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  Summary


  Her Secret Dungeon


  She knows what she wants. Today, it’s time.


  She’s never met a girl she couldn’t break, and her newest prize is no exception. She’s beautiful. Spirited. Will this new girl be a keeper, or will she become just a toy, like all the others?


  This erotic story is 3500 words (14 pages) long, and is suitable for reading in a single session.


  Warnings: lesbian kidnapping fantasy, female domination, bondage, strap-on, oral, anal. Contains very strong language and explicit sexual content between adults aged 18 and over. Adult-only themes may offend or disturb some readers.


  Her Secret Dungeon is recommended for daring readers who love lesbian kidnapping fantasies.


  


  Her Secret Dungeon


  She’s seated at a café, hair swept back, strands twirling around her fingers as she talks, her gaze earnest and direct. Her friend laughs at a joke she’s made, and leans in, crumbs of cake dripping from his fork as he raises it forward. She parts her lips, and takes the offering, sugar dusting the corners of her mouth.


  She’s holding his hand on the porch, planting a kiss goodbye on his cheek. Her lipstick stains him, a plum-coloured splodge of lines and whorls. Her door opens, and I step out from behind its frame. She opens her mouth to scream, and my hand closes over her jaw. Now I, too, am marked; lipstick smears across my palm as she struggles to breathe, fingers curled into claws and scratching at my face.


  Her nails are like razors, acrylic and painted purple, the edges deceptively sharp. Blood trickles down my cheek. It’s nothing.


  I shift my grip for a better angle, and stab her in the neck. Liquid fire fills her veins as I squeeze down on the trigger, a pinprick of blood welling up as the needle leaves her skin. The effects happen slowly; her eyes mist over, hands falling limp by her sides. She collapses into my arms, her body slumping forwards.


  She’s in the back of my van, hair falling over her face, her chest gently moving with her breath. I sweep her fringe to one side, and she sighs in her sleep.


  When we’re home, when we’re safe, she opens her eyes and inhales to scream, her voice muffled and incoherent.


  “It’s all right,” I tell her. “You’re going to be all right.”


  She doesn’t believe me now, but she will.


  *


  It took me a while to find her. I’m always looking for certain qualities. It wasn’t so much a look that had to be specific, but her needs, her expectations. A certain amount of malleability was essential, but too much would bore me.


  I’d watched her for months, but she’d never seen me, I think, before the accident.


  I was late on the scene. The police came first, lights blazing on their cars, traffic cones blocking the street. I stepped out of the ambulance, and my heart stopped when I saw the drivers.


  I reached her before anyone else, ignoring the other bystanders. “Are you hurt?” I asked. She was standing, tears making wet paths down her face, hands shaking and streaked with blood.


  “She’s gone,” she kept repeating, as I sat her down and tweezed shards of ceramic from her hands.


  “She’s gone. She’s gone. She’s gone.”


  A drunk driver had swerved into her passenger’s side, damaging both cars. No fatalities, except a single urn of granny’s ashes that she’d been bringing home from the crematorium.


  Her car was a mess. The police had to drive her home, helping her with the seat belt as she fumbled with her bandaged fingers. Ash clung to her dress, and grains danced in the air as a breeze swept along, raising her skirt until I could see the inner line of her thighs.


  There’s something so stark about grief, so beautiful. Watching her, with tears and snot dripping down her face, hands clutching at the flakes of ash and skin, I just knew it:


  She was the one.


  “You’ll always have your grandmother,” I told her as they closed the door, sealing her into the police car, “in your heart.”


  She looked at me, and said nothing.


  *


  She is wet. Wet enough for me to slide two fingers into her without meeting much resistance.


  “Are you comfortable?” I ask.


  She can’t respond, but blinks, hard, tears welling at the corners of her eyes.


  I remove my fingers and taste her, running my tongue over the smooth satin of her slit, finding the gentle rise of her pearl. She hisses at me, like a cat, but I tease and tease until her little nub is hard and swollen, exposed to my touch.


