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Part 2

The bench complained beneath Anna, cracking and creaking as her hips crashed into the armrest again and again. A flock of birds in the nearby tree seemed to join in on the bench’s rhythmic wails, chirping loudly and enthusiastically. The air was filled with the smell of fragrant flowers, and their colors made the gardens seem like something out of a fairytale. But the only thing that felt magical to Anna at that moment was the feeling of the Duke pushing deeper and deeper inside her.

Any other girl at Anna’s age, not yet 20, would blush and snicker at the mere mention of being taken in the middle of a park by a handsome duke, but over the last few months, it had become almost routine for Anna. Yet there was no romance, no stolen kisses, no promises whispered when no one listened.

She was his slave. And right now, he wanted release.

“Mmmmh …” Duke William Winter of Ashington grunted behind her. Anna could feel him pulling harder on her collar’s chain and the familiar sensation of her air supply being restricted made every brutal thrust turn into an explosion of lust and pleasure. Her swollen breasts scraped against the bench, and though he had raised her dress to give him access, the many layers on her upper body made her sweat in the warm summer sun.

Anna’s cunt was wet. Not just wet, it was sopping and dripping down her legs. She could hear his ragged breathing, his manly, dominant growls, and she knew that it would not be long before he shot his thick seed inside her.

Her own pleasure was of no concern to him. Nor to her, if she was being honest. Though she often came when he used her, she never expected it; the Duke was not an affectionate man, at least not toward her, and on the rare occasion that he offered her even a hint of a smile or a comment that was not demeaning or downright cruel, she held onto it as if she was a starving person who had been given a single biscuit.

The Duke had one hand on her slender hips, the other hand held the chain attached to her collar. He was pulling her neck backward, and she was forced to hold her back straight, which gave her the posture of a refined lady, though the drool hanging from her gagged mouth made Anna feel anything but distinguished. The leather bit gag had been fashioned specially for Anna by the Duke’s smith, and it reminded her of the bits used for horses. It was a humiliating accessory, but the Duke wanted her silent.

Silent and drooling.

The Duke pushed deep, deep inside her. His body twitched as he came, emptying his noble seed into her. Anna moaned, trying to get her own orgasm, but the Duke did not seem interested in that. Instead, he pulled out, and Anna could feel the cum running down her leg. She remained bent over the bench, her cunt on display, his seed slowly staining the grass beneath her.

She smiled. She liked having a purpose.

“Make yourself decent, cow,” the Duke said with a satisfied sigh and pulled on her chain to make her stand up.

Anna struggled to pull her dress back down to cover her shackled legs; her hands were handcuffed in front of her, and the Duke looked on with an amused, cold smile as he watched the young girl try to smooth out the folds and wrinkles in her puffy dress. The tight corset did not make things any easier.

“You know what to do next,” the Duke said and pulled Anna closer. He removed her gag. “Do you enjoy this part, slave?”

Anna nodded and blushed. “Yes, Master. Very much.” She got on her knees in front of him and took his softening cock in her mouth. He tasted of sweat and semen, but she did not care. If the Duke had asked her to clean the floor with her tongue, she would have done it. This was so much nicer than that.

Her tongue darted over the soft skin of his cock, and she cleaned the residue of his release and her own juices. Her mouth was filled with the taste of sex, and it did not take long before the member was clean. She let it pop out of her mouth.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered and bowed her head.

A flock of birds in the nearby tree chirped loudly.

“Let‘s get back to the palace,” The Duke said and put the gag back inside Anna’s mouth. He tightened the strap to ensure that she could not push the bit out with her tongue and began walking, tugging on Anna’s leash to make her move. It was beyond humiliating to be dragged through the park like this, but the estate’s staff barely offered Anna a second glance by now. Her ankles still hurt with every step, she had never managed to get used to walking in shackles, but she had grown to appreciate the walks in the park. It was usually just her and the Duke, the man she ached to please. She knew that it was not rational of her to love him, to want to please him, but she could not help it. All she wanted was to serve him, to love him - and maybe one day, he would return just a sliver of the affection she felt toward him.

“A beautiful day, isn’t it?” the Duke said and stopped for a moment to take a deep breath.

“Mmmh …” More drool escaped Anna’s gag. She knew he did not want her to answer, not really - he often used the walks to clear his mind, and she was just along to offer release when he needed it.

Release - and nourishment.

The Duke was breastfeeding from Anna’s aching tits an hour later when Jack Butler, the Duke’s right-hand man, appeared.

“Your Grace, sorry to interrupt,” he said, unfazed by the sight of his employer and friend on a bench with his mouth around a young girl’s swollen breast. “But I just got word from the smith. It’s finished.”

Anna thought she could see a smile on the Duke’s face, but it was gone as quickly as it came. He stopped suckling and rose from the bench. “All of it?”

Jack nodded. “All of it.” He handed the Duke a small, inconspicuous key. “But I promised to tell you that he’d prefer if he never has to work on a similar project again.”

The Duke scoffed while he twirled the key between his fingers. “With the rates he’s charging, he doesn’t get to complain.” His eyes moved from the key to Anna, and she felt a shiver run down her spine when she noticed the malice in his stare. “I think we’ll go there right now.”

The smith had mentioned some sort of project back when Jack had taken Anna to have her permanently collared upon her arrival at the palace, but she had not given it much thought at the time. She struggled to keep up with the Duke as he strode back toward the main building with Anna in tow, and the smile that was now etched onto his youthful face terrified her.

They walked through the main lobby, past the countless servants who were always busy around the palace. The Duke dragged Anna inside his study, a place she had only visited once before when the Duke had needed a blowjob after a heated meeting with a representative from the nearby village. The study had large windows, thick carpets, and a heavy desk that dominated the room. It was covered in papers and maps, and the bookcases that covered the walls were overflowing with tomes of different sizes and ages. A large painting of the Duke hung on one of the walls, and she could see that the artist had paid particular attention to William’s handsome facial features. A similarly imposing painting of his mother and father hung next to it, showing the couple shortly before the old Duke’s illness and death.

“Oh, the smith and carpenter did a fine job with this,” the Duke said with an approving nod as he let his fingers run down the side of a bookcase in the far corner. Anna wondered if the pain in her ankles from walking so quickly in shackles had been because the Duke wanted to inspect a new bookcase; it did not look out of place in the room, yet the Duke could not stop staring at it.

Then he swung it open. The bookcase was attached to the wall with hidden hinges, and behind it was a small door. The Duke used the key given to him by Jack Butler to reveal a stone staircase leading downwards, and Anna could feel her stomach twist into a knot. The darkness seemed to scream danger, and the Duke’s eager smile made Anna want to run away.

She did not. She was his to command, and if he wanted to lead her down the stairs into whatever was waiting, she would follow.

