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A mountain of rules, waivers and consent
forms filled out, her most intimate detail entered into the
computer system alongside multiple photographs – headshots and full
body alike, Grace placed the sleek silver bracer around her right
forearm and then walked towards the huge gates leading into the
Domination Farm with all the confidence of a woman that knew what
she wanted and was not afraid to do whatever it took to get it. A
native to Rome, Wisconsin she knew all about the world’s most
infamous fetish resort. Like many in the rapidly expanding city the
desire to visit it just once was less a fantasy and more a rite of
passage.

Swiping the chip in the bracer at a terminal,
an electronic female voice spoke through a nearby speaker. Not
booming by any means, it was still loud enough that everyone
withing thirty or forty feet could clearly hear it. “Identity
confirmed. Welcome, Mistress Grace.” Eyes going from the gate now
sliding open to the red band of leather magnetically locked around
her right bicep, she smiled. “In order to prevent any delays on
your first day please follow Domination Drive to Bondage Boulevard.
Alien Encounters will be the second building on your right.”

Waiting a moment for further instructions and
getting none, Grace stepped into the Domination Farm. A street sign
on the left in the shape of a paddle told her that she was on
Domination Drive – the resort’s main north/south thoroughfare. Eyes
darting left and right, she saw another not too far ahead
indicating she had to take a right at the first street. But first,
she took a beat to look around and take in the place nearly
everyone in her life attempted to scare her away from. Pregnant
women dressed in the latex outfits of cows complete with horns and
tail working at a café happily squirt breast milk into steaming hot
cups of coffee and tea. Some filled entire shot glasses with the
sweet nectar for the patrons to consume. Lines of men – some with
armbands, most without, waited for their turn to use one of a dozen
women tightly locked in a highly advanced pillory as a computerized
female voice reminded them how many they had to pleasure before
being released. Attention drawn to the wide, curved metal sign
overhead, she silently mouthed the words: cocksucking
pillories.

Beyond that she saw five women dressed in
full pony gear. Three of them – standing straight, hands clasped
behind their back, feet kicking up to mimic horses walking, were
pulling manned carts while the other two – red-faced and bodies
covered in sweat worked on training their muscles and endurance
courtesy the weights strapped around their ankles. Feeling a bit
thirsty and wanting to put her title as the Domination Farm’s
newest Mistress to the test, Grace approached the Hot Momma Café,
reaching the tables just as the naked waitress – a Farm slave by
the blue collar around her neck, pulled the door open. “You,
slave,” she called out.

Stopping, the lactating brunette let go of
the handle and spun around to see who was calling for her
attention. Seeing a pretty redheaded woman wearing a curve-hugging
latex dress and the red armband of a Mistress, she immediately
approached. “How may this humble cow serve you Mistress?”

Glancing down at the woman’s milk-filled
breasts, Grace saw Dairy Cow Debra tattooed on the left. Not saying
a word, she hooked her right arm around the pregnant woman’s back
and pulled her in. Maintaining eye contact, she latched onto Dairy
Cow Debra’s left nipple and drank. No sooner did the first drops
hit the back of her throat then the woman softly moaned. Gulping
down four mouthfuls, Grace stood up. “How full are you, slave?”

“This humble cow just started her shift so
I’m still very full, Mistress.”

“How much are those things carrying?”

“This humble cow can produce about eighteen
ounces during her entire shift, Mistress.”

“I’m really thirsty so what can you give me
right now, slave?”

“This humble cow can give you between eight
and ten ounces, Mistress. Would you like this humble cow to pump it
for you, or will you be drinking it straight from the source?”

“Both. I’ll drink from one while you pump the
other.”

“Yes Mistress. If you would kindly follow
this humble cow to table five we may get started.”

“And what’s the price, Dairy Cow Debra?”

“Please forgive this humble cow her
ignorance, but are you new to the Domination Farm, Mistress?”

“This is my first day, why do you ask, slave?
And you can knock it off with that humble cow nonsense.”

“This humble cow is sorry if it bothers you,
Mistress, but we are required to refer to ourselves in such a
manner. To do otherwise will result in my punishment. Which, this
humble cow is willing to endure if you wish it.”

“Just take me to the table so I can quench
this thirst.”

“Yes Mistress. As for the cost, it is free
for Masters and Mistresses.” Stopping at one of the glass-topped
patio tables, Dairy Cow Debra took a long moment to thoroughly
clean and sanitize two very large tapered dildos attached to the
metal seat before covering them with condoms made at the resorts
very own toy manufacturing facility known as DF Productions.
Applying the tiniest amount of lube, she took them with practiced
ease. Next, she withdrew the breast pump from beneath the table and
attached the cup over her right nipple. “You may sit on my lap and
latch onto my left nipple whenever you’re ready, Mistress.”

Grace was content watching the milk being
pumped from Debra’s breast, but on the other hand, she was thirsty
and although this was the first time she had tasted it since
infancy, she was hooked on the life-giving ambrosia. “How far along
are you, cow?” she asked as she sat on the woman’s lap.

“This humble cow is six months pregnant,
Mistress.”
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