
        
            
                
            
        

    
CREAM AND PREJUDICE

©2025 Ulrika Udderson

All rights reserved

Published: Ulrika Udderson 2025

Cover photo by Restrained Elegance (used with permission)

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental. All persons depicted within are above 18 years of age.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The themes of this story include BDSM, breeding, and hucow kink. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Part 1

As she sat here, cold and naked in the dungeon beneath the Duke’s extravagant home, Anna could not help but think back on how she had ended up there. She smiled as she realized that this life of torture, brutality, and abuse was an improvement over the life she had left behind. In a way, the crude steel shackles that now bound her felt less restrictive and oppressive than what she had thought her life would be.

She had a purpose now, something she had never thought would happen.

She was the Duke’s fertile hucow slave.

The summer was supposed to be a time of pure joy for a young girl like Anna, but as sat in the park and stared at the well-dressed couples stealing kisses and giggling at every slight touch, she felt nothing but bitterness. With every breath, she could feel the intrusive corset poke at the bottom of her engorged breasts, reminding her of her folly, of her hubris. She had just been 18, he had been a lot older. He had lured her in with promises of marriage, of a comfortable life, but it had all been a lie.

Anna sighed and got up from the uncomfortable bench. The fresh air had done nothing to clear her mind of the dark thoughts, and she did not want to sully her already tattered reputation by milking herself in public. It was her burden to bear, one she bore alone, and as she strode into a dark alleyway usually frequented by the outcasts of society to get a little privacy, she could not help but smile at the irony.

“Born into nobility, milking herself into the gutter like a whore,” she muttered to herself and watched the milk mix with the dirty water on the ground. Her mother and sisters would have a lot to say about this, but Anna was already living in disgrace, a little more humiliation and degradation would make no difference at all. Once she had finished, her breasts still aching and heavy, but no longer to a painful point, she walked out of the alley and back to her mother’s home. She did not hurry; no one would care if she was gone.

“The harlot is home,” Beatrice, her younger sister, called out the moment Anna stepped inside the house. “Ruined any marriages today?”

“Leave her be,” Marjorie, her older sister said, a fake smile on her lips. “She can’t help it if her womb is already full.”

“I am not with child ...” Anna said, her voice barely a whisper. She stared at the floor and clenched her fists.

Beatrice shrugged. “Not anymore, no. But the week is not over yet.” She walked closer and bared her teeth at Anna. “I wish Mother would just send you away. To the colonies, perhaps? If you’re far away, maybe there’d still be hope for Marjorie and me - as it is, we’re tainted by your scandal.”

Marjorie nodded, joining her sister with an ugly look on her face. “Mother should lock you up so you can’t hurt anyone else with your sins.”

Anna nodded quietly. Being yelled at by her sisters was a daily occurrence at this point, and she rarely interrupted them. They were right, after all. The Stanton family name was now sullied, and no suitors had knocked on the door since the doctor who had seen Anna when she had lost the child had leaked the story. The older nobleman’s reputation had barely received a dent, but Anna was left with nothing but a ruined reputation and a pair of breasts that refused to stop lactating.

The door behind Anna opened. “What are you girls doing?” The cold, raspy voice made Anna shiver in terror. She quickly turned around to face her mother.

Grace was leaning heavily against her walking cane. Her eyes narrowed as she glanced first at her two favorite daughters, then at Anna. Anna winced at the intensity of her stare, feeling much like a rabbit about to be caught by a predator.

“We were just talking with Anna,” Marjorie said with a sweet smile. “How was the party?”

“Not quite to my liking, I’m afraid,” Grace said with a small sigh. Her gaze hardened again as it returned to Anna. “I tried my best to restore the family name, but it was not meant to be. Thanks to your follies, our reputation has been damaged beyond repair.”

“I ... I’m sorry, Mother,” Anna said weakly.

“Sorry won’t cut it, I’m afraid,” Grace said, shaking her head slightly. “You’ve gone and destroyed everything your father fought so hard to build!” Her voice became stronger, angrier, causing Anna to back away instinctively. Anna’s sisters smiled, unable to hide their sadistic joy at seeing their sister abused. Her mother struggled to contain her rage, and Anna knew what was coming.

“Do you want me to …?” she asked as her eyes teared up.

Her mother’s mouth became but a thin line as she clenched her jaw. “Yes. I do. Go fetch Alistair and have him get you ready.”

Beatrice’s smile evaporated. “Mother, is that really …”

“Shut up, Beatrice,” Grace snarled and silenced her daughter with a stare. She then looked at Anna again. “Go. Now!”

Anna nodded and left the room. She found Alistair, the family’s butler, in the kitchen, coordinating the rest of the staff.

“Lady Anna,” he said with a stern nod. A few streaks of gray were visible in the dark hair, but he was still a handsome man. “How may I be of service?”

“Mother … has asked me to tell you to …” The words caught in her throat. She always hated getting Alistair involved. “… to prepare me.”

Alistair betrayed no emotions. “Very well. You know the way.”

As they left the kitchen and made their way through the corridor toward a nondescript door leading down a flight of stairs, Alistair suddenly spoke. “My condolences, Miss,” he said, his voice soft. “It must not be easy for you.”

She stopped in the middle of a stair. “I don’t know what to say anymore, Alistair,” she whispered, tears flowing down her face.

The butler smiled but did not speak. He pushed Anna inside a small room in the basement, one that had once been used to store food. Since Anna’s affair, however, the room had been converted for a different use. It was now empty, save for the hook in the ceiling and the rope.

Anna sobbed as Alistair helped her undress. He was careful and proper throughout, but his presence did nothing to calm Anna. When she was finally out of her dress, corset, and undergarments, he tied her hands tightly before tying the rope to the hook in the ceiling, leaving the naked Anna helpless with her hands above her head.

“Good luck, m’lady,” Alistair said and bowed before leaving the room. Anna heard a key turning in its lock, leaving her alone and helpless.

Her thoughts went to the reason she was here. She thought of the moment she had realized that her lover had lied to her, had used her for his pleasure without any intent of keeping his promises. That day, he had fucked her, filled her eager pussy with his seed while praising her fertility and beautiful young body. He had not kissed her goodbye that time, he had simply smiled, given her a pat on the head, and said, “That was wonderful.”

When Anna had protested, he had only laughed and kept on laughing as she had begged him for his affection. In the end, he slapped her across the cheek, leaving her dazed. Then he had left.

When she had figured out that she was pregnant, Anna had cried in relief, because at least that way, he might take her back, despite everything. Instead, he had threatened to kill her.

The door opened. Her mother Grace entered, every step causing her to wince in pain. Her face still had traces of youthful beauty, but the years since her husband’s passing had worn on Grace, and the horse-riding accident had left her limping and in constant pain. She wore a simple white dress and an elegant black hat which gave her a look of sophistication, especially in contrast with her stark naked daughter.

“Mother, please …” Anna said, even though she knew there was no way to dissuade her mother.

“You brought this upon yourself, Anna,” Grace said as she grabbed her cane and swung it across Anna’s stomach. A rush of pain traveled through Anna, forcing a loud scream out of her, but that cry only caused her mother’s rage to increase. Blow after blow landed, some on her chest or stomach, others on her hips and thighs, but no part of her remained unscathed. The beatings had become a weekly occurrence, a way for Grace to release the frustration and anger she carried with her. Anna could see a vein bulge in Grace’s forehead. Some would say Grace could stand to vent a little more often, she was very reserved in public, but few would agree that beating your disgraced daughter qualified as an acceptable form of therapy.