“Come,” he said and pulled on the chain. Anna could barely see her hand in front of her face in the darkness as she stepped through the door and felt for the stairs with her feet. The Duke had brought a lamp with him, but the staircase was narrow and did not allow much of the light to get past Anna.

The staircase ended in a wider corridor. The ceiling was vaulted and low, and Anna’s first thought was that it was a cellar meant for storing supplies, but she soon realized that even if it had been the place’s original purpose, it was no longer the case. The Duke began turning on the lights on the walls, slowly illuminating what Anna soon discovered to be a dungeon.

An actual dungeon.

“What do you think, my little cow slave?” The Duke smiled, amused at the terrified expression on Anna’s face. “I wanted a place to entertain my … special guests. How lucky that it was already halfway done when you arrived. Come, I’ll show you around.”

Anna‘s chains echoed between the cold stone walls as the Duke showed Anna the different cells, one more unpleasant and cramped than the other.

“For now, you still get to live upstairs, but depending on your behavior - and my mood - you’ll be spending some time in these as well,” he said as the two looked through steel bars at a tiny, unfurnished cell. The walls were bare stone, and not even a cot had been placed on the cold floor. A knot had grown in Anna’s stomach ever since they stepped inside the dungeon, yet she was surprised to find that there was a quiet stream of arousal accompanying the flood of fear and terror.

The corridor was not long and only housed a handful of cells, but when the Duke opened a wide door at the end to reveal a larger room, Anna gasped. She had been a part of the Duke’s life as a slave for a few months, and during that time, he had trained her to accept several different implements, including whips, floggers, canes, and paddles, but they all paled in comparison to the toys and equipment on display here in the dungeon’s main chamber.

Tables, chairs, benches, racks, and cages lined the walls. Chains hung from the walls and ceilings, and the tables were covered in instruments of torture. Some of them were familiar to Anna, but others were completely new and alien. There were metal devices that Anna could not determine the use for, whips that looked like they were meant to cause real damage, and even blades, hammers, and other equipment that seemed better suited for the carpenter’s workshop than the bedroom.

“The smith did a fantastic job here, too,” the Duke said, sounding almost gleeful as he picked up a metal device that Anna had never seen before. “This is called a Pear of Anguish. Do you know what it does?”

Anna shook her head, unable to stop staring at the pear-shaped item.

“It goes inside you, and when I turn this screw …” The Duke demonstrated. “It opens. And it keeps opening.” His eyes twinkled. “I’m very eager to test this one out. And all the other toys, of course.”

Anna bit down on her gag and tried to stay calm. She had foolishly believed that being dragged on a leash and enduring shackles on her ankles along with the occasional flogging was as bad as her slave life was going to get. But even though she did not relish the thought of being tortured in the creepy dungeon, the drive to please the Duke was strong.

If I endure this … if I do well … maybe he’ll ...

She did not get the chance to finish the thought before the Duke dragged her towards a weird device in the corner of the room. It looked like a pillory, just like the old one that still stood outside city hall, but it was horizontal and mounted between two wooden pillars, likely meant to keep the victim standing straight. Similar-looking stocks had been fastened near the floor for the feet. But it was the vice-like contraption mounted between the pillars that made Anna tremble.

“We’ll start here …” The Duke said and uncuffed Anna’s hands and feet. “Undress, slave. I want you naked for this.”

Anna’s fingers felt numb as she undid the clasps and hooks on her dress. The Duke watched with his arms folded, tapping his foot. Anna knew that it was a slow process, but she was shaking and found it hard to get the many pieces of fabric off. Her stockings and corset joined the dress on the floor, and Anna soon stood completely naked in the middle of the dungeon, her hands placed demurely over her breasts and cunt. She looked over her shoulder at the door, but the Duke shook his head. He was not going to allow her to get out of this.

“Get in.” The Duke said and opened the stocks and pillory. Anna stepped into the device, fitting her wrists, ankles, and neck into the designated openings. The pillory was fairly thick, and Anna’s collar did not leave much room on her neck, but the Duke managed to lock it regardless. It made her choke much harder than usual, and Anna struggled to breathe. She could do nothing but stand with her back straight, unable to move. Anna had rarely felt this vulnerable, but the position did not become downright unpleasant until William squeezed her swollen breasts in between the two metal rods of the vice-like device.

“I had this made just for you, cow,” he said and began tightening it slowly. “I can’t wait to see what it does to these massive udders.”

Anna gasped and squealed, the sound muffled by the bit gag. It was uncomfortable, but not yet painful. She could feel her breasts growing, ballooning out as the Duke squeezed them more and more. He was silent, focused entirely on his task, and his eyes were wild with lust. He stopped for a moment to squeeze the trapped flesh, making Anna groan. Every touch felt far more intense against her strained skin, and though she could not see them due to the pillory, it felt like her breasts were turning blue.

“Mmm …” she moaned. “Mhmmm!”

“Almost there,” the Duke mused and continued turning the screw. “I wonder how much more they can take? I hope you’re not too delicate, slave.”

“MMMMM!”

Anna was screaming into her gag. Her tits were aching, throbbing with every heartbeat, and she could feel the milk squirting from them. She could not move her body at all now, her breasts were trapped, and the helplessness made her both aroused and scared. The Duke seemed to notice Anna’s distress and finally let go of the screw. He stepped around the device, inspecting his slave.

“You look good in that thing,” he said and caressed Anna’s bottom. She shuddered at his touch, but the Duke’s fingers were gone as quickly as they had arrived.

Anna could not see where he was going, but she could hear his footsteps moving across the stone floor. She knew that there was pain in her immediate future, that the vulnerable position only had one purpose. He was going to use her. He was going to hurt her.

And she was going to take it.

Anna was breathing heavily. The Duke was standing right behind her, but he was not moving. He was watching her. She did not dare move, did not dare to breathe. She waited for something to happen.

Suddenly, a sharp pain shot through her. She gasped and moaned into her gag.

The Duke had just smacked her bottom hard.

Anna whimpered as William’s hand came down hard again. She could feel her cheeks jiggle as the Duke’s palm connected with her skin. Her cheeks stung and burned, but compared to the canings and whippings she had endured before, it was not too bad. It was almost … sensual. Erotic.

“What a view,” he said. “A piece of flesh, helpless and unable to move. You’re at my mercy, Anna.” His voice was a low growl. “And I’m going to make you scream. No one can hear you down here.”

It surprised Anna to find that she felt excited, even though she did not doubt that she was about to experience new levels of pain. At least she was alone with William.

The Duke's hand landed again. And again. Anna was struggling to breathe, her breasts were throbbing and aching, and the pillory kept pressing into her neck, choking her. Yet it was a warm, pleasant feeling that was pooling between her legs. The Duke’s hand was now alternating between her cheeks, one moment gently caressing, the next slapping hard. He was a master of this, and Anna could not help but moan as the pleasure and pain turned into a blur of sensation.

