as his mouth latched onto one of her erect buds. He sucked strongly to get the milk flowing and shuddered as his mouth filled with the sweet liquid he wanted.

Amy looked up to see that all eyes were still on her and it sent a shiver down her spine. She glanced across at James and saw that he was staring at her intensely. He smiled when he caught her gaze and the attraction hit her. It brought out more of her excitement and she wanted the evening over so that they could be alone.

When the man suckling her engorged tits finished she moved on to the next table then the next. Each time her lactating breasts were adored by the people as they took their fill of her milk. It was obviously turning them on. When Amy reached the last table she was grabbed and pulled down to the lap of a man sitting at it. The hardness of an erection dug into her ass and she gasped as the man eagerly bent his head down. In his eagerness to drink his teeth grazed over her nipple to make her shudder. The milk was still flowing strongly from her lactating tits and started spilling from the man’s mouth and trickling down her skin. A customer latched on her other breast and suddenly she was feeding two people at once. The slick sensation between her thighs grew as the eager touches on her tits thrilled her.

Amy shuddered as the rush of enjoyment took hold in her body again. The kinky experience of serving customers straight from her breasts was making her wet and the touch of an erection on her body was adding to how turned on she was getting. It wasn’t the touch she wanted though and as she looked at James she could see that he was still watching her.

Some of the customers she’d already fed started to drift away and by the time she finished at the last table the shop was emptying. When the last person walked out, James closed and locked the door. Amy put her blouse back on, but left the buttons undone.

“You were fantastic,” James enthused as he walked across to her.

“Is that all the customers served then?” she asked with a grin.

James watched as she pulled her blouse open again to reveal her naked skin. It was an offer he couldn’t resist. Moving forward he pressed his lips on Amy’s and the tender touch quickly grew passionate. The pent up desire in them was released and when the kiss ended James worked his mouth lower. 

Amy rocked her head back as his lips swept over the soft skin of her neck then moved down towards her tits. Her excitement mounted as he latched onto a nipple and the pleasure of the strong flow of creamy white took hold yet again. It seemed even better now that it was James taking her milk and she grabbed at his head to pull it onto her. He suckled eagerly as the taste flooded his mouth and when he moved back licked at the drops still oozing from the erect nipple.

When he stopped he watched the trickles of white running down to wet Amy’s jeans. He sank to his knees and was quickly fumbling to open the button and zipper. He worked the denim over her hips and her panties came down too as he pulled the jeans lower. Leaning forward he kissed the milk-wet skin of her midriff and worked touches down her body.

Grabbing at Amy’s panties he dragged them down to completely expose her pussy and leaned in to a kiss. The taste of pussy and milk on his lips was so good and he wanted more.

“Squeeze your tits,” he urged her.

Amy did as she was told and held her breath as the flow of white cascaded down her body. Being used as a human cow was turning her on like never before and the tingle between her thighs was growing out of control. James forced her legs wider apart so that he could work the tip of his tongue along her pussy lips. The flow of milk soaked them and he licked more frantically. It opened her up to him and he let the creamy wetness cover his tongue before plunging it in her cunt.

The trembling of her knees made Amy gasp and she reached out to the table beside her for some support. The flood of ecstasy was bringing her close to orgasm and her exhilaration mounted as she was eagerly licked out. James pushed his tongue as deep as he could to enjoy the taste and lashed it around to stroke touches on her slick pussy walls. His breathing was ragged and he was all too aware of his erection straining against the front of his pants. When he pulled his tongue back out he immediately got to his feet and pushed Amy to sit on a chair.

She knew what he wanted and grabbed at the button and zipper of his pants. When she pulled them down she stroked along the outline of his erection through his boxer shorts. The feel of just how solid he was for her made her gasp and she ripped down his underwear to get at his naked cock. The sight of it brought out shudders and they grew stronger as she wrapped her fingers around his throbbing shaft.

James groaned as Amy stroked touches up and down his erect length. He pushed forward and she brought his erection to her tits. Holding the tip under her nipple she squeezed her breast and let out a rush of breath as the milk wet him. It was one of the kinkiest sights of her life and when she looked up she could see the lust in the watching eyes.

When James’s cock was soaked she pulled it into her cleavage. His groans were louder as she wrapped her soft flesh around his erection until it was totally engulfed. Squeezing her tits tightly together she stroked them on the stiff shaft and could sense her own excitement spiraling higher. The milky tit fuck seemed to drive her new lover wild and he started to thrust his hips forward. The kinky sex became more frantic still as their desire for each other grew, but James finally pulled back when he wanted more.

