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Chapter One

The heavy oak door at the top of the spiralling stone stairs groaned shut behind her, sealing the vast underground dungeon in silence broken only by the crackle of torchlight.

It was the year eighteen ninety, and Agatha descended the final steps with deliberate grace, her polished riding boots striking each stone with measured authority. At forty-five she carried herself like a woman who had never once been denied, her posture rigid, shoulders squared, chin lifted.

Blonde hair was pinned into a severe ponytail that gleamed like pale gold beneath the flickering flames. The tight leather of her riding habit clung to every curve: the high collar pressed against her throat, the bodice straining over her full breasts, the skirt cut to hug the swell of her hips and the generous roundness of her backside before tapering into tall boots.

She crossed the flagstone floor without hurry, crop tucked beneath one arm. In the center of the dungeon stood her custom St. Andrews cross, its dark oak beams reinforced with iron straps and rings. Secured spread-eagle upon it was a naked man, wrists and ankles buckled into thick leather cuffs, body stretched taut.

A man who not only consented to this, but begged for this.

A thick leather gag filled his mouth, straps buckled behind his head. Between his spread thighs hung his cock, trapped inside a heavy iron chastity cage whose cold iron pressed tight against his flesh.

Agatha stopped directly behind him. She let her gaze travel slowly over the lines of his back, the curve of his buttocks, the way his muscles trembled in anticipation. Without a word she raised the crop and brought it down sharply across his left ass cheek.

The leather cracked loudly in the stone chamber. The man jerked against his bonds, a muffled moan vibrating through the gag. A vivid red stripe bloomed across pale skin.

She watched the mark darken for a moment, then delivered a second strike just below the first, harder. Another moan, longer, more desperate, escaped around the gag. His caged cock twitched uselessly inside the iron, the metal clinking softly with each futile movement.

Agatha shifted her stance, boots planted wide, and struck again—three rapid lashes that painted parallel lines across his ass. Each impact made his body strain forward against the cross, wrists pulling at the cuffs, thighs quivering.

She stepped closer, the scent of well-oiled leather and faint perfume drifting from her as she leaned in. One gloved hand reached around to cup the heavy chastity cage, lifting it slightly so she could inspect how tightly the iron confined him.

Her fingers traced the cold metal, feeling the heat of trapped flesh. She gave the cage a firm squeeze, then released it to swing back between his legs. Another sharp crack of the crop landed across his ass, the sound echoing off the vaulted ceiling.

Agatha circled slowly to his front, crop tapping against her boot. Her large breasts rose and fell with each measured breath, the leather bodice creaking softly. She studied his face—flushed, eyes watering from the gag—then brought the crop up beneath his chin, forcing his head higher.

With her free hand she reached down once more, this time running a single fingertip along the length of the chastity cage, pressing against the sensitive skin where iron met flesh. The man whimpered, hips jerking forward involuntarily, but the cross and the cage allowed no relief.

She stepped back and walked behind before delivering a precise series of strikes across his ass, each one landing with calculated force. Red welts rose in neat rows. His moans grew louder, more broken, muffled by the thick gag.

Sweat glistened on his skin under the torchlight. Agatha paused only long enough to adjust her grip on the crop, then resumed, focusing lower, striking the fronts of his thighs in quick succession until his entire body shook with the effort of remaining upright.

When she finally lowered the crop, the only sounds were his ragged breathing through the nose and the faint clink of the iron cage as his trapped cock continued its hopeless twitching.

Agatha regarded him with cool satisfaction, one hand resting on her hip, the other still holding the crop loosely at her side. She took a single step forward, close enough that the leather of her skirt brushed his caged member, and spoke for the first time, her voice low, posh, and utterly commanding.

"We have only just begun."

Agatha set the crop aside on a nearby table and reached for the nine-tailed whip hanging from a hook on the wall. The leather strands were thick and supple, each one tipped with a small knot of cord.

She ran her gloved fingers along the tails, feeling their weight, then turned back to the mayor with a slow, knowing smile. Her cheeks held a faint flush, her breathing a touch quicker than before. Nothing stirred her blood like this—reducing a man who strutted through town as its leader into a quivering, obedient plaything.

She positioned herself behind him again, boots planted firmly. "Look at you," she said, her posh accent crisp and mocking. "The town mayor, so proud in his fine suits, barking orders at the council. And here you are, naked, gagged, your cock locked away for six long months. You begged me to lock you in this chastity cage, didn't you? Promised you'd be my good little pet. You consented to all of this so many times."

She drew the whip back and swung it forward. The nine tails cracked across both buttocks in a wide, stinging spread. The man jerked hard against the cross, a strangled sound escaping the gag. Red lines bloomed instantly across his skin.

Agatha smiled wider, her large breasts rising inside the tight leather bodice. She struck again, the tails wrapping slightly around his ass before snapping free. Another muffled cry. She kept her voice light, almost conversational as she continued.

"Everyone in town thinks you're such a strong alpha, don't they? They have no idea their fearless leader spends his nights stretched out and whipped by a woman. How does it feel, knowing I own every inch of you?"

She delivered three more lashes in quick succession, the leather tails painting fresh stripes lower on his cheeks and the tops of his thighs. His body trembled, hips twitching uselessly as the iron cage swung between his legs.

She paused only to retrieve a set of heavy iron ball weights from the table. Stepping close, she reached between his spread thighs and cupped his trapped balls. They were already swollen and sensitive from months of denial.

She attached the weights one by one, letting them hang and pull downward. The added weight made him groan louder into the gag. "There we are," she murmured, giving the weights a gentle tug that made his whole body tense. "Feel that stretch? That's what happens when you belong to me."

Agatha circled to his front, her smile turning sharper. She picked up a pair of heavy nipple clamps connected by a short chain and held them up for him to see. "These will keep you focused."

She pinched one of his nipples between gloved fingers, rolling it until it hardened, then attached the clamp. The man bucked against his bonds. She repeated the process on the other side, letting the chain hang between his chest.

The weights on his balls pulled with every movement, and the clamps bit into his flesh with each breath. "Perfect," she said, giving the chain a light flick that sent a jolt through both nipples. "Look at you now—whimpering like a bitch while the town thinks you're in charge."

She returned to his rear, nine tails in hand, and resumed the whipping with measured force. Each swing landed across his already marked ass, the tails spreading the impact and drawing fresh cries from behind the gag.

Sweat ran down his back. The chastity cage clinked softly as his cock strained inside it, utterly useless. Agatha’s eyes gleamed with arousal; her thighs pressed together beneath the leather as she watched him break further.

She struck harder, the sound echoing through the dungeon, her voice low and taunting between lashes. "Six months locked away and still you leak for me. Pathetic. My little alpha mayor, reduced to this."

She paused again to adjust the ball weights, letting them swing and tug while she ran a hand over the fresh welts on his ass. Then she resumed, the nine tails hissing through the air once more, each impact making his body jolt forward against the cross. The mayor’s muffled moans grew louder, more desperate, his submission complete under her control. He was addicted to her dominance. He consented to all of this.

Later that night, Agatha secured the mayor in one of the cold stone cells. She bound his wrists and ankles together behind his back in a strict hogtie, the leather straps biting into his flesh.

His nipples remained clamped, the chain dangling between them. She left the gag in place, then locked the iron door with a heavy key before turning away without another word.

They had discussed this beforehand, and he begged her to put him to bed like this. Everything was consensual.

Agatha climbed the narrow stairs and stepped out into the night air. The garden stretched before her, manicured hedges and stone paths bathed in silver light.

She walked slowly along the gravel, her leather riding boots crunching softly. The full moon hung large and bright above the manor, casting long shadows across the lawn.

She stopped near a marble fountain and tilted her head back, gazing at the glowing orb. A satisfied smile curved her lips. Her large breasts rose and fell with each breath inside the tight leather bodice. The night breeze cooled the faint flush on her cheeks, yet heat still pulsed between her thighs from the evening’s work.

"One thousand," she said aloud, her posh voice carrying softly into the darkness. "I will not rest until one thousand men have submitted to me in my domain. Each one stripped of his pride, his cock caged, his body marked by my crop. Strong men, weak men, leaders and labourers alike—they will all kneel for me eventually."

She ran a gloved hand down her own curvaceous hip, feeling the smooth leather. The thought of filling the cells beneath her manor sent a fresh thrill through her.

She imagined rows of naked, gagged figures stretched on crosses and benches, all of them reduced to obedient playthings just like the mayor.

Her smile widened as she whispered to the full moon, “I will not rest until one thousand men have fully consented and submitted to my dominance."


Chapter Two

It was the twenty-first of April, twenty twenty-six. Twenty-five-year-old Nathan eased his car to a halt on the gravel outside the old manor. Months of staring at grainy videos and faded photographs had finally given way to this moment.

He had liquidated every asset he owned to buy the place, every last penny sunk into the dream of bringing the crumbling manor back to life.

He stopped the engine and stepped out into the cool evening air. The iron keychain weighed heavy in his palm as he walked up the long drive, boots crunching on loose stones.

Selecting the longest old-fashioned key from the old ring, he slid it into the lock. The mechanism resisted, then gave with a gritty scrape. The heavy oak door swung inward on protesting hinges.

A smile broke across Nathan’s thin face. Excitement surged through him as he crossed the threshold. He had been informed by the estate agent that the previous owner, a woman named Agatha, had died over a hundred years earlier.

Since then the house had stood empty, its walls slowly surrendering to time, its hidden rooms sealed away. Nathan had no idea what lay below the floorboards or what vow had once been whispered beneath the full moon in the manor gardens by Agatha.

As Nathan stepped through the heavy front doors of the old manor, the scent of aged wood and forgotten time wrapped around him like a cloak.

Dust motes danced in shafts of afternoon light that filtered through cracked windows, and delicate cobwebs clung to every corner and chandelier. The place felt alive with history, every polished banister and faded rug whispering secrets from decades past.

He moved slowly through the grand entrance, boots echoing on the floor. The first room he entered was a sitting area lined with velvet chairs and tall bookshelves. Above the mantel hung a large oil painting of Agatha.

She stood tall and commanding, her long blonde hair cascading over one shoulder, her body wrapped in tight black leather riding gear that hugged every curve. The bodice strained against her full breasts, and the leather trousers clung to her wide hips and round ass.

One hand rested on her hip while the other gripped a riding crop, its tip resting against her polished boot.

Nathan paused, staring up at the portrait. His pulse quickened. She looked exactly as the real estate photos had hinted—older, sexy, powerful. The way she held herself, chin lifted, eyes sharp, made his cock twitch inside his jeans.

He imagined those full lips parting to give orders, that curvy body pressing close while she decided exactly what he deserved.

A quiet laugh escaped him. He glanced around the empty room, then whispered, "Damn… you are one sexy cougar."

He moved on, the floorboards creaking underfoot. The next room opened into a long gallery lined with more portraits.

Each one showed Agatha in a similar striking leather outfit, crop always present, a collar and leash in hand. In one she stood with a gloved hand on her hip, the leash swinging from her fingers. In another the crop rested across her shoulder while she looked directly at the viewer, lips curved in a knowing smile.

Nathan felt heat rising in his face. Every painting seemed to stare back at him, her dominant presence filling the space. He adjusted himself discreetly, the growing hardness in his pants impossible to ignore. The thought of that older woman snapping the collar around his throat and leading him on the leash sent a fresh rush of blood south.

He stepped into the largest room yet, a formal parlor with high ceilings and heavy drapes. Sunlight caught on the dust that coated every surface. Above the massive stone fireplace hung the biggest portrait yet.

Agatha filled the frame, her blonde hair gleaming, leather riding gear shining. She held the collar and leash in one hand, the crop tucked beneath her arm. Her full lips curved into a smile that looked almost knowing, as if she had heard his whispered comment from the previous room.

Nathan stood frozen, staring up at her painted face. His cock throbbed harder now, pressing against his zipper. The image of her sliding that collar around his neck, clipping the leash, and giving it a firm tug made his breath catch. He swallowed, the dusty air suddenly feeling warmer.

"Damn," he muttered under his breath, a small smile tugging at his own mouth. The manor felt less empty with her gaze following him from every wall.

Nathan moved deeper into the manor, the floorboards groaning beneath his boots as he pushed open a pair of tall double doors. The large dining room stretched before him, a long table covered in a thick layer of dust, chairs pushed back as if a feast had ended and everyone simply vanished.

Sunlight slanted through tall windows, catching on cobwebs strung between the crystal chandelier and the heavy curtains. Above the sideboard hung another portrait of Agatha.

She stood with one hand on her hip, the other resting the riding crop across her shoulder. Her tight black leather riding pants hugged her thick thighs and full, round ass, while the fitted leather top strained over her heavy breasts.

Nathan’s eyes locked on those curves, his cock swelling harder in his jeans. He reached down and adjusted himself, moving his shaft to a more comfortable position.

He crossed the room slowly, boots stirring up dust. In the far corner sat a wooden box half-hidden under cobwebs. He brushed the strands aside and lifted the lid. Inside lay several long canes and a pair of riding crops, their leather handles cracked with age.

Nathan frowned, wondering why every room seemed to hold the same strange collection. He closed the box and turned back to the painting. Her painted eyes seemed to follow him.

He left the dining room and entered a smaller ballroom. Mirrors lined one wall, their silvering spotted and dull. A grand piano stood in one corner, its keys yellowed. Above the double doors hung another portrait.

Agatha wore another leather outfit, boots polished to a high shine, trousers moulded to her curvy hips, top laced tight beneath her breasts. Nathan’s hand went to his crotch again, adjusting the hard length as he studied the way the leather clung to her body. He muttered under his breath, “I bet you wore the pants in all your relationships.”

A dusty box sat beneath a side table. He flipped it open with his foot. More canes and crops rested inside, neatly arranged. He picked one up, running his fingers along the smooth wood, then looked back at the painting.

For a moment he could have sworn her lips had curved into a faint smile that hadn’t been there seconds earlier.

Nathan set the cane down and moved on to the grand kitchen. Copper pots hung from hooks above a massive iron range. A long wooden table dominated the center of the room. Above the hearth hung another painting.

Agatha stood with legs slightly apart, leather trousers tucked into tall boots, crop tucked beneath one arm, collar and leash dangling from her fingers. Nathan’s cock throbbed visibly against his fly. He pressed his palm against it, rubbing slowly while his eyes traced the swell of her breasts and the roundness of her ass.

Another cobweb-covered box sat in the corner near the pantry door. He opened it and found the same assortment of canes and crops inside. He shook his head, still puzzled why the previous owner had kept such items in every single room.

He turned back to the painting, cane still in hand. Her expression looked different again—lips parted just slightly, eyes sharper, as if she were watching him touch himself while he explored her house. Nathan swallowed, the air in the kitchen suddenly feeling warmer despite the dust.

It was time for him to spend his first night here.


Chapter Three

Nathan turned away from the kitchen and headed back through the echoing halls, boots thudding on the worn floorboards. He pushed open the heavy front door and stepped into the late afternoon light, crossing the gravel drive to his car.

The trunk popped open with a click. He hauled out two large suitcases, their wheels crunching over the stones as he dragged them back inside. The manor felt even quieter now that he had officially moved in.

Back in the entrance hall he set the cases down for a moment, then gripped the handles again and started up the grand staircase. The steps creaked under his weight. Along the wall hung more portraits of Agatha, each one larger than the last.

In the first she stood with legs planted wide, leather trousers stretched tight over her thick thighs and round ass, the black top laced so snugly her heavy breasts strained against the material.

One hand rested on her hip, the other gripped a riding crop. Her eyes seemed to follow him as he climbed. Nathan’s cock twitched in his jeans.

Higher up the stairs another painting showed her in the same strict riding outfit, but now she held a thick leather collar and leash in her hands. Her full lips looked slightly parted, as if she were about to give an order.

Nathan’s fingers tightened around his suitcase handles. The next portrait depicted her with one eyebrow arched, holding what looked like a horse harness and bit. The leather straps dangled from her fingers while her gaze bored straight into him. Nathan muttered, “Fuck, you really do look like you enjoy control,”.

At the top of the stairs he set the suitcases down with a soft thud. More paintings lined the upper hallway. One had her in tall boots and tight trousers atop a black horse.

Nathan’s eyes kept drifting back to her tits and ass in every image, the way the leather outlined every curve.

He started opening doors. The first revealed a small bedroom with a single bed and faded curtains. The next was a bathroom, clawfoot tub covered in dust.

Then a narrow storage closet stacked with old linens. Finally he pushed open a pair of tall double doors and stepped into the grand master bedroom.

Sunlight poured through tall windows draped in heavy velvet. A massive four-poster bed dominated the center, its dark wood carved with intricate patterns. Thick rugs covered the floor.

On the walls hung several large paintings of Agatha in even more commanding poses.

The first canvas showed Agatha standing deep in a torch-lit stone dungeon. She wore a full body tight black leather outfit, the bodice laced so snugly that her large breasts strained forward. Her arms were folded beneath them, pushing the heavy mounds higher. One eyebrow arched, her full lips curved in a knowing half-smile.

The next painting placed her even closer to the viewer. She stood with legs planted wide, boots planted on the dungeon flagstones, arms still crossed under her breasts so the tops swelled dramatically. The crop now dangled from one hand while the other held a set of shackles, the chains swinging as if she were daring the viewer to protest.

Her expression remained stern, hungry, the torchlight painting highlights across her blonde hair and the glossy leather.

The air felt thicker here, charged with the same strange energy he had felt downstairs. He swallowed, eyes locked on the dungeon portrait, wondering why every room seemed to echo with her presence.

Nathan left the master bedroom behind and made his way back down the grand staircase. The house felt even larger in the fading light, every creak of the floorboards echoing through empty rooms.

He wandered until he found the library on the ground floor, a cavernous space lined with dark wooden shelves and dominated by a massive stone fireplace. Heavy curtains blocked most of the remaining daylight, leaving the room in deep shadow.

He knelt at the hearth, arranged kindling and logs from the nearby basket, and struck a match. Flames caught quickly, crackling and spreading warmth that pushed back the chill.

Nathan settled into a deep leather armchair pulled close to the fire, the orange glow flickering across the spines of old books and the dust that coated every surface.

A black leather-bound album rested on the side table. He opened it across his lap and began turning the thick pages. The photographs were black and white, crisp and formal, yet every image centered on Agatha.

In one she stood in a stone courtyard wearing her familiar tight leather riding outfit, two large dogs sitting obediently at her feet.

Another showed her mounted on a powerful horse, crop raised, reins gripped firmly in one gloved hand, her posture straight and commanding as the animal stood perfectly still beneath her.

Further pages revealed her at the long dining table, a male butler in formal attire placing a plate before her while she sat with one leg crossed over the other, leather trousers gleaming.

Outside in bright sunlight, another photo captured her reclining in a garden chair, a different butler pouring wine into her glass while a third held a large umbrella to shade her face. She looked completely at ease, surrounded by attentive male staff who waited on her every movement.

Nathan’s cock stirred once, half-hard against the denim as he studied the way she filled every frame with effortless authority.

He continued flipping slowly, absorbing the details of her outfits, the way her breasts strained the leather bodice in several shots, how her curvy hips and ass were accentuated by the tight trousers. The photos made it clear she had kept a full staff of men around the manor, all seemingly eager to serve.

As he turned each page, a small detail caught his eye. In nearly every photograph, Agatha wore or carried a tiny key on a delicate chain. It rested against her collarbone in one image, dangled from her wrist in another, and circled her ankle like a bracelet in a third.

Nathan paused briefly, wondering what the key might unlock, but the thought slipped away as he moved on to the next picture.

The warmth from the fire and the quiet crackle of burning wood made his eyelids heavy. Nathan’s head tilted back against the chair as the album slipped slightly in his hands. Within minutes his breathing deepened and he drifted into sleep, the open pages still resting across his thighs while the flames danced in the grand fireplace.

Nathan jolted upright in the armchair, heart hammering once before settling into a slow, groggy rhythm.

The fire had burned low, casting long flickering shadows across the library walls. He blinked hard, trying to clear the fog from his head, and noticed the black album had slipped from his lap and lay open on the rug at his feet.

Still half-asleep, he pushed himself up, rubbed both palms over his face, and bent over to retrieve the fallen book. A sharp, stinging crack landed across his left ass cheek. The impact was crisp and unmistakable, as if a whip had struck him straight through his jeans.