But it was just the beginning. Just a gentle warm-up. She knew it, yet she fooled herself into thinking there was a hint of affection in the teasing.

Then the first strike of the cane landed. Anna did not scream. Not right away. Instead, her eyes widened, and she bit down hard on the gag. The Duke gave her a second to process the pain and then landed the second strike. This time, Anna screamed into her gag. It was an inhuman cry that echoed through the dungeon, but it did not stop William. He struck again and again, each strike more painful than the last. He pummeled her back, her ass, and her thighs, and it was not long before Anna could feel blood trickling down her legs.

“Mhmmmph! Mmmm!” she moaned. She tried to beg him to stop, but the gag kept her silent. The contraption ensured that she could not move away from the strikes that increased in force.

Yet through it all, a pervasive thought lingered.

I love him. I will do anything for him.

A weak, rational voice in the back of her mind told her that it was insane, that he was torturing her, but she refused to listen to it. She was too far gone.

He is alone with me here. He could be with any other woman, but he’s here with me.

“MMMMMMMMMH!”

Anna was so lost in her naive thoughts that she did not notice the Duke moving to her front. The cane landed right on her strained, tormented udders; he had whipped and caned them before, but the vice made them far more sensitive, and it was like an explosion of pain that almost made her pass out. She thrashed and shook her head, but the Duke just laughed.

“Yes!” he said, his entire body quivering with excitement and lust. “Scream for me!” He hit her again, and it felt like he tore her skin open. “Show your devotion through pain!”

It continued for what seemed like an eternity. Anna was sobbing and crying, her face a mess of tears, spit, and snot. The Duke was relentless, and the cane landed on her breasts, her belly, and her hips over and over again, leaving her bruised and bleeding. When he finally opened the vice and the stocks, she collapsed to the floor. She could not move a muscle. She was exhausted. She was in pain.

She was aroused beyond belief.

“You’re bleeding,” the Duke said as he removed her gag, and Anna could see the dark spots on his shirt. “You’re bleeding all over the floor, you stupid cow.”

“Master, I ...”

“Clean it up.” He held out a rag. “I don’t want blood on the floor.”

Anna tried to obey, but her hands were shaking. She managed to wipe the blood off the floor, but it took her a while. The whole time, he watched her, gently stroking his massive erection.

“Very good,” he said when she had finished. He pulled Anna to her feet and shackled her hands behind her back using a set of medieval-looking iron restraints. He used another set of steel shackles to lock Anna’s arms closely together above the elbows. “Let’s see how you manage this.” He put a chain through a pulley in the ceiling and locked it to Faith’s wrist restraints.

She knew what was coming. Yet as he pulled the other end of the chain and slowly raised her arms behind her, she was not ready for the massive discomfort. Her muscles tensed, and she whimpered when her body was forced to bend forward, and her arms were pulled further toward the ceiling.

She breathed in, exhaled, and tried to relax her muscles, but every time she thought the Duke would stop raising her hands, he gave it another inch. Soon, her arms were vertical, and her breath quickened. Her shoulders ached, begged for relief, but none came.

“Beautiful,” he said and circled her helpless body. “Exposed. Helpless.”

Anna could only whimper as a reply. She struggled to find her balance, and when William shackled her ankles to a spreader bar and used a chain to connect the bar to her collar, it only got worse.

“Aaah, I could listen to your troubled breathing all day,” he said and let his fingers run down Anna’s trembling body. He grabbed hold of her hanging breast and gently pinched her nipple, causing a flood of arousal inside her and a squirt of milk to stain the floor she had just cleaned. “Do you want me to fuck you, slave?”

Anna nodded. “Y… yes, Master. More than anything.”

He moved in front of her, presenting his cock. He pushed inside her without hesitation, holding her head in a firm grip. He did not seem to care that she was still breathing heavily from the caning or her current position, and he was soon pushing his cock deep into her mouth, forcing her to gag and cough. It was humiliating, a treatment the thought of which would have terrified her before she became the Duke’s slave, but now it was almost routine.

And it turned her on.

He pulled out and moved behind her. Her entire body ached from the strenuous position, but she was ready for him. She gasped and moaned as he entered her cunt from behind. The Duke was rough and fast, and he was pounding into her with abandon, chasing his own pleasure.

The Duke was not a gentle lover. He never kissed her. He never caressed her. But when he fucked her like this, those things seemed insignificant. The Duke was a beast, a stallion. She was his mare. His breeding slut. And she was going to do her best to please him, no matter how much pain he put her through.

“AaaaaAAAAH!” Anna moaned and cried. Every violent thrust caused a piercing pain to shoot through her shoulders, yet it always mixed with the pleasure from her loins. She was dripping, her juices and the Duke’s precum making her inner thighs wet. She was on the edge, ready to explode into an orgasm. But she was unable to move. Unable to grind her hips against the Duke to find her release.

The Duke grunted. He was close. Anna was screaming in pain, aching to come herself, but she knew that it was over the moment his warm seed filled her. He pushed in deep, ensuring that her body took all of it. He stayed there, dominating her body with his presence until she felt him soften and pull out.

“Mmmh …” he groaned and walked around her before pushing his cock inside her mouth for her to clean. “We’re going to spend a lot of hours down here, I think.”

Anna moaned as she licked the cock clean of her juices and his cum. It was salty and musky, but she had learned to love it. She was disappointed that she had not been able to come, yet she felt strangely content and happy, despite the massive discomfort she was still feeling.

He pulled out when he was satisfied and pulled a small stool and a wooden bucket up next to her. As if it was the most natural thing in the world, the Duke sat down on the stool and began milking Anna’s massive, free-hanging udders into the bucket. It was such a tender contrast to the torture that Anna almost forgot about the pain in her arms and shoulders.

“I’ve decided to marry,” William said after a while.

“Master?” A spark of hope ignited within Anna for a brief moment, but it was squashed the moment after.

“Mother found a decent woman for me. Young. Beautiful.” The Duke continued to milk the poor hucow. “I don’t really feel anything toward her, but now that I can satisfy my darkest urges in your company, it has made the decision easier. It’ll get my mother off my back, give me peace to pursue what I want. I just have to fuck her from time to time …”

The hope turned into a knot in Anna’s stomach, but she did not speak.

The Duke finished milking her and drank from the bucket with a satisfied sigh. “Speaking of … I have a wedding to plan.” He slapped Anna hard on her ass. “You did well today, cow. I’ll send Jack down to release you later … if I remember.”

With those words, he left the shackled and helpless Anna behind in the dark, miserable dungeon.