“I … understand, mother,” Anna said as soon as Grace allowed her to catch a breath. By now, every inch of her body hurt, but she did not hold it against Grace. “I will be better.”

Grace chuckled mirthlessly. “You? No. You’re done for.” She sat down on a chair Anna knew had been placed in this room just for this occasion. “You need to disappear. No man in this country will touch you, least of all one of noble birth. We’re almost broke, Anna, and I need your sisters to marry well. That will not happen with you around.” A sinister, unpleasant smile spread on the thin lips. “I’ve made … arrangements. You see, there are men in some of the distant regions of the empire that will pay well for a girl like you, disgraced or not. You’ll be leaving on a ship next week. In chains.”

“Mother, no!” Anna could not believe what she was hearing. The idea was worse than any punishment her mother had ever administered. “I promise I won’t make trouble! Just give me another chance!”

“There are no more chances,” Grace spat and got up from the chair. “Spread your legs. I want to tear the useless pussy apart, it’s not like it’ll do this family any good here.”

“Please, mother! Don’t send me away! Please, let me stay!” But as she begged, Anna obeyed and spread her legs. As the cane pierced her sex, the pain radiated through her entire body and the screams escaped her open mouth in a jumble of anguish and panic, but Anna could think of nothing but the despair of being shipped off into the unknown. Away from everyone and everything she had ever known.

Anna had almost passed out from the pain when there was a knock on the door.

“Your Ladyship?” Alistair’s voice could be heard from the other side of the door. It was uncharacteristically meek.

Grace opened the door. “What is it? You know I don’t like to be disturbed when I’m educating my daughter.”

Alistair swallowed a lump and nodded. “I know, but … we have a visitor.”

“Unannounced?” Grace scoffed. “Send them away.”

“It’s the Dowager Duchess of Ashington, your Ladyship.”

The room went silent except for Anna’s muted sobs. Her mother’s eyes darted frantically between the butler and her bruised, naked daughter.

“Tell her I’ll be right up, entertain her in the tea room for now,” Grace said.

“That won’t be necessary,” a cold, hard voice sounded from behind the butler. Anna looked up to see the Dowager Duchess, wife to the late Duke of Ashington and mother to the current one. Everyone knew who she was, and her every step showed that she was well aware of the fact.

Grace’s face turned pale. “Y… Your Grace,” she said and bowed. “I was just … I did not expect you!”

“Nor should you have,” the stern woman said and glanced at Anna. “I do not wish anyone to know that I am visiting a disgraced household like this. I doubt you can beat the taint out of the girl, my dear Grace.”

Grace sighed and struggled to find the words. She groaned as she accidentally put the weight on her bad leg in her confusion.

The Dowager Duchess smiled. “Oh, calm down, woman. I would’ve beaten the girl if I were in your position too.” She approached Anna. “So this is the trollop who is still leaking milk?” She grabbed a tit and squeezed it hard, making Anna squirm and whimper in agony. Milk leaked out onto the floor.

“Are you angry because I’m touching her like this?” she asked Grace, looking at her. Grace shook her head. “I should hope not. If my proposition goes according to plan, she’ll suffer fates much worse than a little groping.”

“P… proposition?” Grace straightened her back.

“Yes. The girl is why I’m here.”

“What?” Anna looked up, but she received a hard slap on the cheek from the cold woman in response.

“Silence, whore!” the woman said through gritted teeth. “You do not speak in my presence!” She turned toward Grace. “As you know, my son, William, has yet to marry and produce an heir.”

Grace’s eyes widened. “And … and you want Anna to …?”

The Dowager Duchess laughed. There was no joy in the laughter, only spite. “Heavens, no! I’d never allow my family name to be attached to yours! No, I have another suggestion. You see … I believe William needs to be strengthened. To have … options. The girl is pretty and seems fertile, and I believe her milk can help his chances of conceiving when he finds a wife. And …” She looked at Anna with eyes that made Anna shiver. “He can always attempt to breed her just in case. Any offspring would never be publically acknowledged as belonging to your daughter, of course.”

“Of course.” Grace smiled.

Anna could not believe what she was hearing. The two women were discussing her future as if she were just cattle - a cow to be sold and used.

“So … so what is your offer then, Your Grace?” Grace asked.

The Dowager Duchess cleared her throat. “The girl, Anna, will belong to me and William. She will become our slave for us to use as we please. In return, you will be well compensated, and I will ensure that your other daughters will be seen as suitable candidates for marriage among the other noble families.”

Grace seemed ecstatic, and Anna’s heart sank as she saw the glint in her mother’s eyes. It did not take Grace long to accept, but then again, what else could she possibly do? She might have been a highborn lady in title, but the reality was that she was beholden to the Winter family that truly held all the power in this part of the country.

Maybe this is not so bad, Anna thought as the two women left, leaving her tied up and alone in the dark room. I may get to be fucked by a duke ...

“And you’re okay with this?”

“I don’t know.” Anna pulled her knees up to her chest and tilted her head back to allow the sun to warm it. “I think so. I mean … it can’t be much worse than what my life is like now, right?”

“But … you’ll be a slave.” Marie glanced nervously at Alistair, who was standing nearby.

“Mom was about to sell me anyway,” Anna said and shrugged. “I’d rather be a slave to a duke than end up in a whorehouse on the other side of the world. And at least Mother won’t be able to beat me anymore.”

“But still …” Marie sighed and fiddled with her long, dark hair. The sunlight made her freckles stand out more than usual, and Anna could see the outline of her nipples through the thin garments. “I’ve known you since we were little, this is not … this not your dream.”

“That dream is long dead, Marie. It died when I threw my life and my honor away in that foolish relationship. There’ll be no handsome husband for me.”

“Unless …” Marie grabbed Anna’s hand and held it tight. “Unless you charm the duke until he cannot help but marry you.”

Anna chuckled, but part of her held onto the unlikely dream. “Maybe. But I don’t think I’m meant to have a happy ending.”

“Lady Anna, it’s time,” Alistair said, his face betraying no emotion.

Anna swallowed a lump and felt the tears press on. “I’m going to miss you, Marie.”

“I’ll miss you too. Good luck, dear Anna.” Marie embraced Anna and held her tight. “Maybe I’ll see you again someday.”

“I doubt it, but we can always hope.”

Anna’s mother and sisters were waiting outside the house when she returned with Alistair. Her mother’s face was set in stone, and Marjorie was unable to hide her sadistic joy at seeing her sister about to leave. Alistair went to get the carriage, allowing Anna a brief moment to say her goodbyes.

“Don’t bring any more shame on our family than you already have, daughter,” Grace said without any trace of motherly love. “Do what they tell you and fuck the Duke well.”

“At least we don’t get to look at her and her stupid udders anymore,” Marjorie said and scoffed at Anna, who just stood there and received the insults without reply.

Beatrice was silent. She and Anna had never been close, and though she had bullied her younger sister often, she rarely took it as far as Marjorie. “Be safe.” She tried to muster a smile, but a stern look from their mother wiped it away.