Nathan jerked upright with a startled grunt, spinning around to scan the empty room. Nothing moved. No one stood behind him. Only the quiet pop of embers in the hearth and the heavy silence of the old house.

He stood there swaying slightly, brain still thick with sleep. Has that really happened? The sensation lingered, a hot stripe across his flesh, but everything looked perfectly ordinary.

His gaze drifted upward to the large painting of Agatha above the mantel. She stood in her usual leather outfit, but now her lips curved in a faint, knowing smirk. Nathan frowned, trying to recall the image from earlier. He was almost certain she hadn’t been smirking before.

Must have imagined it. He was exhausted. Shaking his head, he tucked the album under one arm and climbed the grand staircase on heavy legs. In the master bedroom he stripped down to his briefs, then paused in front of the tall mirror.

Turning slightly, he examined his left cheek. A faint red outline of a riding crop’s length stood out against his skin, clear as day. Nathan stared at it for a long moment, too tired to make sense of what he was seeing.

He climbed into the four-poster bed, pulled the covers up, and let sleep pull him under once more, the mystery of the crop mark on his ass forgotten until tomorrow.


Chapter Four

As Nathan drifted into a deep sleep in the four-poster bed before he started dreaming.

He was naked, skin prickling in the cool air of a vast torch-lit hall. Leather creaked behind him. Agatha stood tall in gleaming black leathers, her full breasts straining the tight bodice, long blonde hair spilling over one shoulder. A heavy riding crop rested in her gloved hand.

Around his neck sat a thick leather collar connected to a short leash she held. He knelt on all fours at her side, cock already half-hard from the sheer presence of her.

"Sit," she commanded, voice low and crisp.

The crop snapped across his left ass cheek with a sharp crack. Nathan dropped his hips instantly, sitting back on his heels like an obedient dog, knees spread, palms flat on the floor. The sting bloomed hot across his skin. Agatha’s lips curved in approval.

"Good boy," she purred, and the words flooded him with warm, glowing pride. His cock twitched visibly between his thighs. She gave the leash a gentle tug, and he crawled forward at her heel, the crop tapping lightly against his ass with every step.

The dream shifted.

He was bent over the edge of the massive four-poster bed, wrists locked in heavy leather behind his back. His bare ass was raised, legs spread. Agatha circled behind him, crop tapping her boot. She traced the leather tip slowly down the cleft of his ass, then lifted it.

"Do you consent to this?" she asked, tone calm and absolute.

"Yes," he gasped, voice hoarse with need. "Yes, Mistress, please—"

The crop cracked down hard across both cheeks. Nathan cried out, hips jerking forward, but the chains held him in place.

"Please what?" she asked, already raising the crop again.

"Please keep going," he begged, the words tumbling out. "I just want to please you. I’ll take anything. I want to be good for you. Please, Mistress—"

Another sharp strike landed, then another, each one leaving a burning stripe. He moaned into the mattress, cock leaking against the sheets, every lash sending fresh waves of submission and aching pleasure through him. Agatha’s gloved hand rested briefly on the small of his back, steadying him.

"That’s it," she murmured. "Such a good, eager boy."

The dream deepened, the sting of the crop blending with the warmth of her praise until the line between pain and bliss blurred completely. Nathan floated in that perfect, glowing haze, naked, collared, and utterly hers.

Nathan’s sleep deepened, the manor’s heavy silence pressing around him like a living thing.

He knelt naked on the cold flagstones of the dungeon, wrists locked together behind his back in thick iron shackles, ankles chained close enough that every shift forced him to balance on his knees.

A heavy iron collar circled his throat, the attached leash pulled taut in Agatha’s gloved fist. She stood over him in the same gleaming black riding leathers, tall boots planted wide, crop tucked beneath one arm. Her full breasts strained the tight bodice, blonde hair pinned severely back, expression cool and hungry.

“Lower,” she ordered.

Nathan bent forward until his lips brushed the polished leather of her left boot. He kissed it once, then again, tongue tracing the seam along the instep. Agatha gave the leash a short tug, forcing his face harder against the boot.

“Look at you,” she said, voice crisp and mocking. “Bought this house thinking you were its master. Now you’re on your knees, collared and chained, licking my boots like the pathetic little pet you are.”

He moaned against the leather, the sound raw with need. His cock hung heavy and leaking between his spread thighs, untouched and aching.

Agatha pressed the toe of her boot against his mouth. “Open.”

He parted his lips and sucked the tip inside, tongue working over the smooth surface while she watched with a faint, satisfied smile.

She pulled the boot away and lifted his chin with the crop, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Do you want to serve me, Nathan?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped immediately, voice hoarse. “Please. I want to serve you. I’ll do anything—anything you want. I consent to all of it. Use me. Own me. I just want to please you.”

Her gloved hand stroked his cheek almost tenderly before she slapped him lightly, the sting making his cock twitch. “Such an eager little slut. Beg properly.”

“Please, Mistress,” he begged, pressing desperate kisses along the top of her boot. “Let me worship you. Let me take whatever you give me. I need it. I need to be yours. I consent to everything—punishment, denial, whatever you decide. Just let me serve you. Please give me more.”

Agatha laughed softly, a low, pleased sound. She tugged the leash again, making the iron collar bite into his throat. “Good. Then keep licking while I decide how many stripes your ass earns tonight.”

Nathan obeyed at once, tongue dragging wetly over the leather, hips shifting helplessly as fresh arousal throbbed through him. The dream held him there, collared, chained, and utterly willing, every word of consent and every desperate plea feeding the glowing heat of submission that filled his chest.

Nathan’s dream shifted again, the dungeon dissolving away before he appeared in the master bedroom. He lay naked on a massive four-poster bed, arms and legs spread wide and secured by heavy iron shackles bolted to the posts. The thick collar remained around his throat, the leash dangling loose across the mattress.

Agatha stood beside the bed in her tight black leather riding outfit, boots gleaming, crop tucked under one arm. In her gloved hands she held an intricate iron device—an iron ring and a smooth iron tube.

"This," she said, turning the contraption so he could see every detail, "is a chastity cage. Once locked, it will trap your cock and balls completely. You will feel every twitch, every throb, but you will not be able to get hard or orgasm without my permission. I will hold the only key."

She stepped closer, letting the cold metal rest against his inner thigh. "I will only put it on you if you give full consent. Say it clearly, Nathan."

He strained against the shackles, cock already half-hard and leaking onto his stomach. "Yes, Mistress. I consent. I want you to lock it on me. I want you to control my orgasms completely. Please, lock my cock and balls in that cage. I beg you."

Agatha smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her full lips. She cupped his balls in one gloved hand, rolling them gently before sliding the first cold ring behind them.

"Good boy," she murmured. She lifted his swelling shaft and guided the smooth metal tube over it, sliding it down until the head of his cock pressed against the top. The tube slotted into the ring with a decisive click. She produced a small padlock, threaded it through the aligned holes, and snapped it shut.

The key gleamed in the torchlight as she lifted it on its chain and fastened it around her own neck. It settled between her large breasts, exactly like the keys he had seen in every painting throughout the manor.

Nathan stared at it, recognition hitting him even in the dream. "That’s the same key from the photo album…"

"Of course it is," Agatha said, giving the locked cage a light tap with her hand. The impact sent a jolt through the trapped flesh. "Now you belong to me in every way. No release unless I allow it."

He tugged uselessly at the shackles, the cage already making his cock throb and strain against its prison. The sight of the key resting on her chest only deepened his helpless arousal. Agatha leaned down, gloved fingers tracing his jaw.

Nathan’s dream flowed onward without pause.

"If you truly want this to be more than a dream," she said, voice low and velvet-rough, "then tomorrow you will climb to the attic. There you will find a small chest. Inside waits the very chastity cage you are locked in. Open the chest. Lock on the cage. Only then will this dream become real."

The dream shifted to the attic where a small wooden chest appeared in the attic rafters of the manor. The chastity cage rested inside on faded velvet. The lid creaked shut. The dream faded.

Nathan’s eyes opened to morning light slanting across the master bedroom. His cock stood rigid, throbbing from the long series of dreams of Agatha. He rubbed his face, sat up, and swung his legs off the bed.

In the tall mirror he saw himself fully erect, skin flushed. Turning sideways, he spotted a vivid red line across his left ass cheek—exactly where he thought a crop had landed in the library last night even though he had been alone there.

Nathan paused in the master bedroom after pulling on his clothes, his fingers lingering on the buttons as he stared at his reflection.

The dreams from last night clung to him like a second skin—more intense and visceral than anything he had ever experienced, filled with the commanding presence of Agatha and sensations that blurred the line between sleep and waking.

He could almost feel the phantom weight of the chastity cage and the sting of the crop, leaving him both unsettled and strangely exhilarated.

Nathan lingered in the master bedroom, his jeans now snug around his hips and shirt buttoned halfway.

He had never heard of a chastity cage before, or at least he thought he hadn't, yet he had dreamed of one, the iron weight and click of the lock felt etched into his memory. Maybe the term had slipped past him once in some forgotten conversation, never registering until now.

His thoughts tumbled faster. The red mark on his left ass cheek burned, impossible to explain.

He had been alone in the library, the fire dying, no one else present, yet the sting remained exactly where the crop had landed when he bent over to pick up the photo album.

The whole night had felt sharper than any dream should, every sensation alive and immediate. He shifted his weight, the mark on his ass throbbing again, and the questions piled higher.

He had one goal today. Explore the attic.


Chapter Five

Nathan left the master bedroom with the red mark still present on his ass cheek. He descended the grand staircase, shoes echoing on worn wood, and made his way to the kitchen.

Sunlight filtered through dusty windows, illuminating the large paintings of Agatha that lined the walls. He poured cereal into a bowl, sat at the long wooden table, and began to eat.

His eyes kept drifting to the nearest painting. Agatha stood tall in tight black leather riding trousers and a fitted bodice that pushed her heavy breasts upward. One gloved hand rested on her hip, the other held a riding crop at her side.

Her full lips curved in a knowing smirk, her blonde hair swept back, her posture radiating authority. Nathan’s cock thickened instantly inside his jeans. The memory of the dream crashed over him—Agatha locking the iron chastity cage around his cock and balls, the click of the lock, the key sliding onto the chain around her neck.

His shaft throbbed harder. He had never registered the term before, yet the dream had felt completely real, the weight and restriction burned into his mind.

He shifted on the chair, the crop mark on his left ass cheek flaring with fresh heat. Alone in the library, trousers intact, yet the sting remained exactly where the leather had struck. How had it passed through fabric? How had the sensation felt so sharp and immediate? His thoughts raced while his erection strained against denim.

Nathan spooned another bite of cereal, but his gaze stayed locked on her painted form. The leather hugged her curvy hips and full ass.

Her large breasts are perfectly captured in the paintings. His cock pulsed again at the recollection of kneeling before her, wrists and ankles shackled, begging for her control. He had consented eagerly in the dream, happy to surrender every orgasm to the woman who now owned his thoughts.

The small key on a chain appeared in every photo in the album he had seen, and now he understood its meaning. It belonged around her neck, controlling the cage that held someone.

He finished the bowl, the ache in his groin growing stronger with each glance at the paintings. Obsession settled deeper. Agatha’s strict, confident voice echoed in his head, every syllable elegant and unyielding.

He could almost feel her crop tapping his thigh, her gloved fingers tracing the locked metal. The mark on his ass continued to throb, a physical reminder that the dreams had crossed into reality. Nathan stood, adjusted his stiff cock discreetly, and turned toward the stairs that led to the attic.

Each step upward brought another canvas into view, and every one of them now showed the small silver key resting against her skin.

In one of the portraits she stood in the ballroom wearing tight black leather trousers and a cropped jacket. The key hung from a delicate chain between her heavy breasts, catching the light exactly where it had not been the night before.

Nathan stopped, cock throbbing harder. He could have sworn the chain had been absent when he first saw that painting. He moved to the next painting. Agatha posed in the dining room, arms crossed beneath her breasts, pushing them upward, the same key dangling from her wrist on a shorter chain.

His shaft pulsed again, the memory of the dream locking the chastity cage around him flashing through his mind.

He climbed higher, scanning every frame. In the library portrait the key rested at her ankle, glinting against her riding boot. In the kitchen scene it lay against her throat, nestled in the hollow between her collarbones.

The metal looked identical to the one he had seen in his dream, the one she had slipped onto the chain after snapping the cage shut. Nathan’s breath grew shallow. His erection strained against denim as he turned in a slow circle, confirming the key now appeared in every single image.

He reached the upstairs hallway and searched the ceilings. Dust motes drifted in shafts of light. Near the end of the corridor he spotted a small storeroom door standing ajar. Inside, among stacked crates and faded linens, a thin cord hung from a square panel in the ceiling.

Nathan stepped closer. The cord looked frayed and stiff with age. He gave it a firm tug. Nothing moved. He yanked harder, muscles flexing, and felt a slight give. After several more pulls the panel shifted downward an inch, revealing a narrow gap.

He dragged a sturdy wooden chair beneath the opening and climbed onto it. Standing on tiptoe, he gripped the cord with both hands and pulled steadily. Wood groaned. The panel dropped further, and a set of folding attic stairs began to unfold.

The hinges creaked loudly in the quiet house. Nathan stepped off the chair and guided the stairs the rest of the way down until the bottom step rested on the hallway floor.

The wooden treads looked old and narrow, but he tested the first one with his boot. It held his weight. He climbed, each step protesting under his weight, until his head rose into the dim attic space. Cool air brushed his face.

The attic stretched long and low, filled with sheet-covered furniture, stacked trunks, and thick layers of dust. Sunlight filtered through a single grimy skylight, casting pale beams across the wooden beams.

Nathan pulled himself fully inside and stood, brushing cobwebs from his shoulders. The air smelled of old wood and forgotten years. He took a careful step forward, the floorboards creaking beneath him.

At first glance it looked like any forgotten storage space—old chairs, a warped table, a tall wardrobe leaning slightly to one side. Then his gaze landed on the bench.

It sat in the center of the open space, plain oak but unmistakably modified. Thick leather cuffs were bolted to each corner, two at the front, two at the back, positioned exactly where wrists and ankles would be forced apart.

The wood was worn smooth in the middle, as if countless bodies had pressed against it. Nathan’s cock gave a hard twitch inside his jeans. He stepped closer, running his fingers over one cuff. The leather was cracked but still strong, the buckles of heavy iron.

His thoughts spun. Those crops and canes he had found downstairs—maybe they had never been meant for horses and animals at all. The paintings flashed behind his eyes, the key on Agatha’s necklace, the dream of the chastity cage snapping shut. This bench looked built for one purpose only: to hold a man helpless while someone used him.

He turned slowly. Against the far wall sat several wooden crates, lids half-rotted. He pried one open. Inside lay coils of rusty iron shackles, cuffs linked by thick chains, the metal pitted and dark.

Another crate held a heavy ball and chain, the iron sphere the size of a cannonball, its surface scarred. Nathan lifted the ball; it weighed more than he expected, dragging his arm down. A faint scent of oil and leather rose from the crate.

He set the ball down and wiped his palms on his thighs, erection now fully stiff and pressing against his zipper. The attic suddenly felt smaller, the air thicker.

Every object pointed to the same conclusion: Agatha had not simply ridden horses. She had kept men here, bound and controlled, exactly as the dreams had shown him.

Nathan moved deeper, boots scuffing through dust. His gaze kept returning to the bench, imagining his own wrists and ankles locked into those cuffs, body stretched and exposed. The thought made his balls tighten.

Nathan pushed past a stack of sheet-covered chairs and his breath caught. Leaning against the rafters were three more canvases, thick with dust but unmistakable once he wiped a sleeve across the first.

Agatha filled the frame in glossy black leather that hugged every curve—high boots, tight trousers, a cropped jacket that barely contained her heavy breasts. At her feet knelt four naked men, heads bowed low, wrists bound behind their backs.

One painting showed her crop resting across the nearest man’s shoulders; another had the small iron key dangling from the chain between her breasts, catching the light.

The third depicted her smiling down at the kneeling figures, one hand gripping the key, the other holding the crop ready. These were far too explicit to have hung anywhere downstairs.

His cock surged hard against his jeans, the zipper biting into the swollen head. He reached down and squeezed himself once, hips twitching. Full erection now, no hiding it. The attic felt hotter, the air thicker with every new discovery.

He turned away from the paintings and stepped deeper, boots scuffing through decades of dust. Sunlight from the skylight caught on something metallic ahead. Nathan froze.

There on the floorboards, exactly as he had seen it in the dream, sat the small wooden chest. The same dark grain, the same tarnished brass latch, the same faint scratch along the lid. A shocked gasp tore out of him.

"What the hell…"

His mind spun. Had he glimpsed it in one of the real-estate photos? Had it been tucked into the background of a painting he hadn’t fully registered? How could he have dreamed about an attic he had never entered?

The questions piled up, each one making his pulse hammer harder. He took two slow steps closer, erection throbbing with every beat of his heart. The chest waited, lid closed, exactly where the dream had placed it.

Nathan dropped to his knees in the dust, the old floorboards creaking under his weight. His hands trembled as he reached for the small wooden chest. The brass latch resisted for a moment, then gave with a dry, metallic creak. He lifted the lid slowly.

Inside, resting on faded burgundy velvet, lay the iron chastity cage exactly as it had appeared in his dream. Heavy ring, cold iron, the small padlock still open and waiting. A thin layer of dust coated the metal, but the shape and size matched perfectly.

Nathan froze. His breath stopped. The attic seemed to press in around him, the air thick and still. How could this be real? He had never seen this chest before, never stepped into this attic until today, yet every detail had already played out in his head while he slept.

The paintings downstairs had shifted too, her expressions changing when he looked away, the key on her necklace appearing in new places each time he glanced back. The sharp crack of the crop on his ass in the library had left a real mark. Now this.

His cock throbbed inside his jeans, the head pressing hard against the zipper, leaking steadily. The sight of the chastity cage made his balls ache with a strange, urgent need. He could almost feel the cold metal closing around him, the lock clicking shut, the weight swinging between his thighs as he knelt for her.

Nathan stared at the open chest, mind spinning. His dreams had guided him straight to this spot. The paintings, the crop mark, the chest, the cage. None of it made sense, yet every piece felt connected, pulling him deeper into something he could not explain and did not want to stop.

Nathan's fingers closed around the cold iron. The moment the heavy chastity cage touched his skin, a rush of warmth flooded through him—pride, excitement, and a deep sense of rightness that made his chest tighten. His cock pulsed harder, straining against his jeans as if it already knew what was coming.

He stayed on his knees in the dusty attic, the open chest in front of him. The small padlock swung gently from the cage's base.

Every detail matched his dream exactly: the thick ring, the tube, the way the iron would sit snug against his balls. His breath came faster. His dreams had led him here. Now the chastity cage was in his hands.

He could feel the weight of it already, the way it would hang between his thighs, the constant reminder of her control. His thoughts flashed to the key on her necklace in every painting, the same key that would lock this cage shut. His cock throbbed again, leaking steadily, almost begging to be trapped.

Nathan looked down at the iron in his palms. One decision. Put it on, or put it back. The attic stayed silent around him, waiting.


Chapter Six

Nathan carried the small wooden chest down the creaking attic stairs, the weight of it steady in his hands. Dust clung to his shirt and the air smelled of old wood and leather. He moved through the long hallway lined with portraits of Agatha, her stern eyes seeming to follow him as he walked to the master bedroom.

He set the chest on the four-poster bed and lifted the lid again. The iron chastity cage rested on faded velvet exactly as he remembered from the dream.

Nathan placed it carefully in the centre of the bedspread, the metal ring and tube catching the afternoon light through the tall windows. He pulled a heavy wooden chair closer and sat down facing the bed, elbows on his knees.

Something felt larger than coincidence. The crop mark on his ass, the exact chastity cage from his dream, the key on her necklace in every painting. He stared at the device and let the thought form fully: the house might be haunted by Agatha herself.

The idea should have unsettled him. Instead a hot pulse ran straight to his cock and he felt it swell fast, the head already glistening.

He imagined submitting to her completely. Kneeling, begging, letting her decide when he could orgasm or even touch himself. The thought made his balls tighten and his shaft twitch against his stomach.

He would consent to every lash, every lock, every command. The idea of her claiming him sent another rush of blood downward until he was fully hard and throbbing.