Anna did not see much of the Duke in the weeks that followed. The few times he blessed her with his company was during short, violent sessions in the dungeon. The wedding plans seemed to frustrate him, and he took those frustrations out on Anna.

“This will have to do for today,” the Duke said after thrashing Anna so hard with a bullwhip that she was bleeding. He threw the whip on the floor and stared at the sobbing, broken woman hanging from her wrists in front of him. “I want to fuck you, cow.”

Anna opened her eyes. “Please … please do, Master.” Despite it all, her pussy ached for him.

He shook his head. “My mother made me promise to … save my seed for the wedding night. She wants to increase the chances of an heir.” He scoffed. “It’s not like you’ve been worth much in that regard so far.”

“Forgive me … Master …” Every breath hurt, and the tears still trickled silently down her reddened cheeks.

“I don’t blame you.” He wiped his hands on a towel and emptied a glass of wine. “You’re a pleasant distraction, a decent hucow.” He walked over to her and wiped a tear from her cheek with a smile. “Do you know who I’m marrying, slave?”

“N… no?” Anna had been locked in her room ever since the wedding announcement, unaware of everything happening on the Duke’s estate.

“I believe you know her. Marie Burlington?”

The blood froze in Anna’s veins. Her friend. Her best friend. Anna did not know if she felt betrayed or concerned for her friend’s wellbeing.

“I want you at the wedding.” The Duke lowered Anna onto the floor, and she screamed as the blood rushed back into her arms, feeling like a thousand needles piercing her skin. “Not as a guest, of course. As … entertainment.” He leaned down to meet her pained gaze. “I want to see you humiliated. Chained and abused for the entertainment of my guests. It’ll make me hard. You want to please me, don’t you, slave?”

Anna could only nod. She could think of nothing more disgraceful than being used like that at the wedding between her best friend and the man she ached to have, but she also knew that she could never say no to him. Even at this moment, her devotion was total.

Maybe he’ll still fuck me from time to time, she thought, aware of how desperate and pathetic it sounded.

The big day finally arrived. The gown Anna was made to wear was opulent and expensive, made from white silk, and had it not been for the brutal steel collar around her neck, she could have been mistaken for the bride.

The door to the chamber opened. “Anna? Are you ready?” Jack stepped inside and smiled when he saw her. “You look beautiful. I’m sure the guests will enjoy your presence.”

“Thank you, Master Jack,” Anna said and curtsied. Her eyes were drawn to the metal restraints in Jack’s hands. “What … what does the Duke demand from me?”

Jack’s smile disappeared. “Quite a bit. Place your hands behind your back.” He proceeded to shackle Anna’s hands close together and connect the shackles to her collar using a short chain. It had the effect of pushing her massive breasts forward and putting a lot of pressure on her neck, choking her. Shackles were locked around her ankles as well, but Anna was used to that by now.

But Jack was not finished.

“The Duke doesn’t want you talking to the guests. This should help prevent that.” He opened what looked like a small steel cage. He locked the device shut around Anna’s head, which served to keep a metal plate in place inside her mouth, pressing down on her tongue. The plate had three sharp studs welded to it, causing her great pain whenever she as much as moved her tongue. “It’s a Scold’s Bridle, although the Duke had it made a bit more … intense.”

You can say that …

Anna groaned. The steel studs hurt, and the metal frame encasing her head was tight and dug into her flesh. She was surprised to find that even this aroused her, despite the incredible discomfort she was feeling. She tried to convince herself that it was just the restraints turning her on, but a nagging voice in the back of her mind kept insisting that it was the prospect of being paraded and humiliated in front of hundreds of wedding guests that caused her underwear to moisten. She both dreaded the night to come and looked forward to it.

It was a glorious, sunny afternoon. Anna tried to adjust the shackles holding her wrists to ease the pressure on her neck and shoulders, but there was no relief to be had. The taste of iron dominated her mouth, and an unsightly strand of drool hung from the Scold’s Bridle, making her not much better than the two dogs she was standing next to.

Just another pet, she thought to herself as she watched the gilded carriage drive slowly down the long driveway to the mansion. A crowd of guests stood nearby, and they applauded the couple as they stepped out of the carriage and waved at them. Anna was close enough to catch a glimpse of Marie as she exited the carriage, and her beauty was undeniable in the white wedding dress. Marie was beaming with joy and pride, smiling at the guests, but she did not even look at Anna, who was standing off to the side next to Jack, who was holding the chain to her collar as well as the leashes of the Duke’s two favorite dogs. It seemed fitting, somehow.

“Come,” Jack said and tugged at the chain to Anna’s collar before he followed the newlyweds through the crowd of guests toward the garden.

The shame and humiliation were like a dense cloud descending on her mind as Anna walked after the Duke and Marie. The two dogs wagged their tails, delighted at the attention, but Anna recognized too many of the guests. She had known many since childhood, and the judgment and disgust in their eyes made her feel small and unwelcome.

As well as incredibly horny.

The sound of her chains joined in with the cello playing as they neared the garden. The two dogs were let loose, they were well-raised and knew how to behave, but no such freedom was offered to Anna. Instead, Jack locked her collar chain to a pole next to the space reserved for dancing. There she stood, the chain too short for her to sit, and watched as the guests fawned over the beautiful couple, congratulating them and wishing them long, happy lives. She could hear the speeches, the lavish words aimed at Marie’s beauty.

And she could see her sisters. She had not noticed them until now, but judging by how close they were sitting to some of the most notable guests, it seemed that the Dowager Duchess had kept her word and elevated Anna’s sisters after Anna’s enslavement.

The Duke held a magnificent speech. Anna knew that this was a marriage of convenience for him, but he knew how to work the crowd and play his part. He showered Marie with praise and compliments, but to Anna’s surprise, she was acknowledged in his speech as well.

Though not in the way she would have liked.

“My dear guests, I have talked your ears off for long enough,” the Duke said with a disarming smile. “This is a party! There will be plenty of food and drink for you all, and as you can see if you look over there, I have offered up a special treat. My slave, the beautiful Anna Stanton.”

Everyone turned their heads to stare at Anna, who suddenly wished she was back in the dungeon, far away from the stares and the whispers. She could see the hunger and desire in many of the men’s faces, but the women looked at her with expressions of disgust and contempt. Anna struggled to breathe, the collar felt tighter than before. The Scold’s Bridle had made a constant mess of her chin and upper chest, and the saliva had begun soaking through the thin fabric of the white gown, exposing the shape of her massive breasts to those around her.

“So far, this day has kept up all traditions and expectations for proper behavior and manners, but I know you all … I know what goes on behind closed doors and in dark basements of this country’s noble houses.” The Duke’s tone was still playful and warm, but a few nervous chuckles could be heard from the guests. “Tonight, I want you to be free of the shackles of decency! Drink from her magnificent udders, torture her young, firm body! Explore her, tease her … humiliate her. I only ask that you keep your own clothes on.”

