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Chapter 1 – Richard Meets the Amazon
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Richard rapped twice on the front door. The old knocker sounded heavier than it should have, dull iron thudding against wood. He glanced over his shoulder, nerves prickling at the silence of the street. No light in the windows, no sound inside. 

The latch turned. The door eased open. A woman stood there, wrapped in a long black coat that caught at her calves. Her hair, pale blonde and braided, hung thick over one shoulder. She smiled at him in a way that put no warmth behind it, only curiosity.

“You’re Richard,” she said, not asking.

He cleared his throat, trying to muster confidence. “That’s right.”

She looked him up and down, lips curling at the corners. “You’re early. But she likes eagerness.”

Richard opened his mouth, ready to correct her, but she leaned against the doorframe, cutting him off with a lazy wave of her hand.

“Go round to the back. The door’s open. She’s expecting you.”

Her eyes lingered on him a second longer, as if measuring him for something he hadn’t agreed to. Then she shut the door, leaving him on the step, pulse quickening. He didn’t know who she was, but the way she’d said she’s expecting you burrowed into his skull.

Richard circled the house. Sure enough, the back door stood cracked, darkness yawning inside. He hesitated only long enough to remind himself why he’d come: to see if the stories were true, to prove he could walk into Charlotte’s lair and leave with a smirk instead of scars.

He pushed inside.

The room swallowed him whole.

Only a handful of recessed red bulbs lit the space, their glow bleeding across the cavernous walls. Chains draped like jewellery, every link polished and waiting. Velvet ropes hung from hooks, their fibres thick and inviting. In the far corner, a Saint Andrew’s Cross leaned forward like a sentinel.

The stories hadn’t exaggerated.

Richard stepped deeper, his shoes near silent on the stone. His chest tightened with excitement. He had found the forbidden place at last, Charlotte’s domain, whispered about in half-mad tones by those who claimed to have visited and survived.

Something shifted behind him. The back door slammed shut. Before he could turn, an arm looped around his throat. Hard leather cinched tight, cutting his breath short and snapping him off balance.

Instinct took over. He lashed out with an elbow, connecting with something solid. A grunt followed. Then a laugh.

Feminine. Rich. Mocking.

“Cute,” a voice purred at his ear. “Think you can fight me, little man?”

The choke pulled tighter, dragging him backward. A body crashed into his, heavier, stronger, grinding him down to the floor. His knees smacked stone. Hands seized his wrists. Rope slithered around them like living snakes, the knots cinching with cold precision.

Richard tried to shout, but a thick cloth bag dropped over his head, drowning him in black. A boot pressed against his spine, pinning him without effort. His muscles strained, but she worked fast, binding his elbows, his arms, his legs. Every knot landed with finality.

“You really thought this would go your way?” Her voice licked over him, slow and amused.

He snarled into the bag, thrashing. Nothing moved her.

Light returned in a sudden sting as the hood ripped off. Richard blinked, eyes adjusting to crimson glow.

She stood before him.

Charlotte.

Six and a half feet, boots gleaming up to her thighs, leather pants clinging to legs built like pillars. A black corset clutched her torso, its laces straining against the weight of her breasts. Her skin glistened faintly under the red bulbs, brown hair spilling in loose waves around her shoulders.

Her eyes trapped him. Green, hungry, playful in the way of a predator already bored with the chase.

She crouched, her lips shining, one gloved hand trailing down his cheek, then to the collar she had buckled at his throat.

“Breaking into my dungeon. Bold.”

Richard tried to answer. Her finger pressed against his lips.

“No. You don’t speak yet. You kneel.”

She yanked the rope binding his arms upward, arching his back, forcing him up onto his knees. The rope across his chest pulled tight, displaying him like an offering.

Charlotte circled him slowly. The sound of her boots echoed, deliberate, each step a reminder of her size. She stopped behind him.

Fingers slid into his waistband.

With one jerk, she stripped him bare.

“Let’s see what you thought would impress me.”

His cock, traitorous, already stirred, throbbing in the open air. She crouched in front again, wrapped one hand around the base, and gave it a single slow stroke.

“Already hard.” Her tongue clicked. “Predictable.”

She let go. He twitched, humiliatingly eager for her hand again.