“Fill that,” he said as he grabbed at an empty cup on the table.

Amy pulled it to her breast and milked herself to fill the cup. She expected James to drink it, but instead he put it down on the table. Her squeal sounded out loud as she was dragged from the chair and bent over the table. The touch of a solid erection on her exposed ass cheeks made her gasp.

James pressed his cock in her butt cheeks and picked up the cup. When he dribbled the milk on Amy’s lower back it ran down to soak her ass and his cock. He rocked his hips to rub himself against soft flesh and his movements became more frenetic. Grabbing hold of his cock with his free hand he worked it between her thighs. The creamy white soaked them as he stroked the head of his cock along her slick pink slit.

His hunger for more made him seek out her wet entrance and he heard Amy groan as he spilt her pussy lips open. With just the head of his cock inside her wet cunt he poured the last of the milk from the cup. It covered his cock and he thrust forward to drive deep. Their bodies crashed together as the kinky lactation sex started.

James threw himself forward in a passionate onslaught and the sound of their naked skin slapping together rang around the room. Amy pushed back to meet the eager thrusts as she closed in on what she wanted. The breath rasped from her as she was fucked and the build up of heat between her thighs grew out of control. There was suddenly no holding it back and as her orgasm burst to life her body tensed. It tightened her cunt around his thrusting cock and the pure moment of bliss was lost in a flurry of shudders as the heat burned out from her center to engulf her body.

As her pussy tightened around his cock James pushed himself on to even more frantic efforts. He grabbed at Amy’s hips and took a tight hold to pull himself onto her. His midriff slapped against her butt as he plunged his cock deep again and again until it was too much to bear. His knees trembled as the flood of pleasure engulfed him and he groaned as the rush of hot white splashed in her cunt. The convulsions of his body were almost violent as he thrust forward to release more powerful spurts of cum.

He pulled back before he finished so that he could watch his cum splatter on Amy’s milk-wet butt. It was the kinkiest of sights to see the streaks of white staining her smooth skin and he grabbed his erection to stroke it so that he could completely empty his balls. He reached out to the table when he finished to steady himself and his chest heaved as he tried to recover.

Amy lay gasping as the enjoyment of the evening came to an end. She suspected it was just the first of many more to come and knew she was going to enjoy herself working at the coffee shop.

“So...,” she started as she pushed herself up from the table. “Will my trial week lead to more?”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” James exclaimed in a breathless voice. “I’m never going to let you go.”

He grabbed hold to pull her into a kiss and his passion for her showed.

“That’s good to know,” she said as she pulled away from him. She grabbed her clothes and walked to the door, but turned back before she left. “I’m going for a shower,” she went on and pointedly looked down at her engorged breasts. “Care to join me?”

She laughed as James hurried after her and knew that the rest of the night and the lactating fun to come were going to be something special.

******

Other stories you might like:

Ashley and the Dairy Farm (Human Cow Lactation Erotica)

When shy curvy Ashley attracts the attention of handsome Patrick, she thinks she is luckiest girl in the world and vows she will do anything to remain his girlfriend.  When Patrick invites her to his family’s dairy farm, she is shocked to find out that Patrick has fed her a lactating hormone and wants her to act like a dairy cow!  Will she allow herself to be milked by a machine and even strangers in order to keep her boyfriend?

This 5450 word short story contains explicit sexual content including lactation sex, milking, suckling, and a woman being asked to be a human cow!  This story is for adults only.

Overflowing (Lactation Erotica)

After her baby is born, Kelly finds that she is making much more breast milk than her baby needs.  She enjoys it when men watch her breastfeed in public and begins to have erotic fantasies about using her milk in sex play.  When a friend of her father begins to visit more often, she realizes he might have fantasies that match her own.  When he catches Kelly milking herself, will her fantasies turn into reality?

Warning:  This 4400 word short story contains explicit sexual content including lactation sex, suckling, and overflowing breast milk!  This story is for adults only.

The Couple’s Dairy Slave (Lactation Erotica)

When 20-year-old Sasha agrees to be a surrogate mother for an older couple, she soon comes to realize they want more than a baby from her – they want her breast milk so they can engage in kinky lactation sex.  Will Sasha say yes to their indecent proposal?

Warning:  This 4100 word short story contains explicit sexual content including milking, suckling, a threesome, and lots of milky sex!  This story is for adults only.

Check out other titles by Madison Laine.

––––––––

Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.

––––––––

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.



images/cover.jpg
Madison Lax@g

The
Dairy Farm
Coffee Shop






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

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

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		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;

}