Nathan stood, stripped off his clothes, and dropped them on the floor. He sat back down naked, cock standing rigid between his spread thighs. The cool air brushed his skin while he studied the cage on the bed.

Slowly he reached out, fingers closing around the cold iron once more. It felt heavier than before, almost alive in his palm as he lifted it toward himself.

His cock stood rigid, pulsing with every heartbeat as the thought of the house being haunted by Agatha’s ghost sent fresh heat through his body.

He imagined her spirit watching him right now, judging whether he was worthy of her control. The idea made his shaft twitch harder against his stomach.

He swallowed, then spoke the words aloud, voice steady despite the rush of blood in his ears.

“I consent to being locked in this chastity cage for the true master of this manor, Agatha.”

The moment the name left his lips, the tall window burst open. A blast of icy air slammed into the room, swirling around his bare skin and striking his erection like a cold hand. His cock jerked once, then rapidly deflated, shrinking until it hung small and soft between his thighs. The sudden chill tightened his balls, drawing them closer to his body.

Nathan reached out with slow, deliberate movements. He picked up the heavy iron ring first, turning it in his fingers so the metal caught the light.

He spread his legs wider on the chair and guided the cold ring towards his balls, then worked his now-flaccid cock and sack through the opening. The ring settled snug at the base, pressing tightly against his skin.

Next he lifted the iron tube. He aligned the open end with the head of his shrunken cock and pushed the metal forward, sliding the tube over his length until the two pieces met.

The cold iron enclosed him completely, the iron pressing against every inch of sensitive flesh. His balls rested heavy beneath the ring, trapped outside.

With the cage assembled, he reached for the padlock that had rested beside it on the bed. He threaded the shackle through the aligned holes, took a slow breath, then clicked it shut. The sharp metallic snap echoed through the bedroom. The lock was closed. The chastity cage was locked.

The icy wind died instantly. The window swung shut on its own with a soft thud, the latch falling into place as if guided by an invisible hand. Silence filled the room for a moment, then Nathan thought he heard the faint sound of hands clapping in approval, the noise seeming to come from nowhere and everywhere at once.

He stood up slowly, the weight of the iron cage pulling downward between his legs. The metal felt heavier now that it was secured on him. He looked back at the open chest on the floor and the empty velvet lining inside. No key.

His face flushed hot, the blush spreading down his neck and chest as the realization hit him—he had never seen the key at all. He had been too focused on the cage itself to notice its absence. The small padlock now hung from the front of the device, its keyhole empty, and the only key that could open it was missing.

Nathan stood there naked, locked, the chastity cage swinging slightly with each breath, while the portraits of Agatha seemed to watch from the walls.

The heavy iron chastity cage was now secured between his legs. He reached down with both hands, fingers tracing the cold metal ring that gripped the base of his cock and balls.

The ring sat snug against his skin, the thick tube enclosing his shaft completely. He tried to give a gentle tug, testing the fit, but the device refused to budge. The padlock hung heavy at the front, its shackle threaded through the aligned holes with no give at all.

The chastity cage was tight—every slight movement pressed the iron firmly against his flesh, and there was no slack, no way to slip free without the missing key.

A rush of heat flooded his body. His cock tried to swell inside the rigid tube, but the metal held it firmly in place, the pressure building with each heartbeat. The sensation made him throb uselessly, trapped and denied.

He looked up at the large painting of Agatha that dominated the wall above the bed. Her stern expression had shifted into a clear smile of approval, lips curved with satisfaction as she gazed down at him.

The small key on its delicate chain rested visibly on her necklace, nestled between her full breasts, exactly where it had appeared in his dreams.

Nathan swallowed hard, eyes roaming over her image. The tight black leather riding outfit clung to her curves, the bodice pushing her large breasts upward, the trousers hugging her hips and ass.

She held the riding crop in one gloved hand, her posture commanding even in the painted scene. He stared, unable to look away, his trapped cock twitching again inside the chastity cage as arousal surged through him. The key on her necklace seemed to glint in the low light, a silent reminder of who now held control over him.

He stepped closer to the painting, the chastity cage swinging slightly with each movement, the weight a constant presence. His cheeks burned with a deep blush as he continued to ogle her powerful, sexy form—the way the leather stretched across her body, the confident tilt of her head, the hint of dominance in her eyes.

The manor felt alive around him, the portraits watching, and the missing key only heightened the helpless excitement coursing through his locked body.

Nathan settled into the worn leather armchair in the library, the heavy book open across his lap. Afternoon light slanted through the tall windows, catching on dust motes that drifted lazily in the air. He turned page after page, eyes fixed on the black-and-white photographs of Agatha.

She filled every frame with commanding presence. In one shot she stood beside a gleaming black horse, leather trousers stretched tight over her wide hips and full, round ass. Her riding crop rested against her thigh.

Another photo showed her seated in a high-backed chair, legs crossed, the tight leather bodice pushing her large breasts upward so the tops swelled visibly above the neckline. Her long blonde hair was pinned back, a few strands loose around her face, and her full lips curved in a knowing half-smile.

Nathan’s trapped cock throbbed hard inside the iron cage. The metal tube pressed firmly against his swelling flesh with every pulse, offering no room to grow.

He shifted in the chair, the weight of the cage tugging gently at his balls. The pressure only made him harder, the denial sending fresh heat through his body.

He lingered on a close-up photo. Agatha’s perfect lips looked even fuller in the soft focus, slightly parted as if she were about to speak.

Her eyes seemed to meet him through the page. In the photograph she wore the same delicate chain around her neck that he had seen in the paintings, the small key resting right between her breasts.

His mind kept circling back to the dreams. Agatha’s voice echoing in the dungeon, the sharp crack of the crop, the way she had guided him toward the attic chest without ever saying the words aloud. It felt as though she had reached across time and placed the chastity cage on him herself. The thought made his cock strain uselessly again, the iron biting into sensitive skin.

Nathan traced the edge of the photo with one fingertip, wondering if the real key had been lost decades ago or if it still existed somewhere in the manor.

If it was gone, he would stay locked. The idea sent a fresh wave of helpless arousal through him. He had no plan, no escape route, only the certainty that whatever came next would be decided by the woman in the photographs.

He turned another page. Agatha looked back at him from horseback, crop raised, expression stern and satisfied. Nathan gulped, the chastity cage tight and unyielding between his legs, and waited to find out what would happen next.


Chapter Seven

That night Nathan lay naked on the four-poster bed, the iron chastity cage locked tight around his cock and balls. Moonlight spilled through the tall windows and painted silver lines across the room.

His hands moved slowly, fingers tracing the cold iron and padlock that hung between his thighs. Each touch sent a fresh pulse of need through him, but the chastity cage gave nothing back. His trapped flesh throbbed and swelled uselessly against the metal, the pressure constant and maddening.

His eyes drifted to the paintings that covered the bedroom walls. Agatha stared down at him from every frame. In one she stood with arms crossed beneath her large breasts, the leather bodice pushing them upward so the tops swelled above the neckline.

Her long blonde hair fell in loose waves, her full lips curved in that same knowing half-smile. The small key on its delicate chain rested right between those breasts, gleaming against pale skin.

Another painting showed her from behind, leather trousers stretched tight over her large round ass, crop resting against one leg. The key hung at her hip on a thin chain around her waist.

Nathan’s fingers slid along the chastity cage again, pressing against the sensitive skin where iron met flesh. A soft groan left his throat. The key in every painting seemed to mock him. It hung so close to her body, so accessible, yet he had no idea where the real one was.

The thought made his cock strain harder inside its prison, the iron biting into his swelling flesh. He pictured Agatha stepping out of the frame, walking toward him with that same stern, hungry expression, the key swaying between her breasts.

He rolled onto his side, one hand still cupping the cage, the other gripping the sheets. His mind replayed the dreams—Agatha’s voice, the sharp crack of the crop, the way she had guided him to lock himself.

Every memory tightened the chastity cage further. His balls ached with denied need. The key on her necklace in the paintings caught the moonlight and seemed to wink at him, promising control he could never reach.

Nathan’s breathing grew heavier. He traced the padlock with his thumb, imagining her gloved fingers doing the same. The chastity cage felt heavier now, more permanent.

He wondered if she had somehow placed it on herself, if the missing key was still around her neck in whatever place she existed now. The idea sent another helpless throb through his trapped cock.

His eyes grew heavy while fixed on the painting where Agatha held the crop, the key dangling just above her cleavage. He kept one hand resting on the cage, feeling the metal warm slowly against his skin.

The room grew quiet except for the faint creak of the old bed and the distant wind outside. Nathan drifted toward sleep with the image of Agatha and her teasing key burned into his mind, the chastity cage locked and unyielding between his legs.

The room around him faded, replaced by the familiar creak of the bedroom door swinging open.

Agatha stepped inside, her tall riding boots clicking softly on the wooden floor. Wisps of ghostly essence trailed from her tall frame like drifting smoke, her semi-transparent form flickering at the edges.

She wore tight black leather trousers that hugged every curve of her hips and thighs, paired with a leather top laced tightly over her large breasts, pushing them up and forward with each breath. Ethereal wisps curled around her leather-clad body, making her presence feel both solid and hauntingly unreal.

The polished boots rose to her thighs, creaking faintly as she moved. One gloved hand held the riding crop, its tip tapping lightly against her palm. The small key on its chain rested between her breasts, catching the moonlight.

"Well done, Nathan," she said, her voice low and elegant with that older-time accent. "You locked the chastity cage on yourself and submitted to me. I am pleased."

Nathan sat up in the dream, the chastity cage still locked tight around him. His trapped cock swelled instantly, pressing hard against the unyielding iron. "Thank you, Mistress," he said, voice thick with need. "Thank you for the privilege of serving you. Thank you for being my keyholder. I consent to everything. Whatever you want."

Agatha smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her full lips. "It is time to begin."

She snapped her gloved fingers. The sheets beneath Nathan moved on their own, sliding around his wrists and ankles like living fabric. They pulled tight, stretching him out flat on his stomach, arms and legs spread wide, binding him spread-eagle to the four-poster bed. The iron cage dug into the mattress beneath him, his balls aching from the sudden pressure.

Nathan turned his head, watching her approach. Agatha walked toward the bed with a devilish smile, crop swinging lightly at her side. Her leather trousers creaked with each step, the key between her breasts swaying. She stopped beside the bed, looking down at his naked, bound body and the locked cage between his spread thighs.

"Such a naughty boy," she murmured, reaching out to trail one fingertip along his spine. "Now we see how well you can serve."

The sheets binded him tighter as Agatha circled the bed. She stopped directly behind him, boots creaking, and raised the crop high. It came down hard across his left ass cheek with a sharp crack that echoed through the room.

Nathan gasped, pain flaring bright then melting into a rush of heat that made his trapped cock throb inside the iron cage. Pre-cum leaked from the tip, dripping onto the sheets.

"Naughty boy," Agatha said, her voice low and commanding. "We both know you deserve every stripe."

She brought the crop down just as hard on his right cheek. Nathan moaned, hips jerking against the mattress. She worked the leather tip from one side to the other, striking with expert rhythm—left, right, left again—building a steady pattern of sharp impacts.

Each hit sent fresh waves of sting across his skin while his cock swelled uselessly inside the chastity cage, leaking more with every blow. He had never felt this horny in his life. The ache in his balls mixed with the burning on his ass until his whole body trembled with desperate need.

Agatha kept the strikes coming, turning his cheeks red and hot. "Look at you leaking like a desperate bitch," she teased, voice dripping with disdain and amusement. "Pathetic little thing, locked up and dripping for your Mistress. You love this, don’t you? Being reduced to nothing but a leaking, marked toy."

She leaned down close, her flowery perfume mixing with the rich scent of oiled leather. Her breath brushed his ear as she whispered, "Do you still consent to this, Nathan?"

"Yes, Mistress," he begged immediately, voice hoarse. "Yes, please—more. I consent. I want it all. Please don’t stop."

Agatha smiled against his ear and straightened. The crop resumed its work, painting fresh red marks across both cheeks in quick succession until his ass glowed hot and striped. Only when she was satisfied did she lower the crop.

"Good boy," she said. "If you still consent, meet me in the dungeons tomorrow night under the full moon."

She turned without another word and walked out, boots clicking on the floor. Nathan lay there panting, ass burning, cage dripping, completely in awe of the powerful woman who owned him. The dream faded into deep, contented sleep.

Nathan woke with a gasp, the iron of the chastity cage biting into his swollen flesh. His cock strained desperately against the cold metal, rock hard and leaking a steady drip of pre-cum that soaked the sheets beneath him.

Every pulse sent fresh pressure through the chastity cage, but there was no relief. His mind flooded with the dream—Agatha standing over him, crop raised, bringing it down again and again across his ass while he lay spread-eagle and bound to the bed.

He sat up slowly. His ass cheeks throbbed with heat, the skin tight and raw. Turning toward the full-length mirror beside the bed, he caught his reflection and froze. Both cheeks glowed bright red, crisscrossed with vivid welts and thin raised lines from the crop.

The marks stood out sharply against his pale skin, some already darkening into bruises. He reached back with one hand and winced at the sting when his fingers brushed the heated flesh.

Last night had not been a dream, or had it? What was happening?

Nathan stared at the marks, heart hammering. The chastity cage felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock twitching uselessly as the memory of her voice echoed in his head—teasing, degrading, commanding.

He could still smell the faint trace of her flowery perfume mixed with leather. His balls ached, full and heavy, denied any release. The key remained missing.

He stood on shaky legs, the chastity cage swinging heavily between his thighs. The manor felt different now, charged with the certainty that Agatha’s presence lingered beyond dreams. Tonight was the full moon. The dungeons waited.


Chapter Eight

Nathan lowered himself onto the kitchen chair with a hiss, the thin pillow doing little to cushion his throbbing ass. The welts from the crop still burned hot, every shift of his weight sending fresh sparks of pain across the marked skin.

He sat forward, trying to keep pressure off the worst of the stripes, but the ache lingered anyway. Between his legs the iron chastity cage hung heavy, his cock straining hard against the cold iron, leaking steadily into the fabric of his shorts. The pressure built with every heartbeat, but there was no escape, no relief.

He wrapped both hands around the steaming mug of coffee and took a slow sip, letting the heat ground him.

His eyes drifted upward to a large painting above the long table. Agatha stared down at him from the canvas, arms crossed beneath her breasts, pushing them up in that tight leather top.

Her stern expression seemed sharper this morning, lips curved in the faintest smirk, as if she knew exactly what state he was in. The riding crop rested at her hip, and the small key on its chain glinted at her throat.

Nathan’s breath caught. The marks on his ass, the locked cage, the dream that had left physical proof—he couldn’t deny it anymore. Agatha was still here. Her presence filled the manor, watching, controlling, reaching through the paintings and the walls themselves.

He shifted again and felt the chastity cage tug at his trapped cock, another bead of pre-cum soaking through. Disbelief warred with raw arousal, leaving him dizzy and painfully hard inside the unyielding metal.

He took another sip of coffee, gaze locked on her painted eyes. The manor felt alive with her. Tonight there was a full moon. The dungeons waited below, and Nathan already knew he would go down there, sore ass and all, because part of him wanted whatever came next.

Nathan stood at the bedroom window as the last traces of daylight bled from the sky. The moon rose heavy and silver, flooding the grounds below with cold light. His throat tightened.

The iron cage between his legs felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock throbbing against the cold iron, leaking a slow, steady stream that soaked the front of his shorts. Every beat of his heart made the metal tug harder. He swallowed hard and turned away from the glass.

His legs shook as he left the room and descended the grand staircase. The manor creaked around him, old wood settling like it knew what he was about to do. At the bottom he grabbed the heavy torch with shaking hands.

He crossed to the small storeroom at the back and found the old creaky wooden door. It groaned when he pulled it open, revealing the narrow spiral staircase plunging into blackness. Nathan took a breath, then started down, torch held high.

Each step echoed. The air grew colder and damper the deeper he went. His sore ass still burned from the crop marks, every shift of his weight sending fresh sparks of pain through the welts.

At the bottom the darkness swallowed everything except the small circle of torchlight. Nathan stepped onto the stone floor of the vast underground dungeon. The silence pressed in around him.

Then came the sharp click of fingers.

Every ancient wooden torch along the walls flared to life at once, flames leaping high with a sudden roar. The entire chamber blazed with flickering orange light. Nathan froze, heart hammering. The iron chastity cage clamped down harder on his aching cock as fresh pre-cum dripped from the tip.

He looked around wildly. No one was there. Only the dancing flames and the heavy stone walls. Yet the click had been clear, deliberate. He could almost feel her presence, the same stern gaze from every painting now watching him from the shadows.

Nathan’s breath came short. His legs trembled. The dungeon door stretched before him, exactly as it had in the dreams—shackles on the walls, a heavy wooden bench with iron restraints, the faint scent of old leather and smoke. The chastity cage squeezed his swollen cock mercilessly, and he knew there was no turning back now.

Nathan’s feet scraped across the cold stone as he moved deeper into the dungeon hallway. The voice from his dreams curled around him again, low and commanding. “Remove your clothes.”

His hands shook so hard he could barely grip the torch. He set it down on the ground. The iron chastity cage around his cock throbbed, pre-cum dripping steadily from the tip and sliding down the metal cage.

He peeled off his shirt, then shoved his shorts down his trembling legs. The fabric caught on the cage for a moment before he kicked everything aside. Naked now, skin prickling in the damp air, he stood exposed with only the heavy iron locked tight between his thighs.

Legs wobbling, he stumbled forward and pushed open the heavy wooden door at the far end of the hall. It swung inward with a low groan, revealing the exact chamber from every painting and every dream.

Walls lined with hooks held rows of whips, paddles, canes, clamps, and shackles. More toys filled open chests—leather straps, metal rings, blindfolds, gags.

Furniture stood ready: a heavy wooden bench with iron restraints bolted to its surface, a tall St. Andrews cross reinforced with thick leather cuffs, and a low padded table fitted with spreader bars. The scent of old leather and smoke hung thick in the torchlight.

Nathan’s breath came fast. His trapped cock strained uselessly against the chastity cage, the metal biting into swollen flesh. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and fell to the stone floor. He took one shaky step inside, the door clicking shut behind him.

Nathan’s bare feet scraped across the cold stone floor as he stepped fully into the dungeon chamber. The heavy door swung shut behind him with a solid thud, sealing him inside. Torchlight flickered across the walls lined with whips, paddles, canes, clamps, and shackles.

Pre-cum already leaked steadily from the tip, dripping onto the floor in thin strands. His legs shook so hard he could barely stand still. He stopped in the center of the room, naked and exposed, the chastity cage biting into his swollen flesh with every heartbeat.

A cold draft swept through the chamber. The air thickened, carrying the faint scent of old leather and flowery perfume. Shadows shifted near the far wall, and then she appeared.

Agatha stood before him, her ghost made almost solid in the torchlight. She wore the same black leather outfit from her painting: polished riding boots that reached her knees, tight leather trousers hugging her hips and ass, a leather top that pushed her large breasts upward, and a fitted leather jacket open at the front.

Her long blonde hair fell loose over her shoulders. One hand gripped a riding crop, the leather tip tapping lightly against her thigh. The other hand held a pair of heavy iron shackles. A small silver key rested on a chain between her breasts, glinting in the firelight.

Nathan’s breath caught in his throat. His eyes widened as he took in every detail of her presence. The way the leather clung to her curves, the commanding tilt of her chin, the stern hunger in her gaze—it was exactly as he had seen in every painting, yet far more vivid and real.

Awe flooded through him, mixing with the nervous flutter in his stomach. His caged cock twitched inside its prison, growing even harder against the bars until the metal dug deeper into his flesh.

He could feel the heat of his trapped erection pulsing, desperate for release that would never come. His hands trembled at his sides. His knees felt weak. The reality of standing before her ghost, completely vulnerable and already locked in the chastity cage she had placed in his dreams, sent a rush of both fear and overwhelming excitement through him.

Her stern expression held a hungry edge. She raised one eyebrow as she looked him over, her posture rigid with authority.

“Welcome to my dungeon, Nathan,” she said, her voice low, posh, and commanding, echoing the tone from his dreams. “You have come exactly as I instructed. Consensually. Naked. Caged. Ready.”

She took one slow step closer. The crop lifted slightly in her hand. “Kneel.”