An awkward silence fell over them all, and no one knew what to say, or whether anything even needed to be said. After all, Anna had ruined the family’s name, and she was not sure they would ever forgive her, or if she deserved forgiveness. Anna almost breathed a sigh of relief when Alistair returned with the carriage a moment later.

As the carriage moved along the bumpy road, Anna did not know what to feel. Was she relieved to finally have escaped that hell of a household, or should she cry for her uncertain future? As the carriage reached the top of a hill and made its way toward the palace ahead, Anna could not stop staring at the majestic sight. The impressive building dominated the landscape around it and shone like a diamond among rocks, flanked by immaculately groomed hedges. It was easily three times as large as the home of the man who had brought disgrace upon Anna’s family with his lies. Even though she felt completely inadequate for this, like she was walking naked into the den of lions, there was a part of her that felt excitement grow at the idea of seeing this beautiful home from the inside.

Alistair pulled the reins, bringing the carriage to a halt in front of the magnificent home. Before them were huge stairs leading up toward the massive entrance, guarded by several servants dressed in black uniforms. Their clothes made Alistair appear common in comparison, and the small girl inside Anna beamed at the thought of climbing the stairs to meet a duke.

One of the servants walked up to Alistair and exchanged a few words that Anna could not hear from her place inside the carriage. She waited for one of the servants to open the door, but it did not happen. Instead, the carriage began moving again, away from the main entrance and toward the side of the gigantic building. There, a young, handsome man awaited, wearing a sharp, black uniform. Next to him was the Dowager Duchess, who seemed impatient and annoyed.

“About time,” the Dowager Duchess snarled when Alistair opened the door to the carriage and helped Anna out. “The Duke has guests coming any moment, and I want him to meet his new slave first.”

Anna curtsied in front of the intimidating woman. “I’m … I’m here to serve, Your Grace.”

The Dowager Duchess rolled her eyes. “Don’t pretend that this is more than it is, girl. You’re not a maid or a housekeeper. You’re a slave, beneath even the Duke’s pets, and you’re here to be fucked, bred, and milked.” She looked at the handsome man. “Take her to the Duke. And tie her hands - I don’t want anyone to mistake her for a servant. I want her in some form of restraints at all times.”

“Your Grace,” the man replied and bowed his head. He grabbed a length of rope and tied Anna’s wrists tightly in front of her. Though Anna barely weighed a hundred pounds and was clearly in no position to put up any fight, the man showed no signs of compromising. “My name is Jack Butler, the Duke’s house steward. I’m in charge of the staff and finances here. You belong to the Duke now, but you’re still nobility, even in disgrace.” His voice was professional and monotone, and he did not look up from his work tying Anna’s hands. “Only the Duke and the Dowager Duchess get to put their hands on you unless permission is given to others. Do you understand?”

“Y… yes,” Anna said, staring at her bound hands.

Once Anna was bound, he escorted her through a plain wooden door and into a corridor that led to the kitchen where a dozen women were busy preparing food for the guests, but they all looked up when Anna entered. No one said a word as the tied girl was led through the room, but one of them, a young maid with red hair, managed to send Anna a shy smile. For some reason, that moment of kindness helped soothe Anna’s anxiety a bit.

They walked up a flight of stairs and entered the first floor of the palace. The hallway they found themselves in was extravagant. Beautiful paintings adorned the walls, the floor was soft carpet and the ceiling was adorned with impressive artwork. Everything looked shiny and bright, and Anna felt dirty in such a clean environment.

“Beautiful …” she whispered as they stopped outside the grandest door she had ever seen. With its golden ornaments and deep mahogany wood, it demanded the viewer’s awe and respect.

“Don’t talk to the Duke unless he asks you a question,” Jack said as he knocked on the door. “What do you know about him?”

“I … I know that he is a bachelor, a brilliant horse-rider … that …” Anna blushed. “I hear that he’s very handsome.”

Jack chuckled. “I guess he is. But you should know that he has … needs. Urges. And I suspect you’ll be on the receiving end of the darkest of them.”

Anna did not get to ask what Jack meant before the doors opened. A butler gestured for the two to enter, his eyes lingering momentarily on Anna’s bound hands.

“How’s his mood today, Gregory?” Jack asked as the butler led them inside a large library filled with books from floor to ceiling.

“What you’d expect when he has to entertain guests,” the butler, a gray-haired, thin man with a small mustache said with a sigh. “Annoyed and prone to yelling.”

Jack smiled. “This will be interesting, then.”

The butler excused himself and left, leaving Jack to lead Anna to the middle of the library, where a large desk overlooked an expansive window showing a lovely garden below. In the chair, the owner and Lord of the estate sat reading letters of correspondence, his brows furrowed in concentration as he read through one page after another. Anna waited silently, unwilling to interrupt, but Jack seemed less bothered.

“Your Grace? William? We’re here.”

William Ashington was not much older than Jack Butler. Unlike Jack, however, he had a look of boyish youth to him, one that matched Anna’s. He looked up and glanced between them. When his eyes landed on Anna, they widened and an eyebrow shot up.

“You must be the Lady Anna Stanton,” he said slowly as if tasting every syllable. The words were delivered with a heavy dose of sarcasm. “The disgraced noble whore.”

Anna bowed her head and nodded. “Yes, Your Grace.”

She did not see the Duke approach until his finger lifted her chin. She looked into the bluest eyes she had ever seen, like staring straight into the ocean during a thunderstorm, cold and ruthless. He was much taller than her, and strong as well, judging by the grip that held her steady. There was intelligence behind those eyes. And ruthlessness.

“So this is the cow that mother thinks will ‘make me more fertile’? Ridiculous.” He cupped one of Anna’s breasts. “They’re certainly big. Let’s have a taste, shall we?” He sat down on the edge of the desk and waited for Jack to pull one of Anna’s breasts out of the top of her dress and milk her into a glass. The Duke smiled at every whimper, then brought the glass to his lips once it was full.

“Interesting,” he muttered after swallowing the milk. “Maybe there’ll be some fun to be had with this slave after all.” He got up and looked intensely a Anna for a bit. “Have mother laid out any rules for the slavegirl?”

Jack cleared his throat. “Only that she is not to be used or abused by anyone but you and her, and that she is to be restrained at all times.”

The Duke nodded. “Good. I want her collared. Permanently.”

“I’ll see to it, Your Grace,” Jack said.

Anna felt a tear escape from the corner of her eye. They were going to collar her? The rope around her wrists was bad enough, but a collar was humiliating.

“She’s a pretty girl,” the Duke said. “Make sure the maids dress her well every day so I can keep her close if I should want to. But I want her feet shackled beneath the dress. Keep her locked up in one of the spare bedrooms at night for now.” He bared his teeth in a wolf-like grin. “She’s nobility, after all.”

Jack nodded. “Of course. Will that be all, Your Grace?”

“For now, the guests will be arriving soon. I want her dressed, collared, and chained in the garden, ready to suck my cock.” He licked his lips. “If I have to endure these sniveling, spineless idiots all day, I want something to look forward to.”

“Understood, Your Grace,” Jack said and led Anna back toward the door. Once it had closed behind them, Jack turned to Anna with a faint smile. “Welcome to Ashington, Anna Stanton.”