Charlotte rose, walked to a rack, and came back holding something delicate in one hand. She dangled it from two fingers, then pressed it to his face.

Black panties, sheer and damp at the crotch.

Her scent filled him, raw and musky. Before he could turn away, she shoved them into his mouth, filling it with the damp lace. He tasted her on his tongue as she knotted cloth round his head, pinning them tightly in place.

“There. Better.” She smiled down. “I like silence.”

A rigid posture collar followed. She clamped it tight at the back of his neck, locking his chin high, spine forced into submission. Helpless. On display.

Then she toppled him sideways. Ankles bound, calves lashed to thighs, thighs bound to chest. A perfect hogtie, ass raised, cock crushed against his stomach.

She straddled his lower back, her weight pressing him down.

“All this muscle,” she murmured, lips brushing the back of his neck before kissing it softly. “All these good intentions. And none of it matters.  Have you ever fully submitted to a woman, little man?”

Her gloved hand slipped between his legs, fondling his balls, then teasing lower, fingertip pressing at the edge of his rim.  He jerked violently, muffled moans spilling into the gag.

“I’ll take that as a no,” she whispered. Her other hand pinched his cock through the ropes, sudden and sharp.

“Not yet,” she told him. “You earn pleasure here.”

One knot after another loosened as she released him, only to haul him upright by the collar and drag him toward a heavy chair in the centre of the dungeon. He stumbled, wrists still bound, gag choking every breath.

She pushed him into the chair.  From another hook she plucked lace. Pink panties. A garter belt. Stockings.

“You’ll look so pretty,” she crooned.

He shook his head frantically, trying to resist. Futile. Her grip was unshakable.

Piece by piece, she dressed him. Panties up over his thighs, soft and shameful against his cock. Garter tugged tight, stockings rolled smooth and snug.

When she finished, she stepped back, hands on her hips, admiring her doll.

“Oh, you are pretty.”

He glared at her, cheeks burning, humiliation searing every nerve.

She only smiled wider.

From the wall she retrieved her next toy. The gleam of rubber caught the red light. The strapon jutted forward from her hips, thick and obscene.

She mounted the chair, one boot on the cushion, the massive shaft slapping lightly against his cheek. She pulled the knotted cloth gag down, around his throat, and pulled out the now-sodden panties, dropping them on the floor as he clenched his jaw shut.

“Open.”

He kept his mouth closed.

Her hand gripped his hair, yanking his head back. The rubber tip pressed against his lips.

“I said open.”

He obeyed, lips parting grudgingly.

She pushed. Slow. Steady. The head slid over his tongue, deeper, stretching him until it nudged the back of his throat.

He gagged, throat clenching.

“There you go,” she purred, hips grinding forward, holding him in place. “Stretch for me.”

She began to thrust. Slow at first, then deeper, each stroke claiming more of him. His jaw ached. Saliva ran down his chin. His eyes watered as the dildo filled him again and again.

Charlotte fucked his mouth as though it were hers by right.  When she pulled free, he gasped desperately, spit hanging in strings.  She slapped his cheek with the rubber shaft.

“Good boy.”

Before he could recover, coughing and spluttering, she hauled him down, pushed him forward onto the floor, and bound him again, hogtied, face against the stone, ass raised high.

She knelt behind, pressing the strapon’s slick head against his rim, not entering yet but keeping up an unyielding pressure that he couldn’t escape as she drizzled cold lube from a bottle over her cock and his ass.

“Beg,” she whispered.  He just groaned into the floor.

“Beg.”

“P-please... fuck me,” he gasped.

She pushed forward, the head creeping inside, opening his ass. Just enough to make him shudder.

“More,” she demanded.

“I want it, goddess, please fuck my ass. I want all of it.”

Her hips eased forwards, not fast but inexorable, splitting him open and filling him, burying the red rubber deep inside him.

His scream bounced off stone.

Charlotte gripped his thighs, pulling him back against her rhythm. Each thrust shook his body, shoved him against the floor, left him moaning helplessly.

“You’re mine now,” she hissed, dragging her hand beneath him to pump his cock in time with her brutal pace.

Richard sobbed, body straining, already close to the edge.

Her grip tightened.

“Not yet.”

She stopped. Left him shaking, desperate.

The game had only begun.
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