Chapter Nine

Nathan dropped to his knees without hesitation, the cold stone biting into his bare skin. His caged cock pulsed harder than ever inside the iron prison, the metal digging into his swollen shaft as it fought to grow fully erect.

Every throb sent a fresh wave of pressure through the chastity cage, making the ache sharper and more insistent. Pre-cum continued to leak from the tip, forming a small puddle beneath him.

Agatha circled him slowly, her polished riding boots clicking against the floor with each measured step. Her presence felt almost solid, the faint scent of leather and perfume growing stronger as she moved behind him.

The crop rose and fell in one swift motion, cracking sharply across his already red left ass cheek. The sting bloomed instantly, sending a jolt through his body that made his trapped cock twitch inside the cage.

He gasped, the sound catching in his throat. "How?" was all he could choke out, his voice barely above a whisper.

She completed her circle and stopped directly in front of him, standing tall and confident. The leather trousers hugged her wide hips and round ass, while the open jacket framed her large breasts pushed upward by the tight top beneath. Her long blonde hair framed her stern yet hungry expression. A small smile curved her perfect lips as she looked down at him.

"One night not too dissimilar to this one," she said, her voice low and elegant, "I made a vow. I would not rest until one thousand men have consented to being locked in chastity and submitted to my dominance. It seems my wish has come true."

Her gaze sharpened. "The question is, are you willing to consent and submit to me?"

Nathan nodded, his voice trembling but clear. "I consent. I want to be your submissive."

Agatha’s smile widened with satisfaction. She extended her right boot forward, the polished leather gleaming in the torchlight. Nathan leaned forward without prompting, pressing his lips to the toe in a reverent kiss.

He lingered there, tongue tracing the smooth surface before moving along the side, worshipping every inch. His caged cock throbbed again, leaking steadily as fresh arousal dripped from the bars onto the stone floor.

She watched him with that same hungry expression, the crop resting lightly against her thigh, the silver key glinting between her breasts.

Nathan's knees remained pressed to the cold stone as Agatha studied him with that stern, hungry gaze. Her arms stayed crossed beneath her breasts, pushing the full mounds higher against the leather. The crop tapped once against her boot before she raised her hand and snapped her fingers.

He blinked. In that instant his wrists pulled together in front of him, thick iron shackles locking around them with a heavy click. Another blink and matching clanks clamped around his ankles. A broad iron collar snapped around his throat, cool and unyielding, the weight settling against his skin. The leash attached to the collar's ring now rested in Agatha's gloved hand.

"It's time to play," she said, her voice low and commanding.

She gave the leash a sharp tug. Nathan lurched forward on his hands and knees. The crop cracked across his red ass, the sting blooming fresh and hot. He gasped, cock throbbing uselessly inside the tight iron bars as another bead of pre-cum dripped to the floor.

Agatha led him across the dungeon, boots clicking, the leash keeping him crawling close behind her. They stopped before the tall St. Andrew's cross bolted to the stone wall.

"Stand," she ordered.

He rose on shaking legs. Another snap of her fingers. The shackles vanished from his wrists and ankles only to reappear as heavy cuffs locking his arms high and wide to the upper beams of the cross. His legs spread and secured to the lower beams, leaving him stretched and exposed, ass pushed out, caged cock hanging heavy between his thighs.

Agatha stepped behind him. She set the crop aside and reached for the nine-tailed whip hanging nearby. The thick leather strands swung once in her grip before she drew them back.

The tails cracked across his upper back in a wide, stinging spread. Red lines bloomed instantly. Nathan jerked against the cross, a strangled sound escaping his throat. She struck again, the tails wrapping slightly before snapping free, another set of welts rising across his shoulder blades.

“I have missed this" she said, voice light and conversational as she swung once more. “Nobody knows your nights are stretched out being whipped by a woman. How does it feel, knowing I own every inch of you?"

The nine tails connected again, lower this time, across the small of his back. Nathan's caged cock twitched, leaking steadily as the pain and helplessness mixed into raw, helpless arousal. Agatha smiled, large breasts rising inside the tight leather bodice, and drew the whip back for another strike.

Agatha circled slowly around the St. Andrew's cross, her leather boots echoing on the stone floor. She stopped directly in front of Nathan, her full breasts rising with each breath inside the tight leather top. The nine tails hung loose in her grip as she studied his spread body, caged cock twitching helplessly between his thighs.

"Look at you," she said, her voice low and posh. "The new owner of this house, reduced to my bitch. Everyone who knows you sees you as the strong man in charge, but here you are—naked, locked, and spread for me."

She set the whip aside and reached for a pair of heavy nipple clamps connected by a short chain. Nathan watched her gloved fingers as she pinched his left nipple, rolling it until it stiffened, then snapping the clamp into place.

The bite made him gasp, his body jerking against the restraints. She repeated the action on his right nipple, letting the chain dangle between his pecs.

Agatha bent slightly and attached two heavy ball weights to his balls. The added pull dragged on his trapped balls with every small shift of his hips. Nathan's breath came faster, his cock straining uselessly inside the iron bars, a fresh bead of pre-cum sliding down the metal.

"So horny already," she murmured, giving the chain between his nipples a light flick. The jolt shot straight through his chest. "Tell me what you are."

"Yes, Mistress," he gasped, voice thick with arousal. "I'm your bitch."

Agatha smiled, the crop now resting against her hip. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around the dangling chain, giving it another slow tug that made both clamps bite deeper.

The ball weights swung with the movement, adding constant pressure to his aching balls. Nathan moaned, hips bucking forward as much as the cross allowed, completely exposed and desperate under her control.

Agatha stepped behind the cross once more, her boots striking the stone with deliberate weight. The nine tails trailed across her palm as she lifted the whip, letting the leather strands brush Nathan's shoulders before drawing back.

The first strike landed across his upper back in a sharp, stinging line. His body jolted against the shackles, the sudden movement tugging the nipple clamps tighter and sending the ball weights swinging. A fresh gasp tore from his throat.

She paused, savoring the way his muscles flexed and the chastity cage strained visibly between his spread thighs. Another lash followed, lower this time, crossing the first mark. Each impact forced his chest forward, the chain between the clamps pulling with every breath. The weights dragged constantly on his trapped balls, the ache building with every shift of his hips.

"Over a century since anyone has been here for me," she said, her voice carrying that crisp, elegant edge. "One hundred years without a man to break and rebuild. I intend to make every second count."

The whip came down again, harder, the tails fanning across his shoulder blades. Nathan's cock throbbed inside the iron, leaking steadily now, but the cage held him completely.

Every lash rocked his body forward, tightening the clamps and swinging the weights in a slow rhythm. He strained harder against the metal, hips twitching uselessly as the pain and pressure layered together.

Agatha smiled, her eyes bright with satisfaction. She circled slightly to change the angle, delivering another series of measured strikes down his back. Each one drew a deeper moan from him, his skin flushing red under the leather.

The weights pulled relentlessly, the clamps biting deeper with every involuntary jerk. She watched his reactions closely, noting how his breathing grew ragged and how the chastity cage continued to fight against his growing arousal.

"That's it," she murmured, drawing the tails slowly across his marked skin before lifting the whip again. "Let it build. I am going to enjoy this."

The next lash landed across his lower back, the force making the ball weights sway more noticeably. Nathan's thighs trembled, his cock pressing hard against the unyielding iron as another bead of pre-cum slipped free.

Agatha paused to run a gloved hand over one of the fresh welts, pressing just enough to make him gasp again. The clamps and weights responded to even that small movement, keeping the ache constant and sharp.

She stepped back, raised the nine tails once more, and brought them down in a steady rhythm, each strike timed to let the sensations layer and deepen.

Nathan remained spread and helpless, every motion of his body feeding the grip of the clamps and weights while his caged cock strained for relief that would not come. Agatha watched with clear pleasure, her posture relaxed and confident, clearly savouring the return to her dungeon after so long.

Agatha lowered the nine tails and let the leather strands rest against her thigh. She turned away for a moment, boots echoing on the stone, then returned with a slender wooden cane in her gloved hand. The length was smooth and pale, the tip slightly worn from long use.

She tapped the cane once against Nathan's inner thigh, testing the distance. "We will count each stroke together," she said, voice crisp and commanding. "You will speak the number and thank your mistress after every one."

The first strike landed across the top of his left thigh with a sharp crack. Nathan jerked in the shackles, the motion tugging the nipple clamps and swinging the ball weights. "One. Thank you, Mistress," he gasped.

Agatha stepped to the right side. The cane whistled and struck his right thigh. The sting bloomed hot and immediate. "Two. Thank you, Mistress." His voice wavered as the weights pulled harder from the sudden shift.

She moved behind him briefly, then returned to the front, delivering the next blow just above his knee on the left. The impact forced his hips forward, the chastity cage pressing against his penis. "Three. Thank you, Mistress." The clamps bit deeper with every breath.

The fourth strike crossed the previous mark on his right thigh. Nathan's thighs trembled. "Four. Thank you, Mistress." Pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip of the cage, dripping to the floor.

Agatha paused to admire the thin red lines forming on his skin. She adjusted her stance and brought the cane down again, this time lower on his left thigh. The sharp sting traveled up his leg. "Five. Thank you, Mistress." His cock strained uselessly inside the metal, the ache in his balls growing heavier with each swing of the weights.

She continued the pattern, alternating sides with measured precision. The sixth strike landed across both thighs at once, the force making the chain between the nipple clamps sway. "Six. Thank you, Mistress." Nathan's breathing grew ragged, sweat sliding down his chest.

The seventh blow followed quickly on his right thigh, the cane leaving another precise welt. "Seven. Thank you, Mistress." His legs shook harder now, the weights dragging constantly.

Agatha circled once more, delivering the eighth strike just above the previous marks on his left. "Eight. Thank you, Mistress." The pain layered over the earlier lashes on his back, every small movement feeding the pull of the clamps and weights.

She took her time with the ninth, letting the cane rest against his skin before snapping it forward on his right thigh. "Nine. Thank you, Mistress." Nathan's voice cracked slightly, his body pulled taut between the shackles.

Agatha smiled, clearly savoring the return to her dungeon after so long. She raised the cane again, ready to continue the count while Nathan remained spread and helpless before her.

She was only getting started.


Chapter Ten

Agatha lowers the cane with deliberate slowness, letting the final echo of its impact fade into the torch-lit dungeon. Nathan's thighs throb with fresh lines, his breath ragged, yet his body remains locked in the spread-eagle position on the cross. She studies him for a long moment, the corner of her mouth lifting in cool approval.

With a single sharp snap of her fingers, the iron shackles release. His arms and legs drop free, and before he can steady himself, the heavy collar around his neck pulls taut. The leash is already clipped in place, the leather strap gripped firmly in her gloved hand.

"Down," she orders.

Nathan drops to his hands and knees without hesitation. The cold stone presses against his palms and knees. His caged cock hangs heavy and swollen beneath him, the metal pressing tight around his trapped shaft and balls. A clear strand of precum drips steadily from the tip, leaving a wet trail on the floor as he crawls forward at her tug.

Agatha walks him in a slow circle around the dungeon. Her boots click with each step. Every time his posture slips or his pace falters, the crop cracks across his ass with a sharp sting. He yelps but keeps moving, desperate to please.

"Sit," she commands, stopping abruptly.

Nathan drops his hips back, knees spread, hands resting on his thighs. The position forces his caged cock forward, the leaking head exposed. Another drop of precum falls. Agatha taps the crop lightly against the side of the cage, watching it twitch uselessly.

"Good boy," she murmurs. "Now lie down."

He lowers himself flat onto the stone, chest and stomach pressed to the cold floor, arms stretched forward. The leash stays short in her grip. She circles him once, the crop dragging along his spine, then snaps it down across both ass cheeks in quick succession when he shifts his hips.

"Stay," she says.

Nathan freezes, every muscle trembling with the effort to obey. His cock pulses inside the cage, leaking more. Agatha steps in front of him, boots inches from his face.

"Roll over."

He rolls onto his back, exposing his belly and the locked cage. The leash twists in her hand. She plants one boot on his chest, pressing down just enough to pin him, then flicks the crop across his inner thighs when he tries to lift his hips toward her.

"Pathetic," she says, voice smooth and low. "So desperate to earn my praise that you're leaking like a broken faucet. Look at the mess you're making on my floor."

She lifts her boot and taps the crop against his ass again, harder this time, forcing him back onto all fours.

Agatha tugs the leash sharply, guiding Nathan across the cold stone floor toward the raised dais at the far end of the dungeon. His knees scrape against the rough surface with every crawl, the heavy iron collar biting into his neck.

The chastity cage around his cock swings beneath him, the metal slick from the constant drip of precum that trails behind him in thin, glistening lines.

She reaches the throne first, a massive chair carved from dark wood with padded leather cushions. Releasing just enough slack in the leash, she lowers herself onto the seat with deliberate grace, spreading her legs slightly. The black leather of her boots gleamed under the torchlight, the tall shafts polished to a mirror shine, the pointed toes and thick heels waiting directly in front of his face.

"Clean them," she orders, voice smooth and commanding. "Start with the left boot."

Nathan shuffles forward on his hands and knees until his face hovers inches from the leather. His tongue extends, dragging slowly along the side of the boot from heel to toe.

The taste of polished leather fills his mouth as he laps at every inch, working the flat of his tongue over the surface in long, wet strokes. He traces the stitching, circles the heel, then presses his lips to the toe and sucks gently, leaving a shiny trail of saliva.

Agatha watches with a satisfied smirk, one gloved hand resting on the arm of the throne. "Pathetic little bootlicker," she murmurs. "Look at you, naked and caged, crawling on all fours just to taste the dirt from my soles. You love this, don't you?"

He nods frantically, tongue still working across the leather. "Yes, Mistress," he mumbles between licks. "I love it. I want to make you proud."

She lifts her right boot and plants the sole lightly against his cheek, pressing his face sideways. "Lick the bottom now. Every groove."

Nathan tilts his head and runs his tongue along the ridged sole, collecting the faint grit and dust. His caged cock throbs harder, another thick bead of precum spilling from the tip to splatter on the floor. Agatha presses the sole down firmer, forcing his tongue to flatten and drag across the entire surface.

"Good," she says, voice laced with mocking approval. "Such an eager little bitch. You’d do anything for a word of praise, wouldn’t you? Even lick the filth from my boots while your useless cock leaks in that cage."

She shifts, crossing one leg over the other so the left boot dangles closer. Nathan immediately moves to it, sucking the pointed toe into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the leather. His ass remains raised, the fresh crop welts burning with every small movement. Every time his posture falters or he pauses too long, she flicks the crop down across his ass cheeks with a sharp crack.

"Faster," she snaps. "I want those boots spotless."

Nathan redoubles his efforts, licking and sucking with desperate hunger. Saliva drips from his chin onto the leather as he works his way up the shaft, tongue pressing into every seam. His balls ache inside the tight cage, the metal pressing against his swollen flesh while his shaft strains uselessly.

Agatha leans back against the throne, one hand idly stroking the leash. "You’re mine now, boy. My personal boot cleaner. My crawling pet. Say it."

"I’m yours, Mistress," he gasps between licks. "Your pet. Your boot cleaner. Please let me keep serving you. I need it."

She laughs softly, a low, throaty sound. "Of course you do. Look at that cage—dripping like a broken pipe. You’re so horny you can’t even think straight. All you want is my approval, isn’t that right?"

"Yes, Mistress," he whimpers, tongue dragging along the inside of her calf where the boot ends. "I’ll do anything. Just tell me what you want."

Agatha uncrosses her legs and plants both boots on the floor again, spreading them wider. She taps the crop against his reddened ass once more, then rests it across her lap. "Keep going. I want every inch to shine. And while you work, tell me how much you love being degraded like this."

Nathan presses his face lower, tongue lapping at the heel of the right boot. "I love it, Mistress," he says, voice thick with arousal. "I love when you call me your bitch. Your pet. I love crawling for you and licking your boots while my cock stays locked and useless. It makes me so hard in the cage. I want to be good for you. I want to make you happy."

She watches him with cool satisfaction, the corner of her mouth lifted. The leash stays taut in her hand, keeping him exactly where she wants him. Nathan continues licking and sucking, completely lost in the act, his entire focus on earning another word of praise from the woman who now owns him completely.

An hour passes with Nathan still on his knees, tongue working tirelessly across the gleaming leather of Agatha's boots. His jaw aches, saliva coats his chin, and the constant drip from his caged cock has left a small puddle on the stone beneath him. Every lick earns another soft, mocking word from above.

"Such a devoted little tongue," Agatha purrs, flexing her toes inside the boot so the leather shifts under his mouth. "You'd stay here all night if I let you, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answers between long, wet strokes. "I want to be good."

She finally stands, the movement sudden and graceful. The leash pulls taut. Nathan scrambles to follow on all fours as she leads him away from the throne, deeper into the dungeon. Their footsteps echo—hers sharp and confident, his the soft scrape of knees and palms.

They stop before a narrow cell carved into the far wall. Thick iron bars form the front, but there is no door. The interior is small, barely seven feet wide, with a thin straw pallet on the floor and heavy iron rings bolted into the walls.

Agatha turns to face him, crop still in hand. "Inside."

The world tilts. He blinks and finds himself already inside the cell. His wrists are now pulled tight behind his back, locked in cold iron shackles that bite into his skin. His ankles are similarly bound, short chains forcing his feet close together. The heavy collar remains, and fresh weights swing from his balls while the nipple clamps still pinch and tug with every breath. The chastity cage feels even tighter in this new position.

Agatha stands just outside the bars, watching him with cool satisfaction. "There. Much better."

She steps closer, the toes of her boots nearly touching the bars. "Sleep well, pet. I have a great deal planned for you tomorrow. More training. More worship. More reminders of exactly what you are."

Nathan's body sways on his knees. Exhaustion and arousal war inside him, but her words settle over him like a command. His eyelids grow heavy. He lowers himself awkwardly onto the straw, shackled limbs making the movement clumsy. The ball weights press against the floor. The clamps shift and bite. His caged cock throbs uselessly.

He stares at the open space between the bars, mind foggy. No door. Just iron bars. And beyond them, the ghost of a woman who died over a century ago who now holds complete control over him. He submitted to her. Begged for it. Came crawling and licking and thanking her for every strike.

The thought should terrify him. Instead it makes the chastity cage squeeze tighter.

Agatha's voice drifts through the bars one last time, soft and amused. "Sweet dreams, Nathan."

Sleep claims him before he can form another thought.


Chapter Eleven

Nathan wakes in the cell as pale morning light filters through the iron bars. His body aches from the night spent on straw, wrists and ankles still locked in cold shackles, collar snug around his throat, nipple clamps pinching with every breath, and the heavy ball weights tugging between his thighs.

The chastity cage feels tighter than ever, his trapped cock swollen and leaking steadily onto the floor beneath him.

Agatha appears on the other side of the bars without a sound. She snaps her fingers once. The shackles release with a metallic clink, and he appears on the other side of the cell. Before he can move she issues a single command. "Crawl."

He obeys, knees and palms scraping stone as she leads him by the leash through the dungeon and up the narrow stairs into the manor. She guides him straight to the kitchen, where dust and grime coat the old tile floor. A small hand brush waits beside a bucket of soapy water.

“Remain on your hands and knees," she orders, voice crisp and elegant. "Naked, exactly as you are."

Nathan stays into position. The clamps swing, ball weights pull, and the chastity cage bounces uselessly as he dips the brush into the water and begins scrubbing. Agatha stands above him, crop in hand, leather boots planted firmly. The first sharp crack lands across his bare ass. He gasps and scrubs harder.

"Time to restore this manor to its former glory," she says, circling him slowly. "And guess who is going to do all the work?"

Another strike bites into his left cheek. He yelps, the sound echoing off the kitchen walls, but keeps the brush moving in frantic circles.

"You," she continues, delivering a third lash that leaves a bright red stripe. "My eager little pet. You will scrub every floor, polish every surface, and repair every inch until this house gleams again."

Nathan’s breath comes in short pants. His cock strains desperately inside the chastity cage, a thin string of precum dripping with each stroke of the brush. The humiliation burns hotter than the crop marks, yet it only makes him work faster, pushing the bristles into every crack and stain. He wants her approval more than air.

Agatha brings the crop down again, harder this time, right across the center of his ass. "Faster, pet. Show me how badly you need to please me."