Every piece of clothing felt as delicate and exquisite as if a master tailor had crafted each individually to fit Anna’s slender body. First, the maids bathed her and cleaned every inch of her skin carefully with expensive soap, before wrapping her up in a towel soft and luxurious enough to make Anna feel like she had never experienced true luxury before, even though she was born into nobility.

Anna enjoyed being pampered, but she was not blind to the glances between the young women, the disdain in their eyes every time they looked at her. They knew who she was; they had all heard stories of her downfall. But Anna said nothing, and she was soon dressed in a stunning light blue dress after being tied into the tightest corset she had ever experienced. It pushed her chest up and out, making her breasts look even bigger.

She felt beautiful. Beautiful and alone. None of the servants spoke a word to her, she was not one of them, and she did not belong with the nobles visiting the Duke.

She was an outcast. And she was about to be marked as one.

“The girls did a great job,” Jack said when he came to get Anna. He circled her a few times to ensure that everything was in order, nodding approvingly as he did so. Anna struggled to breathe in the tight corset, and her breasts were aching to be milked. But she had already noticed the restraints that were about to make it all even more uncomfortable.

“Are those really necessary, Master Jack?” Anna sulked when Jack picked up the heavy steel shackles he had brought with him. “I’m not going to run anywhere.”

“That’s not the point.” Jack gestured for Anna to lift her dress. “The Duke wants to make sure that there is no doubt about your status. He wants people to be able to hear you coming - the shackles will do just that.”

Anna shivered but did not protest when Jack fixed the iron around her ankles, trapping her legs in a gait slightly too short for normal walking. She winced and clenched her jaw when the locks clicked into place and kept the steel securely fettered around her ankles. Despite her protests, the humiliation of being trapped in such unforgiving steel caused some wetness to grow between her legs, much to her surprise. The weight was immense, and the steel was already gnawing at her tender flesh. She was wearing heeled shoes and hoped that they would allow her to wear boots at some point, believing that they could make it less uncomfortable.

“There we go,” Jack said as the shackles disappeared beneath Anna’s dress. “You’ll be wearing those from you wake in the morning until you go to bed. And no, I don’t think you’ll ever get used to them.”

Anna sighed. She already felt like a slave, despite her elegant attire. “Does he … does he have many slaves?”

Jack shook his head and gestured for Anna to follow him. “No. You’re the first. He occasionally restrains the female staff if they displease him, and he has … indulged his darker desires with other women before.”

He led Anna out of the main building and toward the nearby stables. The stable building was almost as ornate as the mansion, and inside, dozens of beautiful horses stood contently in their stalls. She struggled to keep up with Jack; every step caused a stab of pain in her ankles, and she let out a sigh of relief when they finally reached the end of the barn. A smith was busy shoeing the horses, but he stopped and wiped his sweaty brow when he noticed Anna and Jack approaching.

“This her?” he asked gruffly without introducing himself. He wiped his hands on his apron and approached Anna, staring intently at her neck. “Hmm … yes, I think it’ll fit just fine.” He looked at Jack. “And you’re sure it has to be permanent?”

“Don’t question the Duke,” Jack said. “Make sure she can’t take it off. Ever.”

The man nodded. “Very well. Then I’m sorry, m’lady.” He walked over to the workbench and retrieved a collar made from solid steel. The collar was fairly tall, with rounded edges and welded D-rings on either side meant for attaching chains. It looked heavy and brutal, far more severe than anything Anna had imagined since being told that she had to be collared. It was obviously crafted with much care, but it did not change the fact that it terrified her. “The anvil, Miss. Would you kindly place your beautiful neck on it?”

Trembling, Anna bent down and placed her neck across the anvil, exposing it to the smith’s cruel contraption. Her breathing turned shallow when the collar encircled her slender neck, and she winced when the smith closed it using a rivet and fetched his large hammer. Soon, the ringing sound of metal banging against metal echoed through the hall, causing the horses to neigh in discomfort and Anna to scream. It did not hurt, the smith was careful, but the experience was too intense, too overwhelming.

“There, you can stand up now,” the smith said and took a step back. He looked at Jack. “About the other request from the Duke … Jack, is it necessary? I … it seems cruel, a lot of work, and …”

Jack shook his head. “Don’t question it, old man. The Duke is paying you well to keep it quiet and get the work done. He expects it to be finished as quickly as possible.”

The smith sighed. “Very well.” He looked at Anna for a brief moment and shook his head. “Good luck, m’lady.”

Anna did not respond. She was struggling to cope with the feeling of steel around her neck. The collar was a tight fit and made itself known with every breath. It was far worse than the shackles, and knowing that she would never take it off again made her dizzy. Tears welled up in her eyes as she clawed at the cold steel.

“Let’s go find the Duke,” Jack said as if nothing noteworthy had happened. “He’s expecting you to be in the garden, ready for him.”

Anna sniffled but obeyed and followed Jack. She did not have much of a choice - she had promised herself that she would accept whatever the Duke threw at her, but she did not think that she would feel like his property after merely a few hours. The chain between her ankles rattled loudly with every step.

The walk went slower than Jack liked. He kept increasing the pace only to be reminded of the chains restricting Anna’s movements. Eventually, he stopped by one of the garden’s fountains. He pointed at a stone bench overlooking an enormous pond where ducks and swans were enjoying the warm weather. Next to the bench was a thick, wooden pole sticking out of the ground with a heavy chain attached to it.

“You can rest here until the Duke is finished entertaining his guests.” Jack used a padlock to lock the end of the chain to Anna’s collar. “Have you sucked a cock before?”

Anna blinked. The crude question made her blush. “I … I …” She stared at the ground and fiddled nervously with her collar. “No. I only ever … with a man … once.”

“Once?” Jack whistled. “And now here you are. Once was all it took.”

“Am I expected to … to suck his member?” Anna could feel how wet she was getting at the mere thought of having the handsome Duke shove himself down her throat, and yet she was dreading it, too. “Here? Where everyone can see?”

Jack shrugged. “I don’t know if there’ll be an audience. Call it a lesson in humility. You’ll get used to sucking cock soon enough, girl.”

“And … and what about my milk?” Anna instinctively touched her aching breasts.

“That’s for the Duke to decide.”

Anna nodded and sighed. She watched Jack walk away, leaving her completely alone on the bench. The garden was gorgeous, full of life, and she could hear the distant chatter of the Duke’s guests. Again and again, her fingers sought the collar around her neck; it was heavy, a constant presence, and she felt nauseous when she thought about what it symbolized.

She was a slave now. Anna Stanton was gone, and the sooner she accepted it, the better off she would be.

It was a lovely afternoon. The sun stood high in a cloudless sky and covered the grounds in a comfortable blanket of warmth, the flowers were blooming, and birds sang in the surrounding trees. The air carried a hint of salt and fish, the ocean was not far off, but it was not unpleasant.

Anna sighed. All around her was beauty, and she was chained to a pole like an animal, forced to sit still and await her master. She had trouble figuring out how she felt about her predicament; the collar and shackles were uncomfortable and humiliating, but to her surprise, a pleasant warmth had begun to spread from her loins with every sound of the rattling chains. The thought of servicing the Duke was not as repulsive as she had imagined, he was a handsome man after all.