Anna noticed that Marie was the only one not looking at Anna. The young bride clenched her jaw and stared at the ground while the Duke received roaring applause. Anna wondered if the Duke’s words were new to Marie, if she had any idea what kind of man she had married.

“Come, come,” the Duke said and raised his hands. “The music will play, and we will dance until morning!” He laughed and took a deep bow, prompting the musicians to begin playing the first song of the evening. The Duke offered his hand to Marie, who took it and followed him to the floor where they began to dance. The guests clapped along with the music, and the air was filled with laughter and conversation. It did not take long for the first of the guests to approach Anna, who was helpless to do anything about it. She recognized the aging couple as old friends of her parents, but their names eluded her. The gray-haired man needed a cane to walk, but his eyes shimmered with lust. He grabbed hold of one of Anna’s breasts.

“Look, darling,” he said and squeezed. “It’s so full of milk that it looks as if it might burst.” He chuckled and looked at his wife. “Why don’t you have a taste?”

Anna gasped as the old lady pulled the low neckline of Anna’s gown down to expose Anna’s nipples.

“Oh, how firm they are!” she giggled. “I miss having tits like those.” She leaned in and began sucking, her lips and tongue moving with surprising fervor.

Anna could feel her breasts reacting, and she moaned and whimpered as the familiar feeling of the milk being drained spread through her. She did not know why, but something about the humiliating position she was in made the milk flow even stronger than it usually did.

“Don’t hog her all to yourself, darling.” The husband squeezed Anna’s other breast, making milk squirt from her nipple, and he greedily latched on to the source, drinking deeply of Anna’s milk.

“Let us see what she hides under these garments,” the woman said with a grin, and before long, the couple was tearing dress, corset, and undergarments off Anna with remarkable strength. Anna’s naked body was soon on display for all to see.

The woman sighed. “Such a young, gorgeous body.” A jealous snarl appeared on her wrinkled lips. “My dear husband … make this trollop scream. For me.”

“Anything for you, my love,” the man said and raised his cane.

The next few hours were a blur. Guests took turns beating Anna with canes and whips. Her body was on fire, her skin raw and bruised, yet none of the pain was as intense as the throbbing ache between her legs. She was drenched, the moisture trickling down her trembling legs. Again and again, the guests drank from her while curious fingers explored every orifice available to them. Anna moaned and groaned, her body trembling with desire and shaking with pain, but the Duke stayed away, focused on his new wife. Anna stared achingly at him as he danced while her old neighbor fingered her, but she was soon distracted by a familiar voice.

“It looks like our dear sister has found her true calling,” Anna’s sister Marjorie said with a menacing grin as she approached Anna with their sister Beatrice.

Beatrice groaned. “Be nice, Marjorie. We’ve only received an invitation because of her.” Beatrice tried to smile at Anna, but she could not hide her disgust at seeing her sister naked, shackled, and abused like this. Both her breasts were currently being milked into expensive glasses while the neighbor rammed his entire hand inside her pussy, causing her to cry out and the studded plate in her mouth to pierce her tongue.

“Be nice? She brought this on herself.” Marjorie pushed the giggling nobleman aside who was milking Anna and twisted her sister’s nipple, causing milk to squirt onto the ground. Anna whimpered in response. “This is what she deserves, Beatrice. To be a slave cow.” Marjorie looked at the various whips and canes that Jack had laid out for the guests to use. “And now I get to punish her.”

“Marjorie, I …” Beatrice tried to stop her sister, but Marjorie was not listening. She picked up a small whip and cracked it against Anna’s bottom. “She deserves this. And she loves it.” Marjorie kept hitting Anna while Beatrice just stared. “Look at her cunt. It’s dripping.”

Beatrice did not answer, and Marjorie continued to beat her sister.

Marjorie was not wrong. Anna’s body reacted to the pain with desire and pleasure. The pain was nothing new to her, but the added humiliation and arousal of being naked and helpless in front of a large crowd of strangers and old acquaintances was something entirely different. She was beyond turned on, her pussy was dripping wet, and the ache was so intense that she would have given anything to have someone fuck her.

Anna groaned, and her legs almost buckled beneath her as the first orgasm exploded through her body a while later, after her sisters had left. She cried out in pain, but the guests continued to torment her. She was in a world of her own, unable to think, only able to feel the hands that groped her and the hungry lips on her breasts. Every touch sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine. Every strike of a cane or whip was accompanied by a sharp gasp of pain. It was almost like a dream.

No, not a dream, Anna thought to herself. This is my life now.

As the party neared the conclusion, Anna was a wreck. She had managed to collapse more than once, forcing one of the Duke’s staff to prop her up to keep her from hanging from her neck. Yet she was filled with a burst of energy when the Duke finally approached her with Marie and Jack in tow.

“We will be gone for a few weeks for our honeymoon,” the Duke said to Jack, gently stroking Marie’s hand. Her eyes flickered and her brow furrowed whenever she glanced at Anna, but Marie did not speak. “I want the slave to stay in the dungeons while we’re gone.”

“Of course, Your Grace,” Jack said.

The Duke smiled as he looked at Anna, visibly aroused by her misery. “You and the staff have done remarkable work setting all this up, Jack. I’m proud of you all and eternally grateful. Make sure to treat them all with a proper party while I’m gone, spare no expense.”

“It‘ll be my pleasure, Your Grace.” Jack smiled. “They’ve all worked very hard.”

“I know. And as an extra reward … I want you to offer them the cow. Chain her up properly and let them all have their way with her.”

What?

The Duke turned to leave but paused. “Just … make sure they spill their seed on her, not inside her - she may still need to serve a breeding function when we return.”

Anna watched them leave. In the haze of lust and exhaustion, she struggled to figure out how she felt about the Duke’s words. He was leaving her to be used and abused by the entire staff, yet saying he needed her for breeding filled her with hope. Hope that she would once again feel his massive power inside her.

If I have to fuck the entire staff to please him … I will.

The dungeon was cold and unpleasant, the cell cramped and damp. Anna lay on the stone floor, unable to find a position that did not cause a bruise or an aching joint to erupt into pain. The Scold’s Bridle had been removed, leaving her tongue swollen and hurting with every sip from the water bowl. It was a miserable existence, but the vivid, overwhelming memories from the wedding party kept her company during the lonely nights. Her pussy was raw, not from the guests’ rough treatment, but from her own furious masturbation. Her hands were shackled in front of her, leaving her free access to her naked body. She thought of their hands, their taunts, the lashes of the whip, and strikes of the cane. And him. Always him. Whenever she got close to orgasm, the Duke appeared in her mind, and she could almost feel him inside her.

In her fantasies, in her dreams, he was hers.