He scrubs with renewed vigor, arms trembling, ass raised and exposed, every lash driving him deeper into submission. The kitchen fills with the wet sound of the brush and the steady crack of leather on skin as she teases and punishes him without mercy.

Nathan’s arms shake as he drives the stiff bristles over the last stubborn patch of tile. Soap suds cling to his wrists and the cold metal of the chastity cage swings with every frantic motion, the ball weights tugging low between his spread thighs.

Sweat runs down his spine and drips from the swinging nipple clamps, each pinch sending fresh sparks through his chest. The kitchen floor gleams wet and clean beneath him.

Agatha sits on the old wooden chair by the window, one leather-booted leg crossed over the other, a leather-bound book open in her lap. She turns a page with deliberate calm while the crop rests across her knee. Nathan finishes the final stroke, sets the brush down, and lifts his head, voice hoarse.

“Does Mistress need anything else?”

She does not look up. A single snap of her fingers cracks through the quiet kitchen. Instantly a thick leather dildo gag pushes between his lips, stretching his jaw wide as the straps buckle tight behind his head.

The realistic shaft fills his mouth completely, pressing against his tongue and forcing him to breathe through his nose.

“Shush,” she says, voice smooth and elegant, still reading. “Good pets stay quiet while their Mistress finishes her book.”

Nathan’s muffled whimper vibrates around the gag. Drool already begins to leak from the corner of his mouth. He stays on hands and knees, ass raised, the red crop welts from earlier throbbing.

Agatha turns another page, the leather of her trousers creaking softly as she shifts. Minutes pass. The only sounds are the occasional crack of the crop against her boot and the wet drip of his precum onto the freshly scrubbed floor.

When she closes the book with a soft thud, she stands. “Now the rest of the house.”

She clips the leash to his collar and leads him out of the kitchen on all fours. The manor’s long hallway stretches ahead, dust thick along the baseboards. Nathan scrubs each plank and tile, the brush scraping loudly in the silence. Agatha walks beside him, boots clicking, crop tapping against her thigh.

A tiny gray speck on the dark wood catches her eye. She points with the crop. “There.”

The leather strikes hard across both cheeks, the sharp crack echoing. Nathan jerks forward, a muffled yelp escaping around the thick dildo in his mouth, but he scrubs the spot until it vanishes.

Another missed fleck near the library door earns two quick lashes, one on each ass cheek, leaving fresh pink lines over the older marks. He works faster, shoulders burning, the cage growing tighter with every humiliating correction.

They move room to room. In the library he scrubs around the heavy table legs while Agatha leans against the edge, watching his naked body strain. A single grain of dust on the marble hearth brings the crop down again, harder, right across the center of his ass.

The sting blooms hot and he scrubs with desperate speed, drool running down his chin onto the floor he is cleaning. He consents to all of this; her dominance is like a drug to him.

Agatha’s voice stays calm, almost conversational. “Miss another speck and I will add weights to those clamps.”

Nathan’s cock throbs uselessly inside the iron cage, leaking steadily as he crawls to the next section. The leash tugs gently whenever she wants him to change direction. Each time he misses even the smallest mark, the crop lands with perfect accuracy, striping his already sore cheeks and driving him deeper into aching, desperate submission.

The manor slowly transforms under his brush while Agatha’s presence fills every room, her crop and her voice guiding every stroke.

Nathan crawls forward on shaking hands and knees, the thick leather dildo gag stretching his jaw and forcing every breath through his nose. Drool spills steadily down his chin and splatters onto the wooden floor he just cleaned.

His cock throbs inside the iron chastity cage, the swollen head pressed tight against the cold metal, a constant stream of precum leaking from the slit and trailing in thin strings between his thighs. The ball weights swing heavily with every movement, tugging at his balls and sending sharp pulses of need straight through his locked shaft.

He cannot stop thinking about the impossible truth. Agatha died more than a century ago. Her body should be dust, yet here she is, boots clicking beside him, crop tapping against her leather-clad thigh, the ghost of a woman who once ruled this manor with absolute dominance. And he is serving her. Naked. Gagged. Marked. Devoted.

The hallway stretches long and dim, morning light slanting through tall windows and catching on the dust motes he stirs up. He scrubs each plank with frantic strokes, the stiff bristles scraping over old wood. A faint gray smear near the baseboard catches Agatha’s eye. She points with the crop.

“Missed a spot.”

The leather cracks across both ass cheeks in one sharp strike. Nathan jerks forward, a muffled cry vibrating around the thick dildo filling his mouth. Fresh heat blooms across the welts already there. He scrubs harder, shoulders burning, the cage growing tighter as his cock strains uselessly. She knew he consented to this.

They move into the library. Heavy shelves line the walls, paintings of Agatha watching from every angle. Nathan works around the legs of the massive oak table, the leash tugging lightly whenever she changes direction.

A single speck of dust on the marble hearth earns two quick lashes, one on each cheek, the crop landing with perfect accuracy. The sting shoots straight to his balls. More precum leaks out, dripping onto the floor he is cleaning.

Agatha’s voice remains calm, elegant, carrying that crisp older accent. “You are leaking all over my floors, pet. How utterly desperate you are for a woman who has been dead longer than your grandparents were alive.”

Nathan’s face burns. He scrubs faster, the brush moving in desperate circles. Every correction, every point of the crop, every fresh stripe across his ass only makes him leak harder. He wants her approval more than air. He wants her to see how completely he belongs to her, how willingly he will scrub every inch of this manor if it earns him even a single word of praise.

They continue room by room. The dining room. The long gallery. The small sitting room with its faded velvet chairs. Each time he misses even the tiniest mark, the crop lands again, striping his already sore cheeks and driving him deeper into aching, dripping submission.

His thighs tremble. The nipple clamps pinch with every shift of his body. The dildo gag keeps him silent except for the wet, humiliating sounds of his own drool.

By the time they reach the main staircase, Nathan’s ass is a map of fresh red lines over older ones. His cock aches inside its prison, leaking without pause, the floor beneath him marked with shiny trails of his own arousal. He pauses at the bottom step, chest heaving, and looks up at Agatha with wide, desperate eyes.

She meets his gaze, crop resting lightly against her hip, and gives the leash a gentle tug. “Upstairs next, pet. Every floor. Every room. I want this manor spotless before I decide what else you need.”

Nathan lowers his head and crawls up the first step, the weights swinging, the cage throbbing, his entire body burning with the need to please the ghost who now owns him completely.

Nathan drags the brush across the final stretch of the upstairs hallway floor, every muscle burning, the iron cage clamped tight around his aching cock. Precum keeps leaking in steady drips, leaving wet trails on the wood he just cleaned.

His balls throb from the swinging weights, the nipple clamps pinch with each breath, and the thick leather dildo gag forces drool to spill down his chin in long strings. He cannot stop replaying the impossible fact in his head: Agatha has been dead for over a hundred years, yet her boots click right beside him, her crop taps his sore ass whenever he slows, and he is crawling naked at her feet, desperate for any scrap of approval.

He finishes the last plank and looks up at her with wide, pleading eyes. Agatha studies the floor for a long moment, then gives a single satisfied nod. The leash tugs as she turns toward the stairs. Nathan crawls after her, the weights pulling, the chastity cage squeezing, his entire body humming with need.

Agatha stops at the top of the stairs. She snaps her fingers.

The world tilts. Nathan blinks and the hallway vanishes. Cold stone walls close in around him. The dildo gag is gone. Instead, thick leather cuffs lock his wrists and ankles to the bench, spreading him wide, ass raised and completely exposed.

His chest presses against the worn wood, the nipple clamps still biting, the ball weights hanging free between his spread thighs, the chastity cage still locked tight. The collar remains snug around his throat. He is naked, secured, presented exactly as she wants him.

Agatha strolls into view, her tall black boots gleaming with each step. Wisps of ghostly essence trail from her tall frame like drifting smoke, her semi-transparent form flickering at the edges.

The tight black leather trousers hug her full hips and round ass, while the leather top strains over her large breasts, pushing them up with every breath.

A large ten inch leather strapon is attached firmly to her waist, its thick length jutting out prominently, the leather straps securing it tight against her body as ethereal wisps curl around the harness and shaft.

A riding crop rests lightly in one gloved hand. She circles the bench slowly, letting him see every inch of her powerful form. Her long blonde hair is pinned back, her expression calm and commanding, that crisp older accent rolling from her lips.

"There we are," she says, stopping directly in front of him so he has to crane his neck to meet her gaze. "Scrubbing floors is honest work for a pet, but now it is time you learned who truly wears the pants in this manor."

She taps the crop against her thigh, the leather making a soft, threatening sound. "You belong to me, Nathan. Every drop of precum you leak, every welt on your ass, every desperate thought in that head of yours—it is all mine."

Nathan swallows hard, the reality of his position hitting him all at once. Shackled. Exposed. Utterly at her mercy. His cock strains uselessly inside the cage, another bead of precum forming at the tip.

He knew what was coming next, and he consented to all of it.


Chapter Twelve

Agatha steps closer, the massive leather strapon swaying heavily between her thighs. She grips the thick shaft and swings it hard across Nathan's left cheek, the impact leaving a wet slap against his skin. "Take that, bitch." She swings again, cracking it across his right cheek with equal force. "My personal little bitch."

Her gloved fingers tangle in his hair, yanking his head back sharply. Nathan's mouth falls open from the pull, and she shoves the blunt head of the strapon between his lips without hesitation. "Suck it," she orders, pushing forward. The thick leather shaft stretches his mouth wide as it slides over his tongue.

Nathan obeys instantly, sealing his lips around the girth and sucking hard. His tongue works along the underside while she feeds him more inches. Spit floods his mouth immediately, dripping from the corners of his lips and running down his chin. He has never been so turned on in his entire life.

The chastity cage between his legs throbs and leaks steadily, a thick string of precum stretching toward the floor.

"That's it, bitch," Agatha growls, tightening her grip on his hair. "Suck my cock like the desperate slut you are." She thrusts deeper, driving the shaft into his throat until his nose presses against the leather harness.

Nathan gags around the intrusion but keeps sucking, his throat working visibly. More precum leaks from the cage tip, the denied arousal making his balls ache under the heavy weights.

She begins fucking his face in steady, powerful strokes. Each thrust forces the strapon deeper, stretching his lips and making wet, obscene sounds fill the dungeon.

"Look at you," she taunts, pulling back just enough for him to gasp before slamming forward again. "Locked in my chastity cage, shackled to my bench, gagging on my cock like you were born for it."

Nathan's eyes water as she uses his mouth, but he sucks harder, tongue lapping at the leather with eager submission. His caged cock pulses and drips continuously, the metal slick with his own fluids.

Agatha holds his head still and drives the full ten inches down his throat, holding it there while he struggles to breathe around it.

"Good bitch," she purrs, rocking her hips to grind the shaft against his tongue. "You love this. You love being my throat toy." She pulls out slowly, strings of thick saliva connecting his swollen lips to the glistening strapon.

Nathan pants heavily, chest heaving, but his mouth stays open and ready. She slaps the wet shaft across his face once more. "Open wider, bitch. I'm not done using you yet."

Agatha shoves the thick leather shaft deeper, forcing the full girth past his lips until the head rams against the back of his throat. Nathan's eyes water as she pushes harder, driving inch after inch down his gullet while his throat convulses around the intrusion.

He consents to every second of this; her dominance and control is the sexiest thing he has ever experienced in his life.

He gags loudly, spit bubbling around the shaft and pouring down his chin in thick ropes, yet he keeps his mouth open and accepts every thrust. His caged cock throbs inside the iron, a steady stream of precum dripping from the tip and splattering on the dungeon floor.

She grips his hair tighter and begins fucking his throat in long, deliberate strokes. Each time the strapon slides out to the tip, she slams it back in, stretching his lips wide and making his throat bulge visibly.

Nathan's body shakes with the effort, but he sucks harder, tongue flattening along the underside as she uses his mouth like a toy. "That's my good little throat slut," she snarls, hips snapping forward. "Take it all, bitch. Choke on my cock and show me how much you love it."

Her free hand reaches down to flick one of his clamped nipples, twisting the metal until he whimpers around the shaft. More precum leaks from the chastity cage, his balls drawn tight and aching from the heavy weights swinging beneath.

Agatha holds his head still and buries the entire ten inches down his throat, grinding her hips so the base presses against his nose. Nathan's vision blurs as he struggles to breathe, throat working desperately around the leather while his body surrenders completely.

She finally yanks the strapon free with a wet pop. Thick strands of saliva stretch from his swollen lips to the glistening shaft before she slaps the spit-slick head across his left cheek, then his right, leaving wet streaks on his skin. Nathan gasps for air, mouth hanging open, tongue lolling out in submission.

Agatha releases his hair and steps back, circling him slowly with deliberate clicks of her boots on the stone. She trails one gloved finger along his spine as she moves behind him, then stops directly at his exposed rear. Her leather-gloved fingers spread his cheeks without warning.

One slick digit circles his tight hole before pressing inside, twisting and probing deep. Nathan moans as she adds a second finger, scissoring them open and stretching him while his caged cock leaks even more. He pressed back towards her, consenting to everything.

She withdraws her fingers and lines the blunt head of the strapon against his spit-slick hole. Leaning forward, her leather-clad breasts press against his back as she whispers hotly into his ear, "It's time for you to learn your place, bitch."

She pushes forward, the thick shaft breaching his rim and sliding inside inch by inch, stretching him wide around the girth.

Agatha grips Nathan's hips with both leather-gloved hands and drives the thick ten-inch strapon straight into his ass in one long, relentless thrust. The wide head stretches his rim wide open, forcing the full girth deeper until her leather-clad hips slap flush against his cheeks.

Nathan's mouth falls open in a raw moan that echoes through the dungeon as the shaft spears his guts, the sudden fullness making his whole body jolt forward against the bench.

She doesn't pause. Agatha pulls back until only the head remains inside him, then slams forward again, burying every inch with a wet, obscene sound. Each thrust rocks the heavy bench beneath them.

Nathan's moans turn into broken cries of pain, pleasure and consent as she sets a hard, punishing rhythm, the leather shaft pounding deep into his hole without mercy. His caged cock throbs inside the iron, a thick stream of precum already leaking steadily from the tip and dripping onto the stone floor in long strings.

"Take it, bitch," Agatha growls, punctuating each word with a sharp slap of her gloved palm across his ass. The sting blooms hot across his skin. "This hole belongs to me now. Say it."

"Y-yes, Mistress," Nathan gasps between thrusts, voice cracking as the strapon slams back in and knocks the air from his lungs. "My ass... belongs to you."

She answers by fucking him harder, hips snapping forward in powerful strokes that make his entire body shake. The strapon stretches him wider with every push, the thick shaft dragging along his inner walls and hitting deep enough to make his toes curl.

Nathan moans louder, the sound raw and desperate, pain and pleasure twisting together until he can't tell them apart. His ass clenches around the invading length, but she only laughs and slaps his other cheek, leaving a bright red handprint.

"That's right, my little bitch," she snarls, leaning over him so her leather top presses against his back. Her breath ghosts hot against his ear. "Moan for me. Let me hear how much you love getting fucked by your ghost mistress."

She reaches around and gives his balls a firm squeeze, feeling how swollen and tender they are. More precum spurts out at the contact, splattering down his thighs.

Nathan's moans grow louder and more broken as she pounds into him relentlessly. Each thrust forces another gush of precum from the chastity cage, his trapped cock aching and useless while his ass gets used.

The ball weights swing and tug with every impact, adding sharp tugs of pain that only make the pleasure sharper. He pushes his hips back to meet her thrusts, surrendering completely, offering his hole for her to claim.

"Harder, Mistress," he begs, voice hoarse. "Please... use me."

Agatha snarls in approval and grabs a fistful of his hair, yanking his head back as she slams the strapon to the hilt again and again.

The dungeon fills with the wet sounds of her fucking him, the slap of leather on skin, and Nathan's constant, desperate moans of pain and pleasure. His ass gapes slightly each time she pulls out, then stretches wide again as she drives back in.

Precum pours from the chastity cage in a steady flow now, his body completely lost to the overwhelming sensation of being dominated and used.

She slaps his ass again, harder this time, then grips both cheeks and spreads him open so she can watch the thick shaft disappear inside him. "Look at you," she taunts, voice thick with lust. "Leaking like a desperate slut while I wreck your ass. You're mine, bitch. Every inch of you."

Nathan can only moan in response, throat tight, body shaking, completely surrendered as she continues to fuck him without pause, each thrust claiming him deeper.

Nathan’s body jolts forward against the bench, a long, broken moan spilling from his throat as the heavy shaft sinks all the way inside until her hips meet his ass with a firm slap.

She doesn’t give him time to adjust. Agatha draws back until only the head remains inside him, then drives forward again, burying the full length in a single thrust that forces another desperate sound from Nathan’s lips.

Nathan’s moans turn raw and needy, pain and pleasure twisting together until he can’t separate them. His ass clenches around the invading length, but she only laughs and slaps his left cheek, leaving another bright red handprint.

Agatha draws the thick ten-inch strapon out of Nathan’s stretched hole in one long, deliberate pull. The leather shaft leaves him with a wet, obscene plop that echoes off the stone walls. His rim twitches and gapes, clenching around nothing. She slaps his ass hard with an open palm, the crack loud and sharp.

“Good bitch,” she purrs, voice thick with satisfaction. Nathan’s caged cock jerks and leaks another thick string of precum onto the floor. His whole body trembles with the effort of staying still, completely surrendered.

Agatha snaps her fingers. The bench vanishes. Nathan drops forward onto his hands and knees. Thick leather shackles lock around his wrists and ankles, spreading him just enough to keep him crawling.

A heavy collar snaps tight around his throat, the leash already clipped to the front ring. The thick leather penis gag fills his mouth again, forcing drool down his chin in steady streams. The nipple clamps and ball weights remain, tugging with every shaky breath.

She turns and walks away without a word, giving the leash a firm tug. Nathan crawls after her on hands and knees, the ball weights swinging between his thighs, the chastity cage squeezing his aching cock. His ass still throbs from the deep fucking, hole slick and open.

He would follow her to the ends of the earth. He consented to every kinky idea in her head.

They stop in front of a large painting hanging on the dungeon wall. The canvas shows a wide, sunlit ranch with wooden fences, a barn, and rolling fields under a bright sky. Agatha looks down at him, one gloved hand resting on her hip, the other holding the leash.

“Would you like to play there, bitch?” she asks, voice low and commanding.

Nathan nods immediately, eyes wide and desperate. He pushes his forehead to the floor in full consent, drool dripping from the gag.

Agatha smiles, sharp and pleased. She steps forward and walks straight into the painting. The canvas ripples like water. Her tall black boots, leather-clad legs, and swaying strapon disappear through the surface. The leash follows, taut and pulling.

Nathan’s heart hammers. He crawls forward on shaking limbs. His head passes through the painting first. Warm ranch air hits his face. Then his shoulders, chest, and hips follow. The cuffs, collar, and gag remain locked in place as his entire body slides through the canvas and into the painted world.

The dungeon vanishes behind him. He lands on his hands and knees in soft grass, the sun warm on his naked skin. Agatha stands above him, leash in hand, looking down with that same satisfied smile.

“Welcome to my ranch, boy,” she says. “Now crawl.” She gives the leash another tug and starts walking toward the barn, boots crunching on the dirt path. Nathan follows on all fours, completely owned, the weights and clamps still biting, his stretched ass exposed and dripping, every inch of him surrendered to her control.

He is in complete disbelief over what just happened, but will follow Agatha’s lead without hesitation.


Chapter Thirteen

Agatha strides across the sunlit ranch yard with her iron grip locked around the leash, leather boots crunching over the dirt path. The ten-inch strap-on sways at her hips while her tight black leather trousers hug her round ass and the leather top strains over her full breasts.

Nathan crawls naked beside her, wrists and ankles shackled, collar snug at his throat, thick penis gag stretching his mouth. The heavy iron chastity cage swings between his spread thighs with every crawling step, cold metal squeezing his swollen cock while the ball weights tug downward and the nipple clamps pinch harder each time his chest moves. Drool runs steadily down his chin and drips onto the grass.

He cannot believe the painted world has become real, yet every sensation confirms it—the breeze on his bare skin, the ache in his locked shaft, the lingering stretch in his freshly used hole.