Anna and Marie had often talked for hours about the men they dreamed of marrying. Handsome. Rich. Kind. William ticked two of the boxes, but he came off as cruel and distanced. The two girls had read stories about women changing a cruel man with their love, and Anna could not deny that there was a glimmer of hope at the back of her mind that she could do the same. That she could make him see her for who she was, see her worth, and that it would help thaw his icy demeanor.

A fool’s dream. Nothing more.

The sound of approaching voices pulled Anna from her reveries. The Duke appeared on the path, but Anna was surprised to see that he was not alone. Three men accompanied him, all of them wearing dark tailcoats and top hats. Before her fall from grace, Anna had attended a few balls and dances, and she recognized two of the men’s faces from there, but she did not remember their names. They were of higher social standing than she was. Now they laughed jovially with the Duke as the small group strode closer. Anna blushed as the men stared at her.

“A present, yes?” one of the men asked. “From the Dowager Duchess?”

The Duke nodded but did not seem to laugh along with the others. “A present I did not want or need. I would have been happier with a painting, but my mother insisted.” He stopped in front of Anna and looked down at her without a hint of empathy. “We’ll have to see if she has any uses other than decoration. Would you gentleman care for a taste from her ample bosom?”

All three men perked up in unison and took a step closer. One of them licked his lips. “You wouldn’t mind? Surely a woman of this beauty could not be anything less than a prized possession?”

“I do not mind, and she isn’t.” William waved dismissively at Anna. “She could be the manifestation of the divine on Earth, it would not matter. She is tainted.” He looked at Anna. “Get up and present your breasts. My guests are thirsty.”

The chain to her collar rattled as Anna did what she was told. With some trouble, she loosened the dress enough to reveal her heavy breasts to the waiting men. She whimpered as she saw their hungry stares and swallowed a lump when one of them grabbed her breasts with a rough grip.

“My god …” the man mumbled as his hands explored the soft orbs. “She’s gorgeous.”

“Yes, shame about her history,” another of the men said. His gaze was transfixed by her nipples, hardening in the fresh air.

Anna tried to avoid eye contact, but it was impossible to ignore the groping and exploring hands that squeezed and pulled and prodded. Apart from the one awkward sexual encounter, she had never been touched by a man, and she was surprised to find herself becoming aroused.

“Would you look at that,” the third man said with a lecherous smile. “She’s leaking.” He leaned down and licked Anna’s nipple, sending a jolting shiver through her. His tongue worked in circles around the sensitive nub while he massaged it with one hand.

Anna squirmed when she felt him suck and squeeze. Slowly, drop by drop, the pressure in her breasts dissipated. There was something utterly wrong about a stranger feeding on her breast, treating her as a source of nourishment, and the fact that she was finding it pleasurable scared her. Why was she reacting like this?

“Oh god, I can’t wait anymore!” one of the guests groaned and moved in to kiss her left breast. He suckled eagerly and moaned in delight. “Delightful!”

“That’ll do, gentlemen,” the Duke said when all three had fed from Anna’s breasts.

The relief was welcome, the revelation that their rough treatment turned her on less so. As the four men chatted, Anna just stood there, staring at her exposed breasts while she tried to come to terms with her body’s reaction. She felt humiliated, vulnerable, and objectified. But she was not repulsed or sickened, rather the opposite. Her nipples were hard, and she could feel a wet stain grow in her undergarments.

And it was just the beginning.

Anna watched as the three men bid the Duke farewell and left, leaving Anna alone with William Winter, Duke of Ashington. He stood there for a bit, staring at her.

“Are there any milk left in those udders?” he asked.

Anna nodded. “Yes, Your Grace.”

The Duke sighed. “Very well.” He gestured for Anna to step aside before lying down on the stone bench, using one arm as a pillow. He looked relaxed, almost content. “Feed me, girl.”

Anna did as instructed and stood next to the bench. She leaned in over the Duke, her large breasts hanging freely beneath her. She could feel the collar tighten against her throat as the chain pulled tight.

“Mmh.” The Duke smiled and reached up toward the voluptuous tits that hung in his face. “Comfortable. And the view is nothing short of exquisite. Come closer.” He opened his mouth invitingly. Anna was close enough to feel his hot breath against her nipples and the heat radiating from his muscular frame.

Anna was glad her position prevented the Duke from seeing her expression of shame as she offered a nipple to his hungry mouth. She whimpered in a mixture of embarrassment and lust as she began feeding him. At least this time, there were no observers.

His tongue worked expertly around Anna’s sensitive nipple as he sucked and gulped. It sent shocks of electricity down Anna’s spine, causing her loins to moisten further. He continued fondling her other tit while feasting on the first, creating a contrast of pleasure and discomfort that confused her.

But it also excited her. The longer she stood there, the hotter she became. Soon she found herself unconsciously leaning down to him. Every lick caused her body to quiver and the arousal within her grew, but it was all accompanied by a crushing sense of shame and humiliation. Her entire life, she had been raised to be a lady, a woman of manners and elegance, not a human cow. She understood how her choices and misfortune had led her to this moment, to this embarrassing situation, but it still felt at odds with her very being.

You’re a slave now, Anna, she told herself and closed her eyes. You have to accept that.

As if understanding her thoughts, the Duke’s free hand snaked between Anna’s legs. “Mmh?” he mumbled against her teat and let his fingers probe and tease.

“Ah!” Anna gasped and jerked involuntarily, pulling against her collar. Her cheeks flushed in embarrassment. He would feel the wetness there, feel how much she was enjoying the humiliation.

A moment later, his hand found its target. His hand pressed against Anna’s sex. Even though she tried to stay strong, the sensation of the tall, powerful man exploring her most private areas forced a moan out of her.

“Uhm … oh please … ah …” Anna felt her body go weak when his fingers met her dripping slit.

But this was not about Anna’s pleasure. This was about control. Dominance. The Duke was showing her that he owned her body now, that it was his to use as he pleased.

And despite everything, that thought made Anna tingle with forbidden enjoyment.

Then he stopped. She let out a disappointed moan when the Duke released her teat and pulled away his hand, leaving her panting with frustration.

“Pathetic.” He smelled her juices on his fingers and licked them with a smile. “Look at you. If a man so much as looks at you, your pussy begins leaking. Your father would be ashamed to know that he sired such a filthy slut.”

Anna remained silent, mostly because he was right. How was it possible for her body to betray her like this?

“Kneel,” the Duke commanded and got up from the bench. He pointed at the ground next to the pole that Anna was chained to with a superior, smug smile on his handsome face. He put his hand down his pants and pulled out a thick, long cock that made Anna blush. Despite her misadventures, she had never actually seen a cock - she had just felt it in the dark, felt the guilt and shame wash over her as it entered her.

But this was why she was here. Slowly, Anna got on her knees. The chain to her collar rattled, and the steel around her neck suddenly felt tighter and heavier.

“You’ve never sucked a cock before, have you?” The Duke cocked his head to the side and stared down at Anna.

Anna shook her head and blushed. “N-no, Your Grace.”

He grinned. “Take it in your mouth, use your tongue, and stroke it with your hands. You’ll learn eventually.”

“Th… thank you, Your Grace.” Anna swallowed a lump when the massive, erect cock approached. Her jaw opened hesitantly, allowing the rock-hard member into her mouth. She did as instructed, letting her tongue swirl around the smooth cock as it pushed its way into her mouth and deeper still. Her hands grasped the shaft with trepidation.