  These are the good times.


  *


  At first, she pleads.


  “Please don’t hurt me. Please don’t kill me. I’ll do anything. Please let me go. Please, please, please.”


  After a few days, she gets on to the screaming, shouting abuse that makes me colour on her behalf.


  “Don’t you know who I am? The police will be looking for me, you sicko! I hope you rot in prison forever! I hope you get cancer and your tits fall off and you die of fucking aids from the fucking dykes who fuck you every night in your sad little cell, you monster!”


  It’s okay. I’ve heard it all before.


  *


  Wednesday is story time.


  “How old were you when you first had an orgasm?”


  She looks at me, eyes red.


  “Use your fingers,” I say.


  Her index taps against her thigh. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six.


  “Were you at home? One tap for yes. Two taps for no.”


  Her finger moves, once, then stills.


  “Did anyone catch you?”


  She tries to move her head. Strands of her hair catch on the metalwork surrounding her, and I have to free them, before they rip loose from her scalp.


  “Two for no,” I remind her.


  She makes a gurgling noise in her throat. Sometimes the most innocuous question can set them off.


  “You have to be honest with me. Have you forgotten?”


  It’s too late. She screams around her gag, twisting in her bonds, skin growing red where the ropes rub, knots pulling tight.


  I wonder, briefly, if she might choke on her own spittle, but decide that it’s worth taking a risk.


  “We’ll continue this next Wednesday,” I say, before leaving the room and shutting the door behind me.


  I’m not going to leave her for a whole week, of course, but she can’t be sure. Right up to the moment the door swings back open, she’ll be waiting, wondering if I’ll return or if I’ve doomed her to a cruel and lonely death.


  I’ve read all the textbooks, and I’ve assessed my methods. They’ve worked well for me so far.


  After all, my graduation rate is one hundred per cent.


  *


  She’s in the bath. It’s night. Her wet hair slides through my fingers, suds clinging to it and gleaming as their bubbles burst.


  I slide my hand down her body, briefly cupping her breasts before settling at the junction of her legs. She stiffens when I find her, her mouth opening in an ‘O’.


  “Please,” she says, “please not now. I’m still sore.”


  “Whose fault is that?”


  She turns her head, with difficulty, but manages to catch me in the periphery of her vision.


  “Let me lick you instead,” she says, her lips pouted as though eager to taste me. “I can make you feel good.”


  We finish the bath. I dry her off, and we adjourn to the bedroom, me in front, leading her on as she shuffles her feet, tiny awkward steps trailing water onto my beautiful soft carpet, her knees held almost straight the whole time. My hand is enough to keep from falling, and when she reaches her bed, I unlock the bar around her calves and she collapses gratefully onto her knees.


  I sit on the bed before her, and she hunches, looking up at me.


  “Well? Show me.”


  She leans in, glancing up first for permission, before closing her teeth around the hem of my skirt. She raises it over my hips, the fabric bunching and creasing, etched with her teeth marks. Dental work never lies, but she has no record, nothing to compare to if anyone finds her, years from now, and sees her small white teeth, gleaming in the remains of her face.


  Her gaze meets mine, and I wonder what she sees in me. Her fate? Her destiny?


  I hold my skirt back to give her greater access, and she tugs on my panties, first one side, then the other, sliding them down over my hips and to my feet. Her breath is warm against my skin, almost ticklish.


  “You haven’t done this before, have you?”


  She pauses, then shakes her head. Red colours her cheeks. It’s so easy to make her blush.


  I slip my panties off my feet, and shift my weight on the bed, opening my knees. “Don’t be shy.”


  She presses in, her tongue touching my lips, kissing my clit. Every part of her is soft and warm and wet, her tongue drawing circles on me and tracing up and down my slit.


  It’s not her clumsy touches that make me sigh, that make me clutch her skull with both hands, forcing her close to me. It’s not her sharp intake of breath when my fingers twist in her hair, or the long pause between the strokes of her tongue; gentle flicks, then deep, plunging thrusts.