He keeps pace without hesitation, eyes fixed on her confident stride and the way her gloved fist never loosens on the leash. There is nothing else he wants. Only her control, her commands, her ownership.

They reach the open doors of the large wooden stable. Sunlight stripes the straw-strewn floor inside. Agatha stops at the threshold, gives the leash one firm tug, and glances down at him. Nathan meets her gaze and nods hard, forehead nearly touching the dirt, making his full consent unmistakable.

Once inside, Nathan sees the reins, bit, and harnesses hanging from the walls exactly as they appeared in the manor paintings. Agatha’s voice carries through the stable. “I haven’t had a chance to do this in over one hundred years.”

She snaps her fingers. Shackles close around his wrists behind his back and another set on his ankles. A thick horse bit fills his mouth, the reins now held in her gloved fist. Her whip cracks across his bare ass.

She adds heavy weights to the chain connecting his nipple clamps and more weights to his balls. The extra pull makes every step a struggle, yet he obeys. Agatha uses the reins to guide him forward, turn left or right, or slow his pace.

Her whip corrects his posture whenever he slouches. She relishes total control while he sinks deeper into submission, leaking steadily inside the iron cage as she leads him out of the barn and onto the winding path around her ranch.

Agatha leads Nathan along the winding dirt path that circles her painted ranch. The reins stay tight in her gloved fist, guiding every step while the heavy crop snaps sharply against his bare ass whenever his posture slips.

"I used to bring every alpha male in town to their knees," she says, voice rich with satisfaction. "Mayors, bankers, strong men who thought they ruled the streets. I locked their cocks in iron, turned them into my submissive beasts, and made them crawl for my pleasure."

Each word lands with the same certainty as the crop striking his reddened skin. Nathan feels the fresh sting bloom across his cheeks, forcing his back straighter, his head higher. The horse bit keeps his jaw stretched wide; drool runs freely down his chin and drips onto his chest.

The extra weights on his nipple clamps and balls swing with every step, pulling and tugging, keeping his focus locked on her control.

Agatha walks with absolute confidence, leather trousers creaking, boots striking the earth in steady rhythm. She tugs the reins left, then right, slowing him or speeding him up as she pleases. Another sharp crack of the crop lands across the underside of his ass. "Perfect posture, beast. Shoulders back. Show me how well you’ve learned."

She continues, excitement threading through her commanding tone. "Over a century since I last broke a man this way, and now I have you. My new toy. My new beast. I’ll tame you just as thoroughly as the others—lock that cock away forever, train every inch of you to obey without hesitation."

Nathan’s cock strains uselessly inside the iron cage, leaking steadily as the memories she paints become his reality. The path stretches ahead under the painted sky, and Agatha keeps him moving, crop ready, reins firm, every snap and tug reinforcing her total, strict ownership.

Agatha turns the pair around with a sharp tug on the reins, leading Nathan back along the dirt path toward the painted stables. Her crop lands repeatedly across his bare ass, each strike sharp and deliberate, driving him forward while his caged cock leaks in steady drips that trail down his thighs.

"Every alpha in town ended up exactly like you," she says, voice thick with pleasure. "Locked, tamed, and trained to serve. I broke their pride and turned them into beasts who begged for more."

The crop cracks again, harder this time, leaving fresh red lines across his skin. Nathan’s posture stays rigid under the constant corrections, the bit stretching his mouth wide as drool spills freely.

The weights on his nipples and balls swing with every step, pulling and aching while his cock strains uselessly inside the iron cage. Agatha walks with unshakeable confidence, boots striking the ground, leather trousers creaking, her large breasts rising and falling with each measured breath. She snaps the crop against his ass once more, then again, keeping him perfectly aligned.

"The full moon is fading," she announces, with sadness in her tone. "We must return before it ends." She gives the reins another firm pull, guiding him straight toward the stable doors.

Nathan’s vision begins to blur at the edges, the painted ranch softening and dissolving around them.

He wakes with a jolt in the four-poster bed, sheets tangled around his legs. The iron chastity cage remains locked tight around his cock, still slick with the evidence of his arousal.

Nathan climbs out of bed on shaky legs and moves to the window. Outside, the moon hangs low, its light fading as the first rays of sunrise creep across the horizon.

He stares at the changing sky, heart pounding, unable to shake the memory of Agatha’s voice, the sting of her crop, and the impossible path they had walked together through the painting.

He wondered why she sounded disappointed at the notion of the full moon ending.


Chapter Fourteen

Nathan watches the pale morning light filtering through the heavy curtains of the master bedroom. The iron chastity cage remains locked tight around his cock, the metal cold against his skin. His ass throbs with a deep, persistent heat from the repeated strikes of Agatha's crop, the flesh still marked in vivid red lines that stretch across both cheeks.

Every step sends a dull ache through his balls where the weights had tugged and pulled, and his nipples sting sharply whenever the fabric of his shirt brushes against the sensitive skin left by the clamps.

He moves slowly through the manor, bare feet padding across creaky floorboards. The rooms feel larger and emptier than before. Paintings of Agatha line the walls in their usual places, her stern gaze following him from every angle, but the air holds no trace of her presence. No perfume, no leather creak, no commanding voice.

He descends the narrow stairs to the dungeon. The heavy oak door at the top swings open without resistance. Torches remain unlit along the stone walls.

The St. Andrews cross stands empty, the bench waits without restraints, and every whip, paddle, cane, clamp, and shackle hangs exactly where he last saw them. The iron cell with its bars sits vacant. Nothing moves. The only sound is the faint drip of water somewhere in the distance.

Nathan walks the length of the hall, checking each corner, each piece of equipment. His voice echoes when he calls out.

"Agatha?"

The word bounces off stone and fades. He tries again, louder this time, the panic rising in his chest.

"Mistress? Where are you?"

Silence answers. The manor feels hollow without her. He climbs back upstairs, moving from room to room, checking the attic, the kitchen, the long gallery. Each call meets the same empty reply. His caged cock twitches uselessly inside the iron, leaking steadily as the memories of her control flood back, but the ghost who delivered those commands is nowhere to be found.

He stops in the main hall, breathing hard, the red welts on his ass burning with every shift of his stance. The full moon has ended. The sun is up. And Agatha is gone.

Nathan's body moved on autopilot through the silent halls, every step a reminder of the iron cage clamped around his cock. The metal pressed tight against his swelling flesh, forcing constant pressure that sent fresh leaks of precum trickling down his thighs.

His ass burned with each shift of his hips, the red welts from her crop throbbing hot and raw. His balls ached deep in their sack, still tender from the weights that had pulled them low. His nipples stayed hypersensitive, stiff and sore beneath his shirt, every brush of fabric making him wince.

He climbed the narrow stairs to the attic, calling her name again and again. "Agatha? Mistress?" His voice cracked in the dusty air. Old trunks, faded portraits, and rusted tools filled the space, but nothing stirred. No leather scent. No commanding presence. Just empty silence.

He searched every floor after that. The long gallery, the bedrooms, the library with its rows of leather-bound books. Each room yielded the same result. Her paintings watched him from the walls, her stern eyes following his every move, but the woman herself stayed gone.

He paused in front of one in the main hall, staring at the way the artist had captured her tall frame in black leather, the crop resting against her boot. His caged cock twitched hard inside the bars, leaking steadily as memories of her voice flooded back.

The ache inside the chastity cage grew unbearable. His thoughts circled only around her. The way she had snapped her fingers to shackle him. The sting of the crop across his ass. The taste of her strap-on forcing down his throat. He needed her. The manor felt wrong without her control.

A sudden idea struck him. He bolted down the stairs to the dungeon, feet slapping stone. The heavy oak door groaned as he pushed through. Torches stayed dark. Equipment hung untouched. He crossed straight to the large painting of the ranch that hung near the back wall.

The scene showed rolling fields, stables, and the path where she had led him on all fours. He raised his hand and pressed his palm flat against the canvas.

Nothing happened. The surface stayed solid and flat. Just paint and cloth. No portal. No ranch. No Agatha.

Nathan's shoulders slumped. He stood there with his hand still pressed to the painting, breathing hard. The loss hit him like a physical blow. She had taken him completely, owned every inch of him, and now she was gone. No trace. No explanation.

His caged cock throbbed uselessly, dripping more precum onto the dungeon floor as grief mixed with desperate arousal. He had lost his mistress, his entire reason for breathing. The manor stood empty around him, and he had no idea how to bring her back.

Nathan wandered into the library with heavy steps, the iron of the chastity cage grinding against his swollen cock with every movement. Precum had soaked through the front of his pants hours ago, leaving a dark stain that clung to his thigh.

His ass still throbbed from the welts Agatha had left, each step pulling the skin tight and sending fresh sparks of pain through his body. He pulled book after book from the shelves, flipping through pages that smelled of dust and old leather, searching for any mention of her name or the manor’s hidden history. Nothing. Just faded text about land deeds and forgotten owners.

He dropped into the leather chair beside the fireplace and stared at the dying embers. The glow painted the room in deep orange and shadow. His mind kept circling the same questions. Had he done something wrong? Had he failed some test she set for him? The ache in his balls grew sharper as he shifted, the chastity cage refusing to give even an inch. He leaned back, eyelids heavy, the warmth from the hearth pulling him toward sleep.

A soft thud broke the silence. A small, thin book slid off the highest shelf and landed on the rug right in front of the fire. Nathan jerked upright. For one heartbeat he expected the sharp crack of her crop across his bare ass, the sting that would follow her silent command. Nothing came. No voice. No leather. No touch.

He bent forward slowly, the chastity cage biting into his flesh as he reached down. His fingers closed around the book. The cover felt warm, almost alive. He straightened, sat back in the chair, and opened it with careful hands.

The first page held only a single line written in elegant, looping script: For the one who still wears my iron. Below it, a small keyhole had been cut into the paper, and through it he could see the faint outline of another page underneath.

The next page showed the same elegant script, the loops and flourishes unmistakable. He knew instantly it belonged to her. Every stroke felt deliberate, commanding, exactly the way her voice had sounded in his dreams.

"Once the full moon fades, my spirit retreats into the walls and cannot manifest again until the next full moon draws near. The iron cage you wear will remain as proof of your devotion, but my touch, my crop, my voice will be absent until then."

The words blurred. Nathan’s vision swam as hot tears welled and spilled down his cheeks. He pressed his palm against the chastity cage, feeling the cold metal bite into his swollen flesh.

The ache in his balls throbbed harder with every heartbeat. He had only just begun to surrender, only just started to feel the full weight of her control, and now the book told him their time was measured by the moon.

He wiped his face with the back of his hand but the tears kept coming. The thought of waiting weeks without her crop cracking across his ass, without her posh voice ordering him to his knees, without the leather of her boots pressing against his lips made his chest tighten. The manor felt colder, emptier. The dying fire popped once and sent up a thin curl of smoke.

Nathan closed the book slowly, clutching it against the front of his pants where the damp spot from his leaking cock had spread. He stared into the embers, shoulders shaking, the iron of the chastity cage pressing tight and unforgiving between his legs. The silence of the library pressed in around him, broken only by the soft crackle of cooling wood and the quiet sound of his own breathing.

Nathan sat on the edge of the bed, the iron cage cold and unyielding between his thighs. The light of the stars poured through the tall window, silvering the wooden floor and the heavy velvet curtains.

His cock strained uselessly inside the metal, the head pressing against the sides with every pulse, leaking steadily. The ache in his balls had become a constant throb that made his breath hitch.

He wiped his wet cheeks with the back of his hand, but fresh tears welled up as the words from the book echoed in his mind. Weeks without her. Weeks without her crop, without her voice, without the weight of her boot on his neck. The thought clawed at his chest.

"I’ll find a way," he whispered into the empty room, voice cracking. "I’ll spend every second with you. Every moment, every dream. I’ll learn every inch of this house, every spell, every secret. I won’t let the moon take you from me again."

His cock twitched hard inside the chastity cage, the metal clicking softly as his shaft tried to swell. A fresh bead of precum dripped from the slit and slid down the side. The pain and the need mixed until he could barely think.

On the far wall hung the large oil painting of Agatha. The tall, imposing woman in black leather stared down at him with that same imperious gaze. As he watched, the painted lips curved upward into a slow, proud smile. The eyes seemed to gleam with satisfaction, as if she had heard every desperate word.

Nathan’s breath caught. He dropped to his knees on the cold floor, staring up at the painting. "Mistress," he breathed, voice thick with tears. "I mean it. I’m yours. Even when you’re gone, I’m still yours."

The chastity cage squeezed tighter around his throbbing cock. Another drop of precum fell to the floor between his spread knees. The moonlight shifted across the painting, and for a moment the leather of her painted jacket looked almost wet, as if she were breathing.

Nathan stayed on his knees, chest heaving, the vow burning in his throat while the proud smile on the canvas remained fixed and knowing.

He had to find a way to be with her every second of every day.


Chapter Fifteen

Nathan moved through the manor like a man possessed, every breath and motion shaped by the single, burning need to prove himself worthy of Agatha.

From the first pale light of dawn until the last shadows swallowed the rooms at night, he worked without pause, driven by the memory of her voice and the weight of the iron chastity cage locked between his legs.

The metal pressed constantly against his cock, squeezing every twitch and swell until the ache became a constant companion. Precum leaked steadily, soaking his shorts and dripping down his thighs as he scrubbed, polished, and restored, but he never stopped to ease the pressure. The discomfort only sharpened his focus. Every throb reminded him who owned him.

He began each morning in the main hall, standing before her largest portrait. Her painted eyes seemed to watch him, and he whispered promises under his breath. "I will make it perfect for you, Mistress."

Then he attacked the work. He climbed ladders to clear decades of cobwebs from the high corners, the chastity cage swinging heavily with every step. He stripped layers of old wallpaper, patched plaster, and applied fresh coats of rich paint that matched the swatches he had found in the attic. Dust vanished under his cleaning cloths.

Broken tiles in the kitchen were replaced one by one. He sanded the grand staircase until the banister gleamed, then stained and polished the wood until it shone like new. Heavy velvet curtains were rehung, silverware polished until it sparkled, and every window washed until sunlight poured through in warm gold streams.

The chastity cage never left his thoughts. His cock tried to harden constantly, swelling against the bars until the ache became a deep, pulsing throb that followed him from room to room. He worked on his hands and knees for hours, scrubbing floors, the metal clicking softly with every movement.

Precum dripped onto the wood he cleaned, but he ignored it, pushing harder, driven by the need to earn her approval. Sweat mixed with the constant leak, soaking his skin as he moved through the house like a man on a mission.

Each time he finished a section, he returned to her paintings. The first smile had already formed on her lips in the main hall portrait. Over the following days, the changes grew clearer. Her head tilted with greater pride.

The leather of her jacket appeared glossier. Her gloved fingers tightened around the crop. In the library, the smaller portrait of her seated in the high-backed chair now showed the corner of her mouth lifted in satisfaction.

In the upstairs hallway, the full-length image developed a knowing smirk. Nathan felt a fresh surge of need every time he noticed the shifts.

He worked faster, scrubbing harder, the chastity cage aching as he crawled across floors on hands and knees, desperate to see more smiles form.

By the end of the first week, nearly every painting had begun to change. The smiles grew more distinct, proud and patient, watching his every move. Nathan pushed himself harder each day, determined to have the entire manor gleaming before the next full moon.

He replaced broken panes, repaired furniture, and restored the kitchen to its former glory. The air smelled of lemon oil and fresh paint instead of mildew. Every room felt lighter, cleaner, more alive under his hands.

Each evening he collapsed onto the bed, body aching from the long hours, cock still straining inside the cage. He lay there staring at the ceiling, listening to the quiet creak of the old house.

The paintings watched him even in the dark. Their smiles remained fixed, promising that his devotion would be rewarded. Nathan kept working. He attacked every remaining task with the same relentless energy, driven by the overwhelming need to prove his love and surrender to the ghost who had claimed him. His cock throbbed constantly, the chastity cage a constant reminder of who he served.

The smiles on the canvases grew clearer with each passing day, and he pushed himself harder, sweat mixing with the constant drip of precum as he restored every inch of Agatha's domain, utterly possessed by the desire to earn her approval and return to her dungeon.

Nathan moved through the manor like a man driven by a single, all-consuming purpose. Every step carried the weight of the iron chastity cage locked around his cock, the metal biting into his swelling flesh as he climbed ladders and crawled across floors.

Precum leaked steadily from the tip, soaking the front of his shorts and trailing down his thighs, but he never paused to acknowledge it. The ache only fueled his obsession. He had to make every inch of the house perfect for her. Agatha. His mistress. His ghost. His reason for breathing.

He started with the windows. One by one he climbed to reach the tall panes in the main hall and upstairs bedrooms. He wiped away years of grime with rags and vinegar until the glass sparkled and sunlight poured through in clean golden beams.

The chastity cage swung heavily between his legs with every stretch and reach, the constant pressure keeping his mind fixed on her. He imagined her standing behind him, crop in hand, watching his every motion with those sharp, approving eyes. "This is for you, Mistress," he whispered to the empty air as he polished each frame.

Next came the mirrors. He carried a bucket of soapy water from room to room, scrubbing the silvered glass until his reflection stared back at him, naked except for the cage and the faint red marks from past punishments.

In the large mirror above the fireplace he paused longer than necessary, turning slightly to admire the way the metal hugged his balls. His cock twitched uselessly inside, leaking another thick drop that slid down the cage and onto the floor. He dropped to his knees at once and wiped it away with his cloth, whispering an apology to the empty room. "Sorry, Mistress. I won't make a mess again."

The fireplaces demanded hours of work. He shoveled out decades of ash and soot, then scrubbed the brick and stone until the original colors showed through. He laid fresh logs in each hearth, arranging them neatly as if preparing for her return.

Every time he bent over the task the chastity cage pressed harder against his thighs, the ache spreading through his groin and making his breath come faster. He pictured her seated in the high-backed chair nearby, legs crossed, leather trousers creaking softly as she watched him labor. The thought made another bead of precum form at the slit of his cock.

When the fireplaces gleamed, he turned to the library. The vast room smelled of old paper and dust. He began at the top shelves, using a tall ladder to reach every book. He pulled each volume down, wiped the covers clean, and returned them in perfect order.

Dust motes floated in the shafts of light from the newly cleaned windows. His arms ached from the repetitive motion, but he kept going, driven by the image of her smile forming on the canvas that hung above the mantel.

The painting of Agatha in her leather jacket and boots had already begun to change. Her lips curved upward now, the corner of her mouth lifted in clear satisfaction as she observed his work.

He moved to the bookshelves themselves next. With a brush and can of varnish he coated every inch of the dark wood, working the liquid into the grain until it shone. The strong scent filled his lungs.

Sweat ran down his back and chest, mixing with the constant drip from his caged cock. He worked on his hands and knees for the lower shelves, the cage clicking softly against the floorboards with every shift of his body.

Each time he finished a section he stood and looked up at her portrait. The smile had grown wider. Her gloved hand seemed to grip the crop more tightly, as if pleased by his dedication.

He dusted every surface in the library after that. He ran a soft cloth over the long reading tables, the leather armchairs, the brass lamps. He vacuumed the thick rugs until the patterns stood out clearly again.

Every speck of dirt vanished under his hands. Throughout the entire process his thoughts never left her. He imagined her voice commanding him, telling him exactly how she wanted each task completed. He imagined her snapping her fingers and shackling him to the St. Andrew's cross for a thorough inspection once the work was done.

The chastity cage grew tighter as his cock tried to swell at the fantasy. Precum soaked through his shorts completely now, leaving a dark wet patch that spread with every movement.

By late afternoon the library looked transformed. Sunlight reflected off the polished mirrors and clean windows, the varnished shelves gleamed, and every book sat perfectly aligned. Nathan stood in the center of the room, breathing hard, body slick with sweat.

He turned slowly, taking in the results of his labor, then walked to the largest painting of Agatha. He dropped to his knees in front of it and pressed his forehead to the floor.

"I did this for you, Mistress," he said quietly. "Every room. Every surface. I want it to be worthy of you."

The painted eyes seemed to watch him with growing approval. The smile on her lips looked almost alive.

He rose and crossed to the small desk near the window where he kept his calendar. The next full moon was marked in red ink, circled several times. He picked up the pen and drew a thick line through today's date.

Only seven days remained. Seven days until she might return. The thought sent a fresh wave of need through him. His cock strained harder inside the cage, the cold iron pressing painfully against the swollen flesh.