The Duke placed a hand on her head. “Can you feel it, Anna Stanton?” He pushed the cock in until Anna gagged on it. “Can you feel all the dignity and pride you were raised to have disappear with every thrust?”

Anna could only muster a pitiful gagging sound. The Duke showed no sign of empathy nor pity as he began fucking her face in earnest, his pace fast and forceful. She struggled to cope with the assault, fighting to draw breath whenever the opportunity presented itself.

“More saliva. Lick the underside.” The command came with an insistent pull in Anna’s hair. “Massage my cock with your tongue.”

This was unlike anything Anna had experienced. This was beyond any debasement, any humiliation imaginable. On her knees with a collar around her neck and shackles around her ankles, sucking a man’s cock like a whore. With little grace and care, he violated her mouth in pursuit of nothing but his own pleasure, yet her young, inexperienced mind managed to find something awkwardly romantic about pleasuring such a handsome, sought-after man in these idyllic surroundings.

With every thrust of his hips, her trepidation lessened. She closed her hands around his engorged shaft and licked passionately up and down, doing her best to emulate what she believed would please him.

There was little warning when the Duke grabbed hold of Anna’s hair, pushing her down onto his cock harder and faster than before. Her gags and moans increased in intensity, and saliva dripped down her chin and onto the dress, soaking it and creating stains that would last long after the experience faded. Not that Anna could forget, especially when the Duke’s other hand took hold of her collar chain and pulled it tight, pressing the cold, harsh steel against her throat. As she choked and sputtered, he climaxed, filling her mouth with his seed.

“Don’t waste a drop,” he snarled and held her tight as his cum oozed down her throat, forcing Anna to gulp and swallow until he was drained. He released her collar, letting her finally take a desperate breath.

For several seconds, Anna did not know what to say or do. She panted to regain control over her breathing, trying desperately to comprehend the situation. Tears streamed from her eyes as the taste of cum overwhelmed her. It felt like she had betrayed everything she believed in, everything she was raised to be. Yet her undergarments were soaked, and despite her disgust and shame, she realized that there was a strange, arousing dimension to submitting to the handsome, dominant Duke of Ashington.

“Maybe there’s hope for you yet, slave,” the Duke said and hid the cock away that Anna knew she would be dreaming about tonight. He smirked. “I will enjoy breaking and molding you.”

She watched him leave. Anna felt used, but it did not disgust her the way it probably should, and that scared her more than the chains holding her or her uncertain future. She stayed there, kneeling on the ground, for at least an hour before Jack came to retrieve her. He offered her little encouragement or comfort, he merely led her to the palace and down to the kitchens.

“I can’t rule out that His Grace will want you to dine with him in the future, but for now, this is where you belong,” Jack Butler said and gestured for Anna to sit down at a table in the corner of the busy kitchen. “Emma! Find some food for the Duke’s new toy, will you?”

A young girl nodded. “Yes, Sir.” Anna recognized her as the girl who had smiled at her earlier.

Anna sat down and looked up at Jack. “What … what happens now?”

“Now, you eat. Then you wait. You’re the Duke and Dowager Duchess’ property, if they want your presence, you’ll be available. I’ll return in a bit to take you to your room, where you’ll be spending most of your time, I suspect.” He smiled. “For now.”

“What does that mean?”

Jack ignored Anna and left. She watched him leave, then gratefully accepted the bowl of hot porridge Emma brought her, followed by a small plate of steamed vegetables.

“Thank you,” she said quietly and dug in, suddenly aware of the hunger gnawing inside her.

“Of course, milady,” the red-haired girl said, unable to take her eyes off the collar around Anna’s neck.

Anna smiled at the girl. “I don‘t think I deserve to be addressed like that anymore. I’m just a slave now.”

Emma rubbed her neck and tried to look Anna in the eyes. “But … you’re noble, right?”

“I am. I was. I don‘t know if that matters anymore.” Anna prodded the porridge with her spoon. “I belong to the Duke. And the Dowager Duchess. They can use me however they see fit.”

Emma looked over her shoulder before sitting down, her eyes beaming with curiosity. “That’s … fascinating. The Duke is so … handsome.” Her smile vanished. “But the Dowager Duchess can be very mean. Be careful.”

“I don‘t think I get much choice in the matter, but thanks.”

The first few days of Anna‘s new life were far from as exciting as she had imagined. The Duke fed from her a few times a day and had her suck his cock once a day, but that was it. The rest of the time, Anna was locked in her room or chained to the pole in the garden. Neither place gave her much to do, except ponder about the uncertainty ahead of her and wondering how the cold, ruthless Duke truly felt about her. Had she pleased him or bored him? Would he eventually tire of her or continue to treat her like a piece of furniture?

The boredom ate at Anna like a disease, and soon, even the prospect of having to perform lewd acts was better than doing nothing. But she would soon regret wishing for more attention.

A week or so after arriving at the Ashington Palace, Anna was being escorted through the main hall by a footman that she did not know the name of. He seemed annoyed that he had to escort the Duke’s slavegirl, and he often yanked the chain connected to Anna’s collar, causing her to trip. Anna was still struggling to walk with her ankles shackled, and though the extravagant dress muted the noise from the restraints somewhat, the sound of her chain could still be heard whenever she walked.

“What is that harlot doing here?” a voice sounded behind Anna. She turned to see the Dowager Duchess stride out from an adjoining room.

The footman straightened his back. “She … Mr. Butler asked me to take her to the Duke for … he wants to …”

“Oh, shut up,” the Dowager Duchess said and rolled her eyes. “Leave her with me and sod off.” She took hold of the chain and pulled Anna closer. “Has he fucked you yet, girl?”

Anna shook her head. “N… no, Your Grace.”

“Then what is the point of your presence here?” The Duchess looked like she was about to slap Anna. “Come. I’m tired of this.” She dragged Anna towards a large door at the end of the main hall and opened it without knocking. The Duke was standing inside near his desk, overlooking a map of the county, and he did not seem overly pleased to see his mother.

“Mother,” he said flatly, clearly frustrated by the intrusion.

“I brought the cow here so you could drink her milk and fuck her,” she said and pushed Anna forward so hard that Anna fell to her knees. “The girl tells me you haven’t penetrated her yet.”

“She‘s beneath me,” the Duke said. “The milk is delicious, and so is her mouth, but I have no desire to …”

“I don‘t care.” The Duchess raised an accusing finger at her son. “You’ve turned away three perfectly suitable girls this week alone. I want an heir, William, and soon. Until you marry, you fuck this trollop.”

“But … Mother …”

The Duke’s expression became pained, and it seemed to milden the Dowager Duchess’ temper. She approached him and took his hands in hers.

“I know that you have … dark desires, my son.” She glanced at Anna. “Take them out on her. She’s consented to being here, she will not object.” Something about the woman’s cold tone made the hair on the back ofAnna’s neck stand up. “Maybe you’ve just treated her … too kindly.”

William Winter, the Duke of Ashington, smiled. “Maybe. If it pleases you, I will fuck her. But she might not be worth much when I’m done with her.”

The Dowager Duchess smiled. “She‘s worth nothing as it is.”

“Very well.” The Duke let go of his mother’s hands and turned toward Anna, who was still on her knees. “Get up, cow. Let’s see how much you can endure.”