  It’s not what she does. It’s what she fails to do.


  Every time she presses her mouth to me, warm and soft, gentle, yielding; every time she swallows, as though her throat is parched; every time she presses her kisses on me, she loses a piece of herself.


  Inside, she’s just dying to rip me to pieces with her teeth; bite and tear until there is nothing left but a bloody, gaping hole.


  She pauses and looks up, her lower lip trembling. I tug her head back by her hair.


  “Did I tell you to stop?”


  I hit her once across the face, hard enough that the sound echoes. She starts to cry.


  “Finish what you started,” I say, and pull her back into position.


  She’s still sobbing when she touches me, and the tremors quiver up through her tongue directly onto my clit.


  “Just like that. Suck me, you dirty slut.”


  She doesn’t respond, but I know the hate in her is alive, glowing, growing from smouldering ashes to a roaring fire.


  This is what keeps me warm at night.


  *


  It’s Saturday night, and I’m exhausted. At least I don’t need to go anywhere to find a date.


  “Like this?” she asks, her fingers kneading into the knots in my back.


  “Harder.”


  I lean into her touch as she increases the pressure, her slim fingers working magic on my muscles. “How does it make you feel, pleasuring me?”


  She pauses for a second before correcting herself, her fingers moving in slow arcs. I can almost hear her mind working, trying to produce the right answer.


  “Good,” she says at last.


  I don’t believe her for a moment, but I let it slide. It’s Saturday night. Even God had a day of rest.


  *


  Narrow streams of sunlight glint in her hair, divided by sleek vertical lines. She’s quiet now, barely a whimper escaping her mouth. I touch her shoulders, trailing my hand down over her smooth, sweat-slicked skin. Her hands bunch into fists, bound together in a sheath of rope that extends from her forearms to her wrists, forcing her arms over her head.


  The air is still. Nothing moves except for my fingers, gliding over her body, tracing every red line marked on her flesh.


  The ropes creak. Her hair falls forwards to hide her face, and she inhales sharply when I run my fingers under the curve of her breasts. Her skin there remains untouched, a blank canvas for my questing hands.


  She’s changed since I’ve found her. No longer that girl sitting at that coffee shop, laughing, flirting, twirling her hair around her fingers. My hands close around her ribs, feeling their faint outlines. Every day, every hour spent with me strips a little more away from her, until all that’s left is mine alone. My Galatea.


  The smooth curves of her ass are criss-crossed with lines, narrow and red as virgin blood. She flinches when I touch them, rising up on her toes to arch away from me.


  “Does that hurt?” I ask, running my nail across a welt.


  She tugs down on the rope, and sways on her feet, her bare toes scuffing the concrete floor.


  It’s been long enough. I unhook the carabiner pinning her to the ceiling, and she drops to her knees, arms still bound before her. I take my time, putting away the stepladder; everything in its place. Including her.


  It takes slightly longer to unwind the rope from her skin, the knots pulled tight by resistance and gravity. She doesn’t look at me, slumped with her knees pressed together.


  “Up.”


  She lurches to her feet, hugging her arms close to her, rubbing at the red marks. I stand aside as she regains her balance.


  “Please,” she says. “Please, may I dress first?”


  Her skin was molten when I touched her, but she shivers all the same. I’m not without mercy. “You may.”


  She has nothing but a T-shirt at hand, folded neatly under the rack of my favourite toys. She tugs it over her head, and it hangs loosely from her body, the hem short enough to expose the curve of her ass. It’s a hand-me-down, and the neck gapes, the fabric worn and fraying. Somehow it makes her look younger, more vulnerable.


  “Come here.”


  She walks to me. If there’s fear in her eyes, she hides it well. I tilt her chin up to kiss her. She has always been a great kisser; respectful, dynamic. Her mouth is soft under mine.