Another drop of precum slipped free and landed on the wooden floor. He wiped it away at once with his thumb and licked the digit clean, whispering another apology to the empty air.

Nathan stared at the calendar for a long moment, the red circle seeming to pulse with promise. He could already feel the weight of her leash around his neck, the sting of her crop across his thighs, the tight grip of her leather-gloved hand on his balls. He marked the date with another slash, then closed the book and returned to work.

There were still baseboards to scrub and rugs to beat outside. The manor had to be flawless before she arrived. He would not fail her. Not when her approval was the only thing that mattered anymore.

Nathan dragged himself back inside as the last light faded from the sky. His muscles burned from hours of scrubbing, varnishing, and hauling rugs.

Every step made the heavy cage between his legs swing and press against his swollen flesh. He had spent the entire day on his knees or stretched on ladders, and the constant ache in his locked cock had only grown worse.

Thoughts of Agatha never left him. He pictured her leather-clad form watching every motion, crop ready, eyes sharp with approval. The manor felt alive with her presence now, every polished surface reflecting her power.

He climbed the stairs slowly, legs heavy, shoulders aching. At the top landing he paused before the largest portrait of her. The painted smile had deepened, lips curved in clear satisfaction. He dropped to his knees for a moment, forehead pressed to the floorboards. "This is all for you, Mistress," he whispered. Then he rose and continued to the bedroom.

Once inside he stripped without hesitation. He peeled off his sweat-soaked shirt, kicked away his shorts, and stood naked except for the tight metal cage that gripped his cock and balls. His shaft strained desperately against the iron, the head pressing hard, a steady leak of precum already dripping from the slit and running down the metal.

He was so erect the cage felt painfully tight, the ache spreading through his groin and making his breath catch.

Nathan fell face-forward onto the bed, arms outstretched, body sinking into the mattress. The chastity cage pressed against the sheets, cold metal against hot skin. He closed his eyes and let the exhaustion wash over him, yet his mind stayed fixed on her.

He imagined her standing at the foot of the bed, tall black boots planted wide, leather trousers creaking as she studied his exposed ass and the marks from previous discipline. His cock twitched harder inside the cage, another thick drop of precum soaking into the bedding.

The sharp crack of a riding crop across his bare ass jolted through him. The sting bloomed instantly, a perfect line of fire that made his whole body jerk. Tears sprang to his eyes, but they were tears of pure happiness.

He rolled onto his back at once, heart hammering, searching the room with wide eyes. The space was empty. No figure stood there. Only the faint scent of leather lingered in the air, and the echo of the strike still burned across his skin.

He lay there trembling, face wet, a shaky smile forming on his lips. The full moon was only a week away. Each passing day brought her closer. Soon the manor would be perfect, and she would return to claim him completely.

He could already feel the weight of her leash, the bite of her crop, the command in her voice.

His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily as he whispered into the empty room, "Thank you, Mistress. I can’t wait to see you again"


Chapter Sixteen

Nathan bolted upright the next morning, heart pounding with fresh energy despite the heavy ache still locked inside his chastity cage. Sunlight streamed through the bedroom windows as he sprang from the bed, completely naked, the metal cage swinging between his thighs.

His cock had swollen overnight, pressing hard against the iron metal, and a fresh bead of precum already glistened at the tip. He didn't bother with clothes. Instead he dropped to his knees for a moment, forehead to the floor, whispering, "Thank you, Mistress," before rising to begin his tasks.

He started in the dining room, gathering every piece of tarnished silver. He worked on his knees, polishing each fork, spoon, and candlestick until they shone. The chastity cage tugged and pressed with every movement, keeping him constantly aware of his locked state.

Every few minutes a sharp crack landed across his presented ass from the riding crop that seemed to appear from nowhere. The sting bloomed hot and perfect. He gasped, tears springing to his eyes, but they were tears of joy.

"Thank you, Mistress," he cried out each time, voice thick with devotion. His cock leaked steadily, a thin string of precum dangling from the cage and dripping onto the floor.

When the silver gleamed, he moved to the long hallways. Naked, he bent low to dust and paint the skirting boards, ass pushed out and back arched exactly as she liked. The crop snapped again whenever his pace slowed, striking the same tender spots until they glowed red.

Each strike made him cry out louder, tears rolling down his cheeks while his cock throbbed uselessly inside the chastity cage. "Thank you, Mistress!" he repeated after every lash, the words becoming a mantra that fueled him. His ass burned, his thighs trembled, yet he worked faster, painting with steady strokes and dusting every inch.

Throughout the day the manor echoed with the sound of the crop and his grateful sobs. He paused often before her portraits, looking up with wet eyes. "Thank you so much, Mistress. I miss you so much," he told each painting.

The painted version of Agatha watched him with that strict, proud expression, lips curved in clear approval. Her eyes seemed to follow him, commanding him onward. He felt her presence in every room, guiding his naked body, correcting his posture, and rewarding his tears with another sharp strike when he needed motivation.

By evening his ass was striped and tender, the chastity cage soaked with constant leaking, but he stood straighter, prouder, knowing she was pleased. He whispered one final "Thank you, Mistress" to the largest portrait before heading upstairs, already aching for the next full moon when she would return in full force.

That night Nathan stood naked before the full-length mirror in his bedroom, turning slowly to admire the dozen bright red crop marks striping his ass. Each line stood out vivid against his skin, throbbing with a sweet ache that made his locked cock twitch inside the cage.

A steady drip of precum leaked from the chastity cage, trailing down his thigh as he reached back to trace one of the welts with trembling fingers.

"Thank you, Mistress," he whispered to the empty room, voice thick with longing. He pressed his ass out, presenting it exactly as she had trained him, and watched another bead of clear fluid swell and fall from the cage tip.

The sight of her marks on his body filled him with pride and desperate need. He knew she would return soon, and the thought made his balls tighten painfully against the steel.

Nathan climbed into bed still naked, the chastity cage cool against his skin. He lay on his stomach so the crop marks would not press against the sheets, feeling every sting as a reminder of her control. His cock pulsed uselessly, leaking steadily onto the mattress while he stared at the moonlit window.

"I miss you so much, Mistress," he murmured one last time before closing his eyes.

Nathan drifted into sleep, the red crop marks on his ass still throbbing as he sank deeper into the dream. The world shifted around him, and suddenly he was naked, secured to the St. Andrews cross in the manor's dungeon.

Thick leather cuffs locked his wrists high and wide above his head, while matching restraints held his ankles spread at the base. The cold wood pressed against his chest and thighs, leaving his marked ass completely exposed.

Agatha materialized behind him, her tall black boots clicking on the stone floor. She raised the heavy flogger and brought it down across his ass in a steady rhythm. Each impact sent sharp heat blooming through the welts already there.

"Good boy," she purred, her voice low and commanding. "I've been watching you renovate the manor, scrubbing floors, polishing every surface. Such devotion from my little bitch."

She paused only to reach between his spread legs and attach the ball crushers. The cold metal cups closed around his balls, and she turned the screws slowly.

The pressure built until his balls were crushed in a constant, aching grip. Nathan moaned, the sound mixing pleasure and pain as she laughed softly. "That's it, feel every turn. You consent to all of this, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress, I consent" he gasped, his voice trembling. "Thank you, Mistress."

Agatha tightened the crushers further, wrenching them until his balls throbbed in unrelenting pressure. She watched his body jerk against the cross, amused by every desperate sound.

"Good boy," she repeated, then moved to his chest. She clipped the nipple clamps with small bells onto his sensitive nipples. The bells jingled with every breath and shift of his body.

She stepped around to face him, her leather-clad form towering close. Without warning she spat directly into his face, the warm saliva sliding down his cheek.

"I've been looking forward to this as much as you have," she said with a cruel smile. Then she moved behind him again and resumed the flogging, the flogger's tails raining down on his already striped ass in heavy, rhythmic strikes.

Each blow made the bells on his nipples ring loudly, the sound echoing through the dungeon with every movement. Nathan hung there, balls crushed tight, nipples clamped and jingling, ass burning under the flogger as Agatha continued her work, her laughter filling the space between the impacts.

The dream shifted abruptly. Nathan found himself bent over the padded bench in the dungeon, thick leather straps locking his wrists and ankles down so his ass remained raised and vulnerable.

The chastity cage hung heavy between his spread thighs, already leaking steadily onto the floor. Agatha stood behind him, her massive ten-inch leather strap-on glistening with lube as she lined it up.

She gripped a fistful of his hair and yanked his head back sharply, forcing him to stare straight into the large mirror mounted on the wall. Their eyes met in the reflection—hers cold and commanding, his glassy with desperate need.

"Look at yourself, bitch," she growled, driving the thick strap-on deep into his ass in one smooth thrust. Nathan cried out as it stretched him wide, the pressure intense and unrelenting. She began fucking him hard, each powerful stroke slamming into him while she kept his head pulled back by the hair.

Her free hand came down in sharp slaps across his already marked ass. "That's it, take every inch like the bitch you are," she snarled, punctuating each word with another slap. The bells on his nipple clamps jingled wildly with every thrust.

Tears of love and overwhelming submission welled in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks as he watched himself in the mirror—naked, caged, impaled, and completely owned.

"Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!" he sobbed between moans, his voice breaking. "Please fuck me harder, Mistress! I consent to all of it—use me, ruin me, thank you, Mistress!"

Agatha laughed darkly and slammed into him deeper, her hips snapping forward in a relentless rhythm while she continued slapping his ass. "Beg for more, bitch," she ordered, yanking his hair tighter.

Nathan's tears streamed freely as he obeyed, choking out desperate pleas for more while the massive strap-on pounded his ass without mercy, his body shaking under the dual assault of pain and ecstatic surrender.

The dream dissolved like mist, pulling Nathan into a new scene where he knelt naked on the grass, wrists shackled together in front of him and ankles locked close behind.

The tight chastity cage gripped his cock, a steady drip of precum marking the path as Agatha tugged the leash attached to his collar. Her crop tapped his ass in firm, guiding strikes, forcing his back straight and his head high while she walked him in slow circles around the garden paths.

He glanced up at her tall leather form, boots gleaming, and the words slipped out before he could stop them. "I love you, Mistress. I want to spend every second with you"

Agatha looked down with a knowing smile. "Shush," she said softly. The thick penis gag materialized between his lips, stretching his mouth wide and silencing any further sounds as the straps buckled behind his head.

She resumed leading him, the crop landing with precise taps whenever his posture slipped, until they reached a stone bench beneath the trees.

She sat and patted the ground beside her. Nathan lowered himself to sit like a dog at her feet, knees spread, ass resting on his heels. Her gloved hand settled on his head, fingers stroking through his hair.

"There is one way to allow you to spend every second with me, but it comes at a cost."


Chapter Seventeen

The penis gag disappeared from his mouth as Nathan muffled one single word. "Forever?"

Agatha remained seated on the stone bench, her gloved fingers still resting on his head. She looked down at him with calm authority. "Yes, or until one thousand men have consensually submitted to me.

You can forgo your life and become a spirit like me, submitting to me until my vow is complete, spending every second as my locked submissive."

The words hit him hard. His cock strained inside the iron chastity cage, a thick stream of precum pouring from the tip and dripping onto the grass between his spread knees.

He tried to process the offer—eternal service, permanent denial, total surrender of his mortal existence—and the sheer scale of it made his entire body shake with desperate arousal.

Agatha rose smoothly from the bench. Her tall leather boots planted firmly on the path as she gripped the leash tighter. One sharp tug sent the collar biting into his neck. Nathan scrambled to follow on hands and knees, back arched perfectly, head held high exactly as the crop had trained him.

Each step forward made the shackles on his wrists and ankles clink, the weights on his balls swinging and tugging with every movement.

She walked with measured strides along the garden paths, her crop occasionally flicking out to tap his ass when his posture faltered. He kept his eyes fixed on her powerful form—the polished black leather hugging her curves, the ten-inch strap-on swaying at her waist, the way her boots gleamed under the moonlight.

Every detail of his goddess filled his vision. The leash stayed taut in her iron grip, guiding him without mercy or hesitation.

Nathan crawled beside her, leaking continuously, the chastity cage dripping a steady trail as his mind raced with the impossible choice she had laid before him.

Agatha paused on the moonlit path, the leash taut between her gloved fist and Nathan's collar. She glanced down at him without breaking stride. "I will not accept an answer now. You must prove yourself for months, perhaps years, before I will even consider granting such a gift."

Her words landed like another lash. Nathan's cock surged inside the iron cage, forcing another heavy spurt of precum to splatter across the grass.

He kept perfect posture, back arched, head high, but his mind spun wildly. How could he ever say anything except yes? The idea of eternity as her locked submissive—naked, caged, collared, and always at her boots—made his entire body throb with desperate need.

She led him through the garden gate and across the stone terrace. The manor loomed ahead, its windows glowing faintly. Agatha walked with confident strides, boots clicking on the flagstones.

Nathan crawled beside her, wrists and ankles shackled, the chain between his nipples swinging with every movement. Each tug on the leash reminded him exactly who held control.

They entered through the side door. The air inside smelled of fresh paint and polished wood. Agatha guided him straight to the main staircase, then down the narrow steps that led to the dungeon.

The temperature dropped as they descended. Torch sconces flickered to life at her presence, revealing the stone walls, the St. Andrew's cross, the padded bench, and the wall of crops, floggers, and restraints.

Nathan's thoughts raced faster than his crawling pace. Months. Years. Maybe longer. He pictured himself scrubbing floors, polishing silver, presenting his ass for the crop, sucking her strap-on until his throat ached, all while locked and denied.

The thought of giving up his mortal life to remain her spirit slave potentially forever made the chastity cage leak steadily onto the dungeon floor.

He could already feel the weight of permanent shackles, the constant stretch of the ball weights, the unending ache of denial. Every second spent serving her sounded like heaven.

Agatha stopped in the center of the room and turned to face him. She gave the leash another sharp pull, forcing him to kneel upright at her boots. The crop tapped his chin, lifting his head so he met her steady gaze.

"Kneel here and wait," she ordered. "I want to see how long you can hold this position without moving a muscle. Think about what eternity would truly mean."

Nathan settled into position, knees spread, back straight. His cock pulsed uselessly inside the cage, dripping onto the stone. The only thought repeating in his head was the same single word: yes. He would prove himself. He would endure anything. He would become her eternal locked submissive if she would only allow it.

Agatha returned later and tugged the leash sharply, guiding Nathan across the dungeon floor on his knees. The iron chastity cage clamped his cock in a constant ache.

She stopped beside a sturdy wooden chair fitted with a wide circular hole in the seat. Without a word she unclipped the leash, then locked his wrists and ankles into the heavy shackles bolted beneath the chair. His face was now positioned directly under the opening, neck held by a padded section so he could not turn away.

She stepped over him and lowered herself onto the chair. The tight black leather of her trousers stretched smoothly over her thick, rounded ass as it settled into the hole, filling his entire view.

The scent of polished leather and her warm skin pressed close. Nathan’s breath caught. Her gloved hand reached for a crystal glass of deep red wine already waiting on a small table beside the chair.

"Worship," she said simply, voice low and commanding.

Nathan lifted his mouth to the leather. He pressed slow, reverent kisses along the smooth surface, lips parting to drag his tongue in long, wet strokes. The leather tasted faintly of oil and her body heat.

He kissed again and again, tracing every curve he could reach, sucking gently at the seam where the trousers hugged the cleft of her ass. His tongue worked in devoted circles, pressing harder, licking broad paths across the leather while his nose nuzzled into the warm valley between her cheeks.

Agatha sipped her wine. The glass tilted, the liquid catching the torchlight. She shifted slightly, settling more of her weight onto his face, the leather pressing firmer against his mouth and nose. Nathan moaned softly into the material, the sound muffled.

His tongue pushed upward with renewed hunger, tracing the underside of each cheek, then returning to the center to lap and suck with open-mouthed devotion. Precum leaked steadily from his cage, dripping onto the stone beneath him.

She took another slow sip, the movement of her hips causing the leather to slide across his tongue. Nathan followed every shift, kissing and licking without pause, his entire focus narrowed to the intimate pressure of her ass against his face.

The dungeon air felt thick around them, the only sounds the quiet wet noises of his worship and the occasional soft clink of her glass being set down.

Agatha leaned back slightly, letting more of her weight rest on the chair. Nathan’s tongue worked deeper into the cleft, pressing the leather inward as he kissed and sucked with growing urgency.

His cock throbbed uselessly in the chastity cage, the denial sharpening every sensation. He continued his slow, thorough worship, lips and tongue moving in constant, intimate contact with the leather-covered flesh above him, lost in the closeness and the quiet command of her presence.

Nathan’s eyes fluttered open to the soft gray light of early morning filtering through the heavy curtains of his bedroom. The taste of polished leather lingered on his tongue, rich and warm, as if Agatha’s trousers had only just left his lips.

He licked them slowly, savoring the phantom flavor that clung there, proof that last night had been no ordinary dream.

His cock strained instantly against the unyielding iron of the chastity cage, the familiar ache pulsing through his balls as the metal pressed back against his swelling flesh. Precum already beaded at the tip, threatening to drip down the cold steel.

He lay still for a long moment, letting the memory wash over him. The chair. The hole in the seat. Agatha lowering her thick, leather-covered ass onto his face. The way her weight settled, smothering him in that intimate, commanding pressure while she sipped her wine in perfect calm.

He had kissed and licked with total devotion, tongue working in hungry circles, nose buried in the warm cleft, every stroke of his mouth an act of worship. The taste of leather mixed with her body heat still coated his mouth now, and the thought of it sent another helpless throb through his trapped cock.

A slow, unstoppable smile spread across his face until it felt wide enough to split his cheeks. He finally knew. The offer she had given him in the garden—the choice to become a spirit like her, to submit for as long as it took to fulfill her vow of one thousand men—had crystallized into certainty during the night.

Near forever with Agatha. No more waiting for full moons. No more frantic searches through empty rooms. Just endless nights of her leather, her crops, her voice, her ass pressing down on him while she drank her wine and he worshiped until his tongue ached.

Nathan sat up, the chastity cage swinging heavily between his thighs. The smile refused to fade. He touched his lips again, chasing the ghost of that leather taste, and whispered into the quiet room, “Yes, Mistress. I want to be yours forever.”

The paintings on the far wall seemed to watch him with quiet approval, one of them showing the faintest curve of a proud smile at the corner of Agatha’s painted mouth. Nathan’s cock leaked another slow bead of precum onto the sheets.

He was already counting the days until the full moon, already imagining the moment he would give himself completely so they could be together without end.


Chapter Eighteen

Nathan jolted awake to the sharp crack of leather against his bare ass. The sting bloomed hot across his skin as his eyes flew open. Agatha stood at the foot of the bed, tall and solid in her tight black leather trousers and gleaming boots, crop held loosely in one gloved hand. Her painted lips curved in that familiar, commanding smile.

“Time to get up, boy.”

His cock surged instantly inside the iron chastity cage biting into his swelling flesh as blood rushed south. Precum already slicked the tip. Tears welled in his eyes at the sight of her—real, present, not a dream. He scrambled out of bed so fast the mattress creaked, the cage swinging heavily between his thighs.

Agatha pointed the crop at her boots. “Down.”

Nathan dropped to his hands and knees without hesitation. The wooden floor was cold under his palms. He crawled the short distance and pressed his lips to the polished leather of her left boot, kissing it with desperate, open-mouthed devotion.

His tongue dragged along the curve, tasting the faint tang of polish and the warmth of her presence. He moved to the right boot, kissing and licking in quick, hungry strokes, tears slipping down his cheeks.

“I missed you so much,” he whispered against the leather, voice cracking. “I want to serve you forever—”

The crop came down hard across his ass again, the crack loud in the quiet room. Nathan gasped, the fresh stripe burning.

“Worship,” Agatha said, voice low and firm. “No talking.”

He obeyed instantly, pressing his mouth back to her boots. His tongue worked in long, slow licks along the shafts, lips sealing around the pointed toes to suck and kiss. The cage throbbed with every heartbeat, leaking steadily onto the floorboards beneath him.

He shifted closer, nose brushing the leather as he dragged his tongue higher, tracing the laces, tasting every inch she allowed. Agatha watched him with quiet satisfaction, the crop resting lightly against his reddened ass, ready to strike again if he faltered.