As he had promised the Duke, Jack arranged a lovely party for the countless staff members at the Ashington estate. The music was far more lively than it had been at the wedding, and maids and footmen danced without a care in the world. Anna enjoyed herself quite a bit as well from her spot in the corner, bent over a table with several chains holding her, her legs spread to allow the increasingly aroused men free access. Again and again, they entered her, pounding her pussy hard from behind, but Jack was there to make sure that no seed was spilled inside her, which had the side effect of leaving Anna covered in cum by night’s end. Her hair was a mess, her breasts ached, and her tongue was sore from being gagged with cock after cock.

It was exhausting, but at least it allowed her a little time out of the dungeon.

“The Duke will return in a few days,” she overheard one of the footmen say.

“I do hope he’s had a lovely honeymoon,” the maid he was talking to said. “The new Duchess seems very pleasant. Did you hear from Harold?”

Anna tried to focus on the conversation, but the drunk stable master’s large cock rammed into her asshole at that exact moment. She let out a surprised whelp and groaned as he pushed deeper and deeper inside her. She was still not used to anal, but by now, her body was conditioned to derive pleasure from pain and discomfort.

“… problems in the bedroom,” she heard the footman say. “Harold writes that Her Grace revealed as much to one of the maids traveling with them.”

The words landed in Anna’s mind and lingered for a bit, but she was once again distracted, this time by a cock in her mouth. She struggled against her chains if only to draw pleasure from the helplessness and aid her in achieving yet another loud orgasm.

***

A few days later, Anna finally got what she had ached for in the darkness of the miserable dungeon. She was awoken by the sound of keys in the steel-barred door’s lock, and her entire body trembled as she saw the Duke standing in the doorway, barely lit by the muted light of the oil lamp in his hand.

“Your Grace!” Anna said, unable to hide her joy. “You’re back! I’ve …”

He silenced her with a hard slap to the cheek. “Quiet! It seems my absence has caused you to forget some of your training. I’ll have to punish you for that …”

Anna wanted nothing more.

“Get up. No talking.”

The Duke unlocked Anna’s collar from the anchor point on the wall and grabbed her by the hair. His pace was so fast that she had to run to keep up, but the Duke did not seem to care. He was in a foul mood, and as he dragged her to the torture room at the end of the corridor, he remained silent. The only sound was his footsteps on the stone floor.

The Duke wasted no time as they entered the room. He pushed Anna to the floor and quickly attached the chains from the pulley in the ceiling to her wrist shackles. Anna was silent, and her breathing was shallow. She wanted this, she needed this, but the grim determination on the Duke’s face scared her.

With a jerk, he pulled on the chain, raising Anna’s arms above her head, forcing her to stand on the tip of her toes. The Duke was often slow and methodical, but not this time. Without hesitation, he grabbed a nine-tailed whip with knotted ends and began wailing on his naked slave. Anna screamed and moaned, the pain was intense, but as usual, it was mixed with a perverse pleasure that was as addictive as the most potent drug in the world. But she usually had the impression that the Duke enjoyed himself when he tortured her, yet she saw nothing but anger and frustration in his eyes as he continued to pummel her until her skin was cut open in several places. Her milk-filled udders got the worst of it, and she screamed as the milk poured from her with every strike.

After what felt like an eternity, he threw the whip to the floor and walked up to Anna, who was hanging from her wrists, barely conscious. He pulled his cock out and lifted one of her legs, opening her up to him. He was not gentle, and the sudden penetration was painful at first, too rough and forceful, but even in her broken state, Anna relished every thrust.

“Master …” she gasped. “Master … please, tell me … what is wrong?”

For a brief second, the Duke looked at her, and she saw the conflict in his eyes, the frustration and the pain. But it was gone in a second, and his thrusts only intensified. Before long, the Duke roared and came, and the feeling of his cum inside her made Anna climax as well. Her cries mixed with his, and she collapsed, unable to keep herself upright.

“Thank you, Master … thank you,” she whispered. She knew something was wrong. She wanted him to open up, she was willing to do anything to help him. “Let me serve you, please … let me …”

“Be quiet!” the Duke said and unchained her. He did not wait for her to get up, but grabbed the chain to her collar and dragged her down the corridor and back to her cell. There, he chained her to the wall and slammed the door shut without a word, leaving her lying on the floor, battered and bruised, with his cum seeping out of her pussy and onto the cold stone floor.

A few weeks passed. Anna was still kept in the dungeon. Every night, she wished the Duke would return, but it was a rare treat. Every time he visited her, it resulted in brief sessions of intense torture and violent sex, nothing like the intricate, drawn-out experiences she had been used to. But Anna was so deprived of attention and human contact in her cell that she loved every second of the Duke’s rough treatment. She found herself aching for him to enter her, and every drop of his cum was like a drug that kept her sane in the lonely, dark cell.

There were no windows in the cell, no way for Anna to know the time of day. The feedings were irregular, and Anna did not have much else to do but to wait for the Duke or milk herself into the bucket that the maid emptied twice a day. The boredom was beginning to drive her insane; she was used to being locked in a room for most of the day, but upstairs she had access to reading materials and could draw or write. In the dungeons, there was nothing.

Anna was in the middle of milking her strained, aching breasts when she heard footsteps. They were too light to be the Duke’s, and the maid had left less than an hour ago. To her surprise, Anna saw Marie standing outside the door to her cell. The girl who had once been Anna’s closest friend looked tired and frustrated, yet it could not diminish her beauty. Marie wore a green gown and had her hair in a thick, dark braid. She looked like a duchess, a woman to be respected and admired, yet her eyes were wet and flickered as they stared at Anna.

“Marie?” Anna let go of her breast and stood up. The sound of her chains made Marie wince and take half a step back. “I mean … Your Grace? What are you doing here?”

Marie did not answer at first. She clutched the oil lamp in her hand as her lips trembled. Her face was pale, and for a brief moment, she looked around her as if she was surprised to find herself in the dark dungeon.

“I … I had to … see you.” She grimaced. “I had to see the … whore who is ruining my marriage.”

“I don’t understand?” Anna took a step toward Marie, but the chain connecting her collar to the wall tightened and choked her. “I’ve been in this cell since the wedding, I don’t …”

“Shut up!” Marie began to cry. “Just … shut up! I thought I had finally stepped out of your shadow when you went and messed up your life, thought that my life was going to be perfect as the Duke’s wife … that I … that he would not need you anymore.” She fell to her knees and began sobbing. “I thought he would get rid of you. But every time we … try … to … he ends up getting frustrated and leaves to fuck YOU instead!”

“Your Grace …” Anna was desperate to comfort her old friend, but Marie just shook her head.