He led Anna through several rooms before they arrived at a large, luxurious bedroom. His. For a brief moment, Anna felt a hint of excitement. Perhaps he saw her as a potential partner, a lover, and this was where she would experience him in ways no other woman ever had? Was this what she had waited for since arriving at the estate?

“Strip.” It was a command. A cold, calculating order. “Every scrap of clothing off. Now.”

The fantasies of romance vanished. There would be nothing passionate or loving about this. Nevertheless, she obeyed and disrobed, letting the expensive gown fall to the floor. Soon, she was naked before him, apart from the collar and shackles. The chain locked to her collar nestled between her massive breasts, and the cold steel felt unpleasant against her pale skin.

The Duke stood nearby, watching. He seemed indifferent, almost disinterested. “I see no point in lovemaking apart from the physical pleasure,” he said. “And that pleasure is nothing compared to the one I get from thoroughly dominating another person.” He removed his clothes without taking his eyes off Anna. “I’m going to hurt you, slave. I’m going to make you scream. That is what I want from you. Only when you’re reduced to a whimpering piece of flesh do I want to penetrate your worthless pussy.” He opened a drawer in a nearby desk and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. They looked heavy and worn, and Anna shivered as she wondered how many women had worn them. “These will have to do for now. I have … new accommodations being built as we speak, they should be ready soon. I suspect you’ll be spending a lot of time there. Put your hands behind your back.”

Anna did as instructed, though not without some trepidation. She was no stranger to being restrained, her mother had tied her numerous times since her affair, but this felt different. The cold steel was far more severe than any rope, and the loud clicks of the Darby restraints as they tightened around her wrists sent tremors through her body. They matched the shackles she had worn almost constantly on her ankles for a week now, but these were more restrictive.

“How does that feel, slave?“

Anna pulled against the restraints, but they were unforgiving. Tight. And oddly arousing. “Heavy. Cold,” she answered truthfully.

“Soon, I expect to hear that you are accustomed to their weight and constant presence.” He pulled a chair out from the desk and stood on it before grabbing the chain to Anna’s collar and pulling it upward. He fastened it to an unseemly hook in the ceiling that Anna had not noticed before now. One undoubtedly placed there for this express purpose. She had to stand on her toes to keep from choking too much, and it only served to make her ankle restraints even more unpleasant.

The Duke climbed down from the chair and stood behind her. She could feel the heat from his body and the tip of his semi-erect cock grazing her shackled hands. He grabbed her ass and squeezed tightly. Anna moaned, feeling heat flush through her face. She could feel wetness accumulating between her legs.

“Can you breathe?” he asked. For the first time, Anna heard a hint of warmth in his voice. This was his element, this was what he wanted, but she doubted that it was an expression of any sort of care or affection towards her.

“Yes,” Anna said, her breathing staggered. “Just barely.”

“Good.” His fingers traveled along her soft ass and between her cheeks before moving between her legs, finding her wet and wanting. She moaned at his touch, surprised at how good it felt. “You enjoy this? Being tied up and degraded?”

“I … I … yes … Your Grace.” Anna blushed.

“Pitiful slut,” the Duke said and smacked her ass hard. “I’ve tied up whores before you. Dozens. None of them had udders like yours, though.” He squeezed Anna’s breast tightly, almost cruelly. Milk squirted onto the thick carpets, but the Duke did not seem to care. “Those whores were experienced, yet they broke. What hope does a disgraced noble-born have?”

Anna felt her stomach tighten. She was helpless to resist whatever was coming, but she was also painfully aware that this was what she had agreed to. The fear built inside her, and it was amplified a moment later when the Duke blindfolded her, leaving her in darkness.

He moved to her front and cupped her breasts. At first, his touch was gentle and pleasant, causing Anna to moan. Every touch was made more intense by her predicament and the blindfold. Then he tightened his grip, squeezing and twisting her sensitive tits. She could feel the milk squirt from them as her nipples swelled and her breathing quickened.

Then she felt his mouth close around one of them. The familiar sensation of him sucking and drinking caused her mind to flood with joy and euphoria. She leaned into the wonderful sensation, forgetting her current situation in a heartbeat. Without warning, his teeth latched onto her nipple, biting down hard enough to cause Anna to scream and struggle. She was grateful that he stopped before hurting her permanently, but the aftershocks caused Anna to tear up behind the blindfold, yet he gave her no time to recover.

“There is great beauty in pain,” the Duke said. Anna could hear something swooshing through the air in front of her. “Try to embrace it.”

Anna never expected the first strike. It cut into her abdomen violently and stung terribly. The flexible cane left what felt like a wicked mark across her midriff, just below her breasts, causing Anna to scream loudly and tug against the restraints around her wrists and ankles. Another lash came, slightly lower than the first, but this time Anna fought against crying out; she clenched her jaw and growled defiantly instead, struggling to stay upright.

The third blow made her legs wobble under her, forcing her up onto the tips of her toes as she fought against losing her footing. The fourth forced another cry from her lips while the fifth cut so deep into the skin around her hipbone that Anna shrieked uncontrollably. Sweat was pouring down her back as she lost all sense of orientation and identity. She felt her mind fading from reality as her body endured a relentless beating from the thin rod. Another flurry of lashes attacked her thighs, lower buttocks, and hips until tears ran from beneath the blindfold. Anna sobbed as wave after wave of agony seared her skin.

Amid the chaos and turmoil, a spark of awareness blossomed in the back of her mind. Even in the middle of the flogging, her arousal persisted; despite the excruciating torment inflicted on her helpless form, something else stirred within. In moments of relative respite, it surfaced like an ugly truth: arousal simmered beneath each strike, coaxed forth every time fresh stripes blossomed across her exposed flesh, sending shivers down her spine. The undeniable pleasure derived from this perverse act ignited Anna’s deepest desires - igniting something primal within, but also something deeply shameful. It had never occurred during her mother’s frequent canings and floggings, but knowing that William derived great pleasure from her torment managed to turn Anna on.

But it was wrong. Pain was something to be avoided, not cherished.

He removed the blindfold. The first thing she saw was his towering erection and the sadistic smile. By now, Anna almost hung from her neck, exhausted by the abuse. When the cane moved to her chest, Anna let out a tortured scream of agony, unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. Each swing of the flexible rod drew blood and milk, staining her porcelain-white skin a vivid crimson hue as rivulets coursed down her breasts and abdomen. The Duke’s attention shifted from breasts to stomach, and then finally focused on her sex. Dozens of lashes pummeled her unprotected mound until sweat and tears matted Anna’s beautiful blonde locks and stained her cheeks.

After an eternity of torment, it mercifully ended, although Anna could not recall precisely when she ceased counting blows. The agony was overwhelming. She whimpered feebly, hardly aware of herself beyond the agonizing burns covering nearly every inch of exposed skin. Her breasts and sex throbbed incessantly, raw and hypersensitive from the punishment.

“That was just a taste of what awaits you,” the Duke said as he removed the collar chain from the hook in the ceiling. He chuckled as he watched Anna collapse onto the floor, sobbing. “It was beautiful.”