  “On the bed, please.”


  As she walks into position, I choose from a selection of dildos. When I return, she’s kneeling on the bed, head down and feet spread wide apart. Both her hands rest in the small of her back. I don’t bother tying her; we’re beyond that.


  I show her the dildo, and she doesn’t need any further instruction, taking it in her mouth and swallowing as much as she can. It’s one of those double-ended kinds, with a shaft at one end and a bulb at the other for the wearer in place of a harness. She pays both sides equal attention, her tongue swirling around the moulded silicon.


  “Thank you,” I say, running my fingers through her hair and taking the dildo away from her. I undress, removing my tight, buttoned-down shirt, bra, pencil skirt, and panties. I leave on my stockings, and equip myself with the dildo, inserting the bulbous end into my pussy.


  I reach between her legs, feeling the slipperiness of her wet, smooth lips. My fingers draw lazy circles around her clit, and she gulps, her hands clenching in the small of her back.


  I spread her open, and guide my shaft inside. She whimpers, her breath exhaling in a hiss. I love the feeling of her enveloping me—even though it isn’t me, of course, but rather this extension of me. I would fill her all the time, if it was safe to do so.


  “I’m not wet enough,” she gasps, straining around my cock. “May I please touch myself?”


  “Yes.”


  She shuffles until she’s kneeling up, with me still pinned inside her. One hand goes underneath her T-shirt to her breasts, and the other reaches between her legs, fingering her clit.


  I watch her in the mirror on the opposite wall, her eyes half-closed, knees spread wide apart, the bright pink of my cock jutting out from her. She’s so beautiful, like this primal figure of sex and atonement, her arms streaked red with rope marks.


  I move inside her, guiding her hips down onto my shaft, my fingers gripping her inner thighs so hard that I think they might bruise. I watch myself kissing the nape of her neck, covering her fingers with my own over her breasts, and squeezing.


  “You were made to be fucked by me,” I say, my arm tight around her waist, hugging her to me.


  “Yes,” she gasps, sliding into up and down on my cock. “I belong to you.”


  She’s such a liar, but I want to believe her. She turns and kisses me, twisting her neck awkwardly to do so. I appreciate the gesture.


  I thumb on the vibration in my cock. “Look at yourself.” I grab her hair and twist her head until she’s staring at her reflection in the mirror, at her beautiful body impaled on my cock. My arms tighten around her, holding her legs open. She sobs, but continues to touch herself as I thrust, obedient to the last.


  I feel her tensing, trying to hold back, but I don’t want her discipline today.


  “You may.”


  She tightens around me, head flinging forwards in a soundless cry, hands curling into fists. I feel her pulse in her thigh, measuring her heartbeat. It’s the one thing that doesn’t lie.


  “Stay,” I tell her, and extract the dildo from her body, placing it to one side. She shivers, hunching over, knees pressed together, her arms around herself, curled up into a ball.


  I return to my toy collection, then select another dildo, this one three-pronged like a misshapen tuning fork. Only one prong is for me.


  “On your back.”


  She turns over, and looks at what I’m wearing, eyes widening. She leans back on the pillows, and spreads her legs for me, holding her knees apart. Her pussy is creamy from our last fucking, open and wet for me. I spread lube on my finger and rub it around her asshole, pressing it into her. She squeals with true horror. It’s nice to know I can still get a reaction.


  I let her touch my shaft, spreading the lube herself on both cocks. Her fingers glisten, sticky with the stuff, as if she’s just frigged a whole cheerleading squad.


  “Take off the shirt.”


  She presses her lips together, but removes her T-shirt, rolling it up over her head to expose her breasts. Her nipples stand to attention amidst her smooth curves. I take one in my mouth and she whimpers, straining to get away from me. There’s only a few days left to her period, so she’s supersensitive, flinching at the merest flick.


  I raise my head, and meet her gaze. “Beg me for it.”


  She shrinks back among the pillows.


  “Don’t be shy. I know what a slut you are.”