“I’m not good enough.” Marie sobbed and wiped her wet eyes with her hands. “I can’t … satisfy him, but he won’t get rid of you either. I don’t know what to do …”

Anna felt her heart beat faster. Part of her relished the fact that she had such an impact on the Duke, but despite everything, Marie was still the only person she had ever been able to call a friend. She smiled at the crying woman in front of her.

“He has … needs, Your Grace.” Anna adjusted her collar. “I suggest you indulge them.”

Marie wiped her eyes and looked up. “But … he’ll hurt me.”

“Yes. And worse.” Anna could feel her breath quicken at the thought of all the painful, wonderful things she had endured. “But it’ll make him harder than anything you can imagine. If you love him … you’ll have to love all of him.”

Marie’s lips still quivered as she contemplated Anna’s words. Then she got up and left without speaking.

The next day, Anna heard voices coming from the stairwell leading down to the cells. The Duke soon appeared, but Anna was surprised to see Marie with him. The girl was pale and looked terrified, but the Duke was smiling. He opened the door to Anna’s cell and unlocked her collar from the wall chain.

“Come with me,” he said and began walking towards the end of the corridor. Marie and Anna exchanged nervous glances for a moment before they followed. He brought them into the largest of the dungeon’s torture rooms before turning towards them.

“I want you both to listen carefully, now …” he said, his voice confident and commanding. He looked at them both in turn. “Marie is my wife. I do not own her. Anna is my slave. She belongs to me and has no say in what happens to her.” His eyes fixated on Marie. “Do you understand what you’re agreeing to? That when we’re down here, you’re no more than a slave, worth nothing more than your friend here?”

Marie swallowed before nodding. “Yes, Wil… Yes, Master.” The words seemed clumsy and hard for her to speak.

The Duke smiled. “Good.” He looked at Anna. “Tear her clothes off. Now.”

Anna obeyed and tore at Marie’s gown until it was in tatters on the floor. She could see the terror in Marie’s eyes, but the girl did not protest. She was wearing a beautiful corset underneath the dress, and the Duke could not wrestle his eyes away from Marie’s magnificent, firm breasts. She hugged herself, uncomfortable with the attention, but the Duke was not allowing it. He found a pair of heavy handcuffs and forced Marie’s arms behind her back before snapping them shut. Marie let out a surprised whimper as the cold steel closed around her wrists with a loud, metallic clank that echoed in the dark room.

The Duke took a step back. “This is already a huge improvement,” he said and stroked his cock as he watched Marie squirm in her restraints. “A helpless, obedient wife. Do you enjoy being restrained … slave?”

Marie winced. “No … I … I don’t know …” Her lips trembled as she fought to get out of the handcuffs, but Anna knew better than anyone that it was impossible.

“Maybe you need a little … tenderness before I begin hurting you,” the Duke said and nodded towards Anna. “Drink from her. Empty her udders, you whore.”

Anna was delighted. She had wanted to help the Duke and Marie, but she was not prepared for the wave of arousal that hit her when the Duke forced the two of them down on the floor. He pushed Marie’s head against Anna’s breast, her mouth right above her sensitive nipple, while his other hand grabbed hold of Anna’s collar. The position was uncomfortable and awkward, and Anna let out a moan of pain, but it was soon drowned out by the sounds of Marie sucking on her breast.

Anna was in heaven. She was being fed on, she was being dominated by the man she adored and her old friend was being forced to drink her milk. Her mind was on fire, and the ache between her legs was unbearable. She tried to rub her thighs together to create some friction, but the Duke slapped her cheek with an angry growl.

“No pleasure for you. Not yet,” he said. “You’re here to serve, remember?”

Anna nodded. She remembered.

“Tell her to suck harder,” the Duke commanded. “Order her to drink every drop.”

Anna was not sure how to react, but the Duke’s eyes were demanding obedience. “Suck harder, Marie. I know you can do it.”

Marie whimpered but obeyed. Her tongue circled the nipple and her lips closed tighter around the teat, making Anna gasp. A few seconds later, the Duke yanked Marie’s hair, pulling her off Anna’s breast. The suddenness of it caused Marie to stumble and fall to her side. The Duke did not care about that, his eyes were fixed on the white drops of Anna’s milk on Marie’s lips.

“Your first taste of submission, ‘Your Grace’ … what do you say?”

“Thank you, Master,” Marie whispered. She was visibly shaken by being treated like this. Anna knew that she was probably terrified and in shock. Anna remembered how she had felt when she had been shackled in the dungeon for the first time. She had never imagined that it could be the place where she would find happiness. The Duke had taught her that. And now, she was going to help him teach Marie.

The Duke unlocked Marie’s handcuffs and pulled her towards a wooden pillory in the corner. “I’ve always enjoyed this thing. It allows me to admire the lines of my slave’s body while exposing their holes to my use.” The Duke was smiling, his cock fully erect. He pushed her head and wrists into the open stocks before closing it, locking her in place. Marie’s eyes widened with terror, but Anna could not help but feel that her friend looked amazing like this.

“You stay there while I torture your friend,” the Duke told Marie and walked back towards Anna, his eyes fiery and determined. He forced Anna to her feet. “Remember the pear-shaped device I showed you the first time you came down here?”

“Y… yes,” Anna stuttered. Terror gripped her. “Please, Master, it’s …”

“It‘s time. Get on the floor in front of the other cunt.”

Anna’s legs trembled as she obeyed. The Duke locked her shackles to her ankle restraints and turned her around so her knees and head rested on the floor while her ass was pushed into the air. She was exposed. Helpless. And then she saw the Pear of Anguish again. The pear-shaped, metal device glistened in the light from the oil lamp, and she closed her eyes when she felt it press against the opening of her pussy. She was wet and dripping, but she was unable to relax as the device entered her. The metal was cold and unyielding, and the pain began immediately as the Duke turned the screw and the different segments of the pear began to expand.

Anna screamed and screamed, but the Duke did not stop turning the screw. Her pussy was tearing, she was sure of it, and the Duke forced Marie to look at Anna’s swollen, battered pussy. Anna had never felt pain like this before, yet she endured. She wanted to please him, wanted to show that she could take anything. When he finally stopped expanding the device, Anna was a sobbing mess. She had her side to Marie and could look up to see her friend’s expression of pure horror.

“God, this makes me hard,” the Duke said with a grin before getting behind Marie. “Now you’ll get what you’ve been wanting since our honeymoon, my slave-cunt wife.”

Marie cried out when the Duke penetrated her. His thrusts were hard and fast, the pillory squeaking and moaning under the pressure. Anna watched, saw the Duke’s cock thrust in and out of her friend’s pussy, saw her friend squirm and struggle against her restraints, and she could not deny the pleasure of it all.