Anna did not feel beautiful. Tears and drool mixed with the milk and the droplets of blood beneath her as she cried. But in a twisted way, she felt like she understood William better now, and she could not help but feel somewhat proud to have turned him on like this. But if she had expected some sort of reward or affection after her performance, she was to be disappointed. The Duke merely pulled her to her feet by yanking the collar chain and pushed her in over the bed’s wooden footboard. Her hips pressed against the exquisitely carved wood as her breasts dangled above the silk linens, still dripping.

He was going to breed her. She knew it. And it seemed fitting that he would not even allow her to lie on the soft bed. Instead, he spread her legs as far as the shackles would allow and positioned himself behind the bruised and tortured girl.

As she stood there, gasping and trembling from both the lingering agony and the anticipation of the inevitable penetration, the Duke seized the opportunity to thrust into her without mercy. The impact sent ripples throughout her body, causing her to arch and cry out. His thick cock filled every inch of her tight sex, stretching her mercilessly. Despite being wet, his size made it difficult to accommodate him, and the pain was excruciating. Her scream was silenced when the Duke grabbed the chain connected to her collar and pulled it back, cutting off her airway and making her see stars. The sensation was overwhelming, a mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through her veins. She felt her body yield to his powerful thrusts, surrendering to his dominance. Anna’s vision blurred, and her muscles tensed. As the Duke tightened his grip on the chain, she found herself gasping for breath. Her mind raced as she struggled against the lack of air. Panic surged through her body, yet amidst the chaos, she felt a strange exhilaration. The intense pleasure building inside her threatened to overpower the agony that ravaged her.

The Duke was unrelenting, his pace increasing as he drove into her with a primal ferocity. The room filled with the sounds of flesh against flesh and the creaking of the sturdy footboard, each thrust pushing Anna closer to the edge of ecstasy. She felt her inner walls contracting around him, her body betraying her as it craved more of the pleasurable pain he inflicted upon her.

She had experienced sex once before. But it had been oddly disconnected as if she had not been fully present, but this was different. Every thrust was an intense explosion inside her. She struggled against her bonds, terrified and excited by the helplessness. Her vision blurred as the Duke pulled the chain tighter and tighter, and for a moment, she wondered if he would even notice if she passed out. The hand not holding the chain dug its nails deep into her flesh, causing her to scream as much as the collar would allow.

He spanked her.

He scratched her.

But when he pushed his thumb inside her asshole, her mind went completely blank as a massive orgasm erupted inside her. The Duke groaned and pulled the collar chain even tighter, his hips pushing forward with brutal force. With a triumphant cry, he emptied his seed deep within Anna, filling her with a warm and sticky sensation. Aftershocks from her own orgasm, combined with the feeling of being bred by this strong and dominant male, kept Anna on the brink of madness for what felt like an eternity.

She had never experienced an orgasm before. She knew then that she would do anything, endure anything, to experience it again. He was still inside her; she could feel his cock throbbing as the erection wore off. Slowly, he relaxed his grip on the chain, letting her catch her breath.

The Duke leaned over her, and she could feel his hot breath against her ear. “What do you want, slave?”

The question took her by surprise. She was close to blurting out that she wanted him, but it did not feel right. The experience had shifted something inside her.

“I just … I just want to please you, Your Grace.”

He did not respond. He pulled his cock out before grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her to a standing position. His cum trickled slowly from her ravaged pussy, and though Anna did feel like a slave, standing naked and chained in front of her master as he got dressed, there was still a crushing sense of shame and disgrace. She had been fucked by a handsome Duke, but doing so with no hope of marriage or even a relationship made her no better than any street-walking whore in society’s eyes.

And in her own.

But as she watched the Duke hide away his amazing cock, she felt torn. She ached for his affection and his attention, she wanted him to hold her, to help ease her out of the intense experience. But there was no such comfort in sight, and it made her feel very exposed and vulnerable. Just when Anna was beginning to think that he would just leave her there, he turned towards her.

“You‘re my slave now, Anna. I will fuck you, torture you, use you. Don’t nourish any illusion that this will ever be more than that, and you might even come to enjoy it.” He smiled. “Not that I care if you do. But mark my words …” The smile vanished, and the eyes became even more intense. “Enjoy the conditions given to you now, because they might change soon enough.”

With those words, he left the room. Anna stared at the door for a while, expecting a servant or someone else to come and release her, but nothing happened. She sat down on the edge of the bed for a bit, trying to make sense of what she had just gone through. Her body ached from the Duke’s brutal punishment, her pussy was sore from trying to contain his cock, and her mind was a chaotic mess of shame and … happiness.

It had been a terrifying experience, almost too much to bear. Yet she wanted more.

But her more immediate concern was getting the handcuffs off. She pulled and tugged and twisted, but they did not budge. She could not see the key anywhere in the room, and Anna began to panic.

Does he expect me to walk out of here like this? She smiled to herself. Of course, that was what he expected. This was just another humiliation. Another way of showing her who was in charge. She managed to open the door and peek outside, and she felt a wave of relief when she saw Emma walking by with a tray of silverware.

“Emma! Over here!”

Emma almost dropped the tray when she saw Anna. “Milady!” She looked around before walking through the door. “What the … your body …”

“Don’t worry about that,” Anna said, though she understood why the bruises would shock Emma. “Do you … do you know how to get these handcuffs off?”

Emma looked at the brutal restraints. “N… no. The Dowager Duchess once chained me in cuffs like those for a day because I spilled wine on her dress, but I never managed to get out before Mr. Butler released me.” She fiddled with the seam on her maid’s uniform. “He might have a key, we should go find him. Here, let me help you get your dress on.”

The staff was used to seeing Anna collared and did not pay much attention to the cuffs, but Anna was still relieved when she and Emma found Jack Butler near the stables. He seemed somewhat amused when Anna began begging him to release her.

“Sorry, Ms. Stanton,” he said. “The Duke told me that you’re not to be released until tonight.”

“What? I can’t walk around like this!”

“Remember your place, slave,” Mr. Butler said. “You’re his toy now, and this amuses him. I suspect this is just the beginning - he has also mandated that you’ll be milked in the stables by the maids twice a day and that you’ll need to be flogged every two days if he doesn’t do it himself.”

“Fl... flogged?“ Anna went pale, and Emma stared at the ground. “I thought ... I thought I did well ...“

Jack chuckled. “You likely did. This just means he is paying attention to you. Whether that is good for you or not …” He yawned and looked at his pocket watch. “I need to go. Emma here will milk you in a few hours.” He patted Anna condescendingly on the cheek. “Trust me. This will get worse. A lot worse.”

Anna and Emma watched him leave before looking at each other. “I don’t want to get flogged every second day!” Anna exclaimed and shivered.

“I don’t think you have much choice, milady,” Emma said with an apologetic smile. “Come, let’s go to the kitchens. I’ll make sure you get some extra food today, you’ll need it.”

Anna sighed and followed Emma. She kept pulling at the handcuffs that held her hands in place behind her back, and she was surprised to find that she did not mind it now that the feeling of shock had settled down. She did not want to be flogged, she did not want to spend most of her time in chains, but this was her life now.

And if Anna was going to be the Duke’s toy, his slave, she was going to be the best slave she could be.

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Fertile Hucow College

Sara is given a full scholarship to the prestigious Felton College and joins Upsilon Delta – a sorority reserved for fertile hucow slaves.

The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others?

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/fertile element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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