  “Please,” she says, and her voice is so dry she has to swallow before speaking again. “Please fuck me in my ass.”


  I position my cocks at their respective holes, placing enough pressure that she can feel them. “Louder.”


  “Please fuck me. I want to feel your cock in my ass. I want to take it in my cunt—”


  She breaks off in a sob as I give her what she’s asking for, pressing up into her tight little holes. She moans, screwing her eyes shut and turning her head aside. I know how the inner monologue goes. This is not happening. I’m not a slut. I didn’t want this. She made me do it.


  It’s a cruel fact of biology that her body needs this, wants me to fill her, to force my cock into her, even as she silently screams ‘no’. I can tell by the way her pussy gets wetter for me, making my job easier as I thrust into her.


  “Tell me what you are.”


  “A slut. A whore,” her mouth whispers, her red, full mouth, beneath her tearful eyes. “I’m not good for anything else, only for fucking. Please, please fuck me—”


  I lower my body so that I’m pressed against her, until all she feels is my skin, with nothing between us except my cock inside her, pumping away at her precious self-esteem. She clutches at me, her ankles crossing over my spine and squeezing me to her, so that we’re both trapped, crushed to each other in this perfect combination of pain and pleasure.


  I’m so wet, I have to squeeze tight to hold onto my end of the dildo, relishing each moment when my clit brushes up against her, tiny electric tingles racing up to my brain. There’s nothing more perfect than her yielding beneath me, and the beautiful hard cock forcing her open.


  She starts to weep, and that, too, is perfect. I kiss her cheek, and taste salt on my lips. “It’s all right,” I say. “Everything’s going to be all right.”


  She screams my name, her head arching back on the pillow, and I take a tiny sip of her anguish, holding her as she thrashes under me. My own climax is almost meaningless as I relish in hers, drinking it up like one might partake of a fine wine.


  She’s still crying when I untangle us both, freeing her from the dildo. She clutches her shirt with shaking hands, scrunching it to her chest like a talisman.


  I dab at her cheeks with a tissue. “What do you say?”


  She looks at me with her red-rimmed eyes. “I love you. Thank you for fucking me. I was made to be fucked by you.”


  She’s getting better. Sometimes, I almost think that she might believe it.


  “You’ve been a good girl,” I say, and press a kiss to her temple. She shivers, and squeezes her knees together, not looking me in the eye.


  I have chores to do, but they can wait. For now, I place my arms around her, drawing her to me, our heartbeats merging as one.


  


  


  Thank you for reading.

  Please consider helping your fellow readers by leaving a review.


  


  Bonus Content


  Read an excerpt from Aster Zhen’s lesbian kidnapping story:


  Caitlyn’s Lesbian Abduction, A Slavegirl for Miss Margaret


  “I brought you a present,” I sing out.


  The door swings open. Cate is right where I’d left her, on the floor, her back against the bed.


  “Mmph,” she mumbles.


  I crouch down, balancing on the balls of my feet as I unbuckle Cate’s gag. The strap falls away to reveal twin lines of red across her cheeks.


  “I need to pee,” she whines.


  Caitlyn Pang and I have been friends for some time. Once I’ve spent this much effort on a girl, I expect nothing less than perfection.


  I slap her across the face, once, hard. The sound bounces off the wooden floorboards with a pleasing resonance.


  Throat quivering, she straightens her head. “Thank you for the gift, Miss Margaret,” she says, eyes lowered.


  “You’re welcome.”


  “Thank you, Miss Margaret,” she says again. In a small voice, she adds, “may I please pee, Miss Margaret?”


  “Yes.” I have to free her first, of course. Cate’s had her clothing privileges revoked since the beginning of the month, so when I lean forward, her hard, bare nipples press into my shirt as I reach around to unlock her cuffs.


  “Thank you, Miss Margaret.”


  She hobbles to the bathroom, jingling with each step. Small bells adorn her wrists and ankles, while her less-than-graceful posture is from last night’s remedial lesson.