The day unfolded in relentless rhythm. Agatha led Nathan through the manor with the crop never far from his reddened ass. Every time his pace slowed or his focus drifted, the leather snapped down hard, leaving fresh stripes across already marked skin. He worked naked, the iron cage swinging between his thighs, precum dripping steadily onto the floors he scrubbed and the rugs he beat clean.

She pointed the crop at the library shelves. "Dust every book. Top to bottom." Nathan climbed the ladder without hesitation, stretching to reach the highest volumes. The crop struck his ass twice in quick succession when he lingered too long on one shelf.

He yelped but kept moving, tongue pressed to his lower lip in concentration. Each strike sent fresh heat through his body and made his trapped cock throb harder against the unyielding bars.

Down in the kitchen she had him on his knees scrubbing the stone floor with a brush. Agatha stood over him, boots planted wide, crop tapping lightly against her palm. "Faster," she ordered. The leather cracked across his left cheek when he hesitated.

Nathan pushed the brush harder, shoulders flexing, ass raised and presented as she liked. Sweat ran down his back and mixed with the thin lines of precum that escaped the cage.

She moved him to the grand hallway next. "Polish the banister. On your hands and knees." He crawled along the length of it, cloth in hand, working the wood until it gleamed. Agatha followed close behind, the crop delivering sharp reminders whenever his strokes grew lazy.

By midday his ass burned with overlapping welts, each one a fresh reminder of her control. He paused only to press his lips to the toe of her boot when she allowed it, whispering broken thanks before the crop drove him back to work.

The sexual tension never eased. Every glance she gave him, every slow tap of the crop against her thigh, sent another surge of need through his locked cock. He leaked constantly, the chastity cage slick and heavy.

When she bent to inspect his work, her leather-clad breasts brushed his shoulder and he nearly sobbed from the contact. She noticed the fresh drip from the cage tip and brought the crop down once more, harder than before.

"Beg," she said quietly.

Nathan dropped his forehead to the floor between her boots. "Please, Mistress. Let me serve you. Let me prove I’m yours. I need to please you more than anything."

Agatha smiled, the expression sharp and satisfied. She pressed the sole of her boot to the back of his neck, holding him there for a long moment while the crop rested across his burning ass. Then she lifted her foot and pointed toward the next task.

The afternoon stretched on in the same pattern—chores, corrections, worship, and the constant ache of denied release. Nathan’s devotion only grew with every stripe and every order.

By evening his body trembled from exhaustion and arousal, yet he still crawled to her boots the moment she snapped her fingers, pressing desperate kisses to the leather while fresh tears tracked down his cheeks.

Agatha watched him with quiet pride, crop resting lightly against his upturned ass, ready to strike again at the first sign of faltering.

Agatha marched Nathan down the narrow stone steps into the manor’s dungeon, the crop snapping against his already striped ass with every faltering step. The iron chastity cage swung heavily between his thighs, dripping a steady trail of precum onto the cold stairs behind him. At the bottom she pointed to the heavy wooden St. Andrew’s cross bolted to the wall. “Up.”

Nathan climbed onto the cross without hesitation, spreading his arms and legs wide. Agatha fastened the thick leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, buckling them tight until he was completely immobilized, body presented and vulnerable.

She stepped back to admire the sight—his red, welted ass, the locked cock leaking steadily, the way his muscles trembled with anticipation.

She retrieved the ball crushers from the rack and knelt between his spread thighs. The cold metal cups closed around his trapped balls, and she began tightening the screws with deliberate slowness. Nathan gasped as pressure mounted, his balls compressed between the plates.

“Tighter, Mistress,” he begged, voice hoarse. “Please, make them hurt more.” Agatha smiled and gave each screw another full turn, watching his face contort while his caged cock twitched and leaked harder.

Next came the nipple clamps. She pinched each nipple into stiff peaks and attached the heavy clamps, letting the chain swing between them. Nathan moaned at the sharp bite, then moaned louder when she gave the chain a sharp tug. “Thank you, Mistress,” he gasped. “I love it. I consent to it. I want more.”

Agatha picked up the heavy flogger. She positioned herself behind him and began laying steady, measured strokes across his ass and upper thighs. The leather tails thudded and stung, layering fresh heat over the crop welts.

Nathan’s body jerked in the cuffs with each impact, but he pushed his ass back as far as the restraints allowed. “Harder, please,” he begged. “I consent to everything. I want you to own me. I need it.”

She increased the pace, the flogger cracking loudly in the stone room while his ass turned a deeper shade of red. Precum ran in a thin stream from the cage tip onto the floor. When his begging grew louder she snapped her fingers.

A thick penis gag materialized between his lips, the realistic shaft stretching his mouth wide. She buckled it behind his head, muffling his desperate sounds to wet, needy whimpers.

Agatha set the flogger aside and selected the long, thin wooden cane. She tapped it lightly against his burning cheeks, letting him feel the smooth wood. Then she drew it back and brought it down in a crisp, vicious stroke across both ass cheeks.

The crack echoed through the dungeon. Nathan’s entire body convulsed in the cuffs, a fresh stripe blooming white then red. She delivered another, then another, painting parallel lines across his already punished flesh while he moaned around the gag and leaked helplessly onto the stones below.

Agatha snapped her fingers. Nathan blinked and the world shifted. He found himself bent over the padded bench in the center of the dungeon, wrists and ankles locked into thick leather cuffs that held him spread and helpless. His ass cheeks were already marked from the cane, the skin hot and throbbing, presented perfectly for whatever she chose next.

She stepped in front of him, the massive ten-inch leather strap-on jutting from her hips. She removed the gag from his mouth, and without a word she grabbed a fistful of his hair and shoved the thick head between his lips. The realistic shaft stretched his mouth wide as she drove it deep, the tip hitting the back of his throat. Nathan gagged around the girth but pushed forward eagerly, saliva dripping down his chin.

She face-fucked him with steady, powerful thrusts, burying the strap-on to the hilt each time. Every withdrawal left strings of spit connecting his lips to the shaft. She pulled it free with a wet pop, then slapped both cheeks hard with the heavy length, the wet leather smacking against his face.

"My bitch," she growled, voice low and commanding. "Look at you, drooling for it."

She strolled around behind him, boots echoing on the stone. Her gloved hands gripped his hips, and without warning she drove the thick strap-on straight into his ass. The sudden stretch forced a long, broken moan from his throat as the entire length sank deep inside him.

She started fucking him hard, hips snapping forward, each thrust burying the full ten inches and making his caged cock swing and leak onto the bench beneath him.

"Mine," she said, voice steady as she pounded into him. "This ass belongs to me. This body belongs to me. You belong to me."

Nathan moaned louder with every brutal thrust, body rocking in the restraints, ass clenching around the invading shaft while fresh welts from the cane burned under her grip. She fucked him relentlessly, claiming him with every stroke, his moans echoing through the dungeon as she took what was hers.

Agatha slapped his ass hard with each thrust, the sharp cracks mixing with the wet sounds of the strap-on driving deep. Nathan's moans turned desperate, his body shaking with the force of her fucking.

Every slap sent fresh heat blooming across his marked skin, pushing him deeper into submission as he leaked steadily from the iron cage, desperate to prove himself worthy of her eternal ownership.

He wanted this forever. Her control. Her dominance. He consented to all of it.

He had to come up with a way to prove to her that he was worth becoming one of her eternal submissives as part of her vow to not rest until she has claimed one thousand submissives.


Chapter Nineteen

Agatha lounged in the high-backed leather chair, one leg crossed over the other, her polished black boots planted firmly on Nathan's bare back. The iron shackles linking his wrists and another set linking his ankles kept him locked in position on all fours.

His collar sat snug against his throat, the attached leash dangling uselessly to the floor. He remained motionless, exactly as she had ordered, muscles trembling from the strain of holding still while her weight pressed down through her heels.

The fire crackled softly behind her, casting flickering shadows across the library walls lined with ancient books. She turned a page with deliberate slowness, her gloved fingers tracing the text as if nothing else in the room existed.

Beneath her boots, Nathan's skin burned with the imprint of her soles, every breath he took shallow and controlled so he would not disturb her.

His locked cock throbbed inside the iron chastity cage, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping from the tip and forming a small puddle on the rug beneath him. The ache had become constant, a low throb that matched the rhythm of his heartbeat.

He could feel every shift of her weight, every subtle adjustment of her boots as she read, and the knowledge that she was using him purely as furniture sent fresh waves of need through his body.

Agatha reached down without looking and ran the tip of her crop along the curve of his ass, tracing the fresh cane welts from the night before. She pressed just hard enough to make him flinch, then resumed reading as if the contact had been incidental. Nathan bit back a whimper, his cock twitching harder in its prison, another thick drop of precum sliding free.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. The only sounds were the turning of pages, the occasional pop from the fire, and the quiet, wet sound of his leaking chastity cage.

She shifted her boots slightly, grinding one heel into the small of his back, and he felt the leather creak against his skin. The pressure forced him lower, his face closer to the floor, but he held the position without complaint.

"Good boy," she murmured finally, her voice low and approving. She did not look up from her book. "Stay exactly like that until I finish reading."

Nathan's breath hitched. The praise washed over him like heat, making his caged cock jerk and leak even more. He focused on remaining perfectly still, every inch of him dedicated to being the perfect footrest for his mistress.

The sexual tension hung thick in the air between them, unspoken but overwhelming, as she continued reading and he continued to suffer beautifully beneath her boots.

Nathan's jaw worked as he tried to form the words, the ache in his throat and the constant pressure of the collar making speech difficult. "Mistress... I want to spend eternity with you. I want to take the vow. Please, let me be yours forever."

Agatha did not look up from her book. "Shhh," she said softly, then snapped her fingers. The thick penis gag materialized instantly between his lips, the wide shaft sliding deep into his mouth and locking behind his teeth.

The straps tightened around the back of his head, forcing the rubber cock to press against his tongue. A small muffled sound escaped around the gag, but nothing coherent.

She continued reading without another word, her boots still resting heavily on his back. The fire popped and crackled. Nathan's cock leaked steadily inside the cage, a fresh stream of precum dripping onto the rug.

The gag filled his mouth completely, saliva already beginning to pool at the corners of his lips. He stayed perfectly still, every muscle locked in position while the sexual tension thickened around them.

Several minutes passed. Agatha turned another page, then another. Her heel pressed down a little harder into the small of his back, the leather sole warm against his skin. Nathan's breathing stayed shallow and controlled, the gag stretching his jaw and keeping every sound trapped inside him.

Finally she closed the book and set it aside. Her gloved hand reached down and stroked the top of his head once.

"I have enjoyed our time together immensely," she said, her voice calm and measured. "You have proven yourself as a submissive. If this time next year you still feel the same, I will allow you to take the vow and become my first submissive until my own vow is complete."

Nathan's eyes filled instantly. Tears spilled down his cheeks, running hot over the gag straps. A broken, grateful sound vibrated around the thick shaft in his mouth. His body trembled beneath her boots, the iron cage between his legs twitching hard as another thick drop of precum fell to the floor.

The joy hit him like a wave, overwhelming and raw, and he cried harder, shoulders shaking while she watched him with quiet satisfaction.

Agatha snapped her fingers once more. The library vanished. Nathan’s body jerked as the world shifted, and suddenly he was hogtied on the cold stone floor inside the narrow cell. On one side, thick iron bars ran from floor to ceiling with no door, only the solid bars sealing him in.

His wrists were bound tightly behind his back, ankles drawn up and lashed to his wrists, forcing his chest and cock cage to press against the floor. The thick dildo gag filled his mouth completely, the shaft stretching his jaw and pressing down on his tongue. Drool already leaked from the corners of his lips.

He lay there helpless, every muscle straining against the ropes. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel chastity cage, a steady stream of precum dripping onto the stone. The only light came from a single torch flickering outside the bars. He could not move more than an inch in any direction.

All he could think about was her. Spending every second of his existence with Agatha. Serving her. Crawling at her boots. Stepping through paintings with her, following her into whatever world she chose. The thought made his body tremble.

He moaned around the dildo gag, the sound wet and muffled, saliva running down his chin. His hips twitched uselessly, the cage biting into his swollen flesh as another thick drop of precum fell.

He pictured her riding crop striking his ass while he crawled beside her through the ranch stables. He pictured her leather-gloved hand gripping his leash as they stepped from one painting into another, her boots clicking on marble floors or wooden planks.

He pictured himself hogtied exactly like this, waiting for her to decide when to use him next. Every thought circled back to the same desperate need: to belong to her completely, forever.

Nathan’s eyes closed, tears mixing with the drool on his face. The ropes held him tight. The bars kept him trapped. And inside his mind he kept repeating the same silent vow: every second, every breath, every moment of his existence belonged to Mistress Agatha.


Chapter Twenty

Agatha stood over him in the torch-lit dungeon, one year of relentless training etched into every inch of her presence. Her long blonde hair cascaded over the high collar of her tight black leather outfit.

The leather corset cinched her waist and thrust her breasts upward, the smooth material gleaming under the flickering light. Knee-high boots with polished steel toes and sharp heels planted firmly on the stone. In her right hand the riding crop rested, its leather tip already warm from repeated use.

Nathan knelt naked before her on hands and knees, the steel chastity cage locked tight around his cock and balls. His body bore the marks of countless sessions—faint red lines across his ass, faint bruises on his thighs, the collar locked around his throat with her initials engraved on the front plate. A thin leash ran from the collar to her gloved left hand.

He pressed his lips to the toe of her left boot, kissing the leather with slow, reverent pressure. His tongue followed, licking along the seam where the leather met the sole. The taste of polish and leather filled his mouth. His hips shifted slightly, the cage pressing against his swollen flesh as another bead of precum formed at the tip.

Agatha raised the crop. It cracked down across both cheeks of his ass with a sharp, stinging snap.

"One. Thank you, Mistress," Nathan said, voice steady despite the burn.

The crop rose and fell again, striking the same spot with precise force.

"Two. Thank you, Mistress."

Each strike landed with measured intensity. The leather tip kissed his skin again and again, building a steady rhythm. Nathan kept his lips moving, kissing and licking the boots between counts. His ass grew warm, then hot, the skin flushing darker with every blow.

"Three. Thank you, Mistress."

"Four. Thank you, Mistress."

"Five. Thank you, Mistress."

The crop continued its work. By the tenth strike his voice remained clear, but his breathing had deepened. By the twentieth his ass glowed a deep red, the individual welts beginning to overlap.

He never stopped worshipping the boots. His tongue traced the stitching along the sides, his lips pressing kisses to the instep and the heel. The leash stayed taut in her grip, keeping his head low and focused on the leather.

"Twenty-one. Thank you, Mistress."

"Twenty-two. Thank you, Mistress."

Agatha watched him with cool satisfaction, her perfect lips curved in a small smile. The crop never paused. Each impact echoed off the stone walls. Nathan’s cock strained uselessly inside the cage, a steady drip of clear fluid falling to the floor between his knees. His balls ached from the constant denial, but the pain only sharpened his focus on her boots and her commands.

"Thirty. Thank you, Mistress."

"Thirty-one. Thank you, Mistress."

By the fortieth strike his ass was a solid sheet of red, the skin hot to the touch. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, yet his voice stayed obedient and clear. He kissed the toe of her right boot now, moving between both feet as the crop continued to fall.

"Forty. Thank you, Mistress."

"Forty-one. Thank you, Mistress."

"Forty-two. Thank you, Mistress."

"Forty-three. Thank you, Mistress."

"Forty-four. Thank you, Mistress."

"Forty-five. Thank you, Mistress."

Nathan remained on hands and knees, forehead resting against the leather of her boot, breathing hard. The leash kept him in place. His ass throbbed with heat, the welts already rising. Agatha lowered the crop and rested the tip against the back of his neck, a silent reminder of her control.

He stayed perfectly still, waiting for her next command, every thought centered on serving her for the rest of his existence.

Agatha raised the crop once more. The leather tip whistled through the air and landed with a sharp crack across the center of his already burning ass. Nathan’s voice cracked slightly as he spoke. "Forty-six. Thank you, Mistress."

The next strike followed immediately, the crop biting into the same swollen flesh. "Forty-seven. Thank you, Mistress."

His cock strained harder inside the iron cage, the metal bars pressing against the swollen head. Clear fluid poured steadily from the tip, forming a small puddle on the stone between his knees. His balls ached with the constant pressure of denial. Another strike landed. "Forty-eight. Thank you, Mistress."

The crop rose and fell again, the impact sending fresh heat through his ass. "Forty-nine. Thank you, Mistress."

Agatha paused for a single heartbeat, then delivered the final blow with full force. The crop snapped across both cheeks, leaving a deep red welt that overlapped the others. Nathan’s voice came out hoarse. "Fifty. Thank you, Mistress."

He remained on hands and knees, forehead pressed to the toe of her boot, his entire body trembling. The iron chastity cage continued to leak, a steady stream of precum dripping from the front. Tears welled in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks as he lifted his head to look at her.

Agatha’s gaze shifted upward and she snapped her fingers. Nathan’s vision blurred and suddenly they were in the garden underneath the full moon. The moonlight caught on her long blonde hair and the polished leather of her corset.

"It is time," she said, her voice low and commanding. "Make your vow."

Nathan’s tears flowed freely now. He looked from her beautiful face to the moon above, then back to her again. His voice shook with emotion and devotion.

"I consent to being your full-time submissive until your vow to dominate one thousand men has been fulfilled. I give myself to you completely. My body, my obedience, my service—everything belongs to you until that vow is complete."

Agatha smiled down at him, a proud and satisfied expression that made her eyes gleam. She rested the tip of the crop against his collar, the leather leash still taut in her gloved hand.

Nathan stayed on his hands and knees, the iron cage dripping steadily, his ass throbbing from the fifty strikes, his heart completely surrendered to her.

Agatha slid the crop into a loop on her leather corset and reached down to remove the old leash before clipping a new silver leash to his collar before she gave it a firm tug.

His spirit form slid forward out of his physical body, leaving the flesh-and-blood form limp on the ground behind him.

She turned without a word and started walking toward the manor. The leash pulled taut. Nathan crawled after her, the iron chastity cage swinging heavily between his thighs.

Every few steps she flicked the crop back without looking, the leather tip cracking sharply across his bare ass. He flinched and crawled faster, tears of pure happiness sliding down his cheeks.

His cock throbbed inside the chastity cage, leaking steadily as he followed the sway of her leather-clad hips. The manor doors opened on their own when she approached. She led him straight inside, down the long corridor, and into the dungeon.

The heavy door closed behind them with a solid thud. Agatha stopped in the center of the dungeon, turned, and looked down at her new submissive still on his hands and knees.

It was time for a long session in the dungeon.


Epilogue

Ethan stopped the engine and stepped out of the truck into the late afternoon. At twenty-three he still moved with the loose, confident stride of someone who had just cashed out of crypto at the right moment and was now standing in front of his own manor for the first time.

The building rose in front of him, tall windows catching the sun, paint faded but intact, every shutter straight. The realtor had called it turn-key; the price had been almost insulting after the previous owner dropped dead in the garden. Ethan had wired the money the same week his last wallet cleared.

He walked the gravel drive without hurry, hands in his pockets, taking in the wide lawn and the dark line of trees beyond.

Ethan pulled his phone from his pocket, thumb tapping the screen. The small plug buried in his ass hummed to life, sending steady pulses through his core. He shifted his stance on the gravel, letting the sensation settle before grabbing the two suitcases—one packed with clothes, the other stuffed with every sex toy and restraint he owned.

He carried them up the short path, the vibration inside him growing more insistent with each step. At the door he set one case down, fished the heavy iron ring of keys from his jacket, and slid the longest key into the lock. The mechanism turned with a solid click. Ethan pushed the door open, picked up the suitcase again, and crossed the threshold into the cool, dim entryway of his new house.

He set both cases on the floor and looked around. Directly beside him, a large oil painting of the original owner dominated the wall. Agatha.

She stood in full leather, crop in hand, eyes sharp and commanding. The plug in his ass suddenly buzzed harder, the rhythm shifting into deeper, rolling waves. Ethan’s breath caught.

“Damn,” he muttered, staring at the portrait. “She looks like a dominatrix. Wish you were around to dominate me.”

He didn’t notice the faint change in the painting—Agatha’s painted lips curving into a small, knowing smile.
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Reviews make a huge difference for indie authors like me.

Thank you.
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