Anna struggled to stay still, but the discomfort was too intense. She could not stop herself from moving, and with every twitch of her body, the metal device moved and tore at her pussy. She could feel something seep from it, but she did not know if it was blood or juices.

She just knew that … she loved it. Even this.

And she saw something change in Marie as well. The girl’s face was still contorted in pain and horror, but a flush of red began to creep up her cheeks, and her moans and groans of pain were replaced by whimpers and gasps. Her eyes were fixed on Anna’s destroyed pussy, and her mouth opened and closed as the Duke pounded her.

“Oh, God …” she whispered and arched her back.

This is her first time. The realization hit Anna like a runaway horse. She had been fucked so many times by now that fearing the first time seemed like a distant memory, but if the couple had not been able to consummate their marriage until now, Marie was losing her virginity while locked in a pillory.

The Duke roared and came, and the feeling of warm cum filling her cunt made Marie scream in pleasure. Her orgasm was intense and shook her entire body, and it did not stop even after the Duke pulled out and walked over to Anna, his cock still hard.

“I just need a … short break,” the Duke said, his cheeks flushed. He leaned down and unlocked Anna’s shackles from her ankle restraints so she could stand up. “I want you to cane her. Whip her. Show her how much pain a slave has to endure down here.” He smiled. “But the pear stays.”

Anna hesitated. “Master … she’s never … I mean, I’m not …” The words stuck in her throat.

The Duke slapped her. “Do it. Don’t question me.”

Anna nodded and took the cane that the Duke offered her. She had no experience whipping anyone. She was sore and her pussy screamed with every step, but she could not focus on that. Marie was still locked in the pillory, her hair disheveled, her eyes wet from tears, yet there was the hint of a smile at the edge of her mouth. She was not struggling, not trying to escape.

Anna raised the cane and brought it down on Marie’s ass. It was a weak strike. The cane barely hit Marie, and she barely reacted. The Duke scoffed. He had sat himself down in a nearby chair and was drinking wine while he gently stroked his cock.

“Really, slave?”

Anna winced and struck Marie again. This time the cane landed properly, and Marie screamed and struggled. Anna could see the mark it left behind on her pale, soft skin and was surprised at the excitement that filled her to accompany the intense pain every movement caused due to the massive device inside her pussy.

Anna struck her friend again and again, and every strike made the pain more bearable, every scream made Anna’s body tremble with pleasure. She had never seen herself as cruel or dominant, had never wanted to be in charge of anyone else’s pain, but now that she was forced into this position, she felt herself enjoying it more and more. Every movement hurt, and every strike of the cane made her want to drop to her knees and beg for mercy. But instead, she kept whipping Marie. She could hear the Duke’s breathing, heavy and excited.

Anna lost herself in the moment. Her body was on fire, the pain from her pussy mixed with the joy of pleasing the Duke. Soon, Marie’s ass was covered in marks and welts, and Anna was panting and dripping with sweat.

The Duke could not wait anymore.

“Marvellous!” he said and got up. He pulled Anna by her collar and bent her over a nearby bench before loosening the Pear of Anguish to allow it to exit Anna’s tortured pussy. He looked over at Marie, who was struggling to cope with the punishment she had just received. “You’ve tried the pain now, wife. The pleasure. This is the last part you’ll have to accept - I’ll still fuck this cunt from time to time. Do you understand?”

Marie nodded and sobbed. “Yes, Master. I understand.”

“Good. But trust me … she’ll have to endure far worse than you to deserve my cock.” With those words, he pushed the soaking wet pear inside Anna’s asshole. He did not bother to expand it, he just pushed as hard as he could, forcing the entire object inside her. Anna screamed as she felt it enter her, and the pain was intense. But she could take it, and she loved to take it, especially since she was rewarded with the Duke’s cock in her pussy. He grabbed her hair and began pounding her with all his might, the force of the thrusts making the entire bench shake. Anna loved every second of it, the rough treatment, his hard cock, the pain from the pear in her ass, and the torn, aching pussy.

Marie stared at them from the pillory. She was still crying, but her eyes were drawn to the Duke’s massive cock. The Duke noticed and grinned.

“Want another taste of that?” he asked as he pulled his cock out and approached Marie. Anna could see her friend’s mouth water at the thought of tasting their master again, and she opened her mouth to allow him to push his cock past her lips.

Anna watched as her friend sucked on the Duke’s magnificent cock. She could see Marie’s tongue swirl around the head, she could see the wetness seep from Marie’s pussy. She knew that Marie was enjoying this just as much as she was.

Suddenly, the Duke pulled his cock out of Marie’s mouth and turned to Anna. He rammed his cock into her pussy again and continued fucking her. Anna could feel his cock throb inside her as her pussy tightened around him. The pain was overwhelming, but she could feel a building orgasm as the Duke’s cock filled her. She tried to hold back, tried to resist the pleasure, but she could not control her body as she felt her pussy spasm around the Duke’s cock. Her screams of painful bliss echoed through the dungeon. The Duke was not far behind, and he roared as he exploded inside her, his hot cum filling her pussy. Anna’s body went limp, unable to move. The pain in her ass and pussy were too much to handle. She looked over at Marie, who was still locked in the pillory. There was a mix of fear, arousal, and curiosity in Marie’s eyes as the Duke pulled his cock out of Anna’s abused pussy.

“You know …” the Duke said, looking at his wife. “I think we can make this marriage work after all.”

***

After that day, the Duke and Duchess’ marriage changed. Anna was allowed out of her cell from time to time, even managing to sleep in her own room most nights, yet she remained the slave, remained chained and collared. But she heard the servants talk about a milder, happier Duke, and she saw that happiness reflected in Marie whenever the two met. The Duke treated Marie with respect and adoration when they walked through the gardens, sometimes with Anna behind them on a leash, but in the dungeons, Marie and Anna were almost equal. They endured pain, brutal torture, and dizzying highs, and it did not stop until nature forced the Duke to take a break from the cruelty.

“Do you miss it?” Anna asked. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to soak up the rays of the sun that she was often denied when locked up.

“A little. But I’m sure we’ll find ourselves in the dungeon soon after this is over,” Marie said and cuddled the bump on her belly, a bump that matched the one visible through Anna’s dress.

Anna shrugged. “No doubt. Unless the new slaves he’s brought in keeps filling the void.”

“My husband is insatiable. There’ll be plenty of cock for all of us.” Marie smiled. “I never said thank you, Anna.”

“For what?” The chain keeping her collar locked to the bench they were sitting on rattled as Anna turned her head.

“For helping me … deal with him. I don’t know how this marriage would’ve worked without you.”

“Trust me … I‘m more than happy to help, Your Grace,” Anna said. “I’m as much your property now as his, at least when we’re not in the dungeon.”

“Speaking of …” Marie turned toward Anna. “I’m a little thirsty … slave.”

THE END
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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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