  I’m waiting in the breakfast nook when she emerges. She moves awkwardly, painfully conscious of her nudity.


  When I was young and stupid, I thought I wanted to look like Cate: small, high breasts, slender hands, hips that could cut glass. It wasn’t until I was about her age that I realised the truth.


  I don’t want to be Cate.


  I want to own her.


  “Welcome home,” she says, and leans down to greet me. As our lips meet, I cup the back of her head with my hand, pulling her close. Heat from her skin is like a live thing, shimmering in an aura around her. I run my other hand over her stomach, the flat, smooth planes that have never known another’s touch.


  We break apart. The tip of my tongue brushes over my lips. “I’m hungry.”


  Read more about Caitlyn’s Lesbian Abduction at Amazon.


  


  Other stories by Aster Zhen:


  
    
  


  
    	Following Her Lead (lesbian romance)


    	Her Crimson Desire: Enslaved by a Lesbian Vampire (Mistress/slave bloodplay)


    	Impregnated by the Mutant Tentacle Plant 1 (monster breeding)


    	Caitlyn's Lesbian Abduction, A Slavegirl for Miss Margaret (lesbian Mistress/slave kidnapping fantasy)


    	Ravaged by the Mutilated Lesbian Zombie Queen (violent erotic horror)


    	Ravished at Gunpoint, My Lesbian Submission (lesbian BDSM romance)


    	Breathless by Her Command, My Lesbian Submission 2 (lesbian BDSM breathplay romance)


    	Sacrificed to the Kraken (tentacle monster impregnation)


    	Holly gets Impregnated by the Tentacle Alien, (tentacle alien impregnation)


    	Holly gets Kidnapped by the Tentacle Alien, (tentacle alien pregnant sex)


    	Holly gets Milked by the Tentacle Alien, (tentacle alien lactation)


    	Defiled, part I of Escape from the Tentacle Demons (tentacle demon horror)


    	Taken Alive, part II of Escape from the Tentacle Demons (tentacle demon horror)


    	Impregnated, part III of Escape from the Tentacle Demons (tentacle demon horror)


    	Ravished by the Clockwork Machine (steampunk dubious consent)


    	Breeding Her By The Beach: The Diary of a Tentacle Monster (tentacle monster impregnation)


    	Slave to the Tentacle Alien (tentacle alien Master/pet)


    	Interspecies Violation, part I of the Interspecies Sex series (tentacle monster impregnation)


    	Interspecies Penetration, part II of the Interspecies Sex series (tentacle monster impregnation)


    	Interspecies Domination, part III of the Interspecies Sex series (tentacle monster impregnation)


    	Dinner and a Show (FFF BDSM lesbian)


    	College Lesbian Bondage (FF rough sex lesbian)

  


  Find all these stories and more at: http://asterzhen.com/erotica/


  


  About the Author


  Aster Zhen writes passionate erotica, with a focus on the dark side: BDSM, dubious consent and monsters of all kinds. She loves interacting with readers and learning from their feedback.


  Get coupons, freebies and previews of new work at Aster’s blog: http://asterzhen.com

  Twitter: @asterzhen

  Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/author/asterzhen

  Email: aster@asterzhen.com


  


  Licence


  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for your support.


  Aster Zhen asserts her moral right to be identified as the author of this book.


  Her Secret Dungeon © 2013 by Aster Zhen.


  


  Disclaimer


  This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organisations, and events or locales is entirely coincidental.


  This story contains sexually explicit material, and is intended only for persons over the age of 18. By downloading and opening this document, you are stating that you are of legal age to access and view this work of fiction. All of the characters involved in the sexual situations in this story are intended to be 18 years of age or older, whether they are explicitly described as such or not.


  The characters, situations and behaviours described in this ebook are intended as fantasy only. The author does not condone risky or abusive sexual behaviour. All sexual activity in this story is consensual.
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