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Warning



This novel contains explicit sexual content. It is intended for adult audiences only. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: Love, Or Something Like It



I woke to the familiar smell of bacon and pancakes wafting through the air. My stomach growled in anticipation. I imagined walking down the stairs and cutting into one of Mom's famous pancakes, dredging it through maple syrup before placing it in my mouth, savoring that slight hint of nutmeg she always added to the batter.

My eyes fluttered open, and for a terrifying moment, I didn't recognize my surroundings. The ceiling above me wasn't mine. The sheets felt different against my skin. Where was I?

Then reality crashed back. Master Dante's house. I'd slept over after our visit to the sex club in Atlanta. My body ached with the familiar soreness that followed a night of impact play and being thoroughly used. The thought of getting up and looking at myself in the mirror filled me with dread.

I remembered how I'd bathed at the club, washing away the copious amounts of semen that had covered my body. But Master Dante had specifically asked me not to clean my face. He'd wanted to look at me like that—degraded, defiled—while he fucked me when we returned home.

And fuck me, he had.

Afterward, I'd passed out almost immediately in his arms. I'd half expected him to kick me to the couch in some power play to demonstrate his dominance over me. That would have been typical of our dynamic—a reminder that I was just a plaything, not someone who deserved consideration.

But he hadn't.

Instead, he'd treated me with genuine tenderness, something even resembling love after we'd had sex. He'd kissed me passionately and told me how wonderful I was, how he had real feelings for me. Then he'd spooned me from behind as I fell asleep, feeling more content than perhaps I ever had.

He seemed to accept me for who I was—all of me—and even appeared okay with me exploring my dominant side, as long as it wasn't with him as the submissive. He'd even offered to mentor me. I felt like I was living the best of both worlds. I was a true switch. I could enjoy being dominated by Master Dante and dominating others as I desired.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and padded to the bathroom. Just as I suspected, my face was a disaster. Mascara streaked down my cheeks, the words "cum slut" still visible on my forehead, and dried bodily fluids caked in various places. I wondered if he'd be upset if I washed it off, but decided I simply couldn't stand the sticky, hardened mess a moment longer.

I scrubbed my face vigorously, my nose, and even behind my ears where I found a large piece of dried cum. Ewww.

The hot water felt cleansing, washing away not just the physical evidence of last night but also some of the emotional weight. I wasn't ashamed of what we'd done—not exactly—but I needed this moment of restoration, of returning to myself.

When I emerged from the bathroom, I found a folded t-shirt and sweatpants on the bed that hadn't been there before. Master Dante must have slipped in while I was washing up. The clothes swallowed me whole, but felt comforting.

I followed the delicious smell to the kitchen, where I found Master Dante flipping pancakes at the stove.

"Good morning, Master," I said.

"Good morning, but it's just Robert, without your collar on," he said, glancing over his shoulder with a smile that made my heart skip. "Sleep well?"

"Better than I have in ages," I admitted, leaning against the doorframe.

"Hungry?"

"Starving."

He gestured to the table, already set for two. "Sit. Coffee's in the pot."

I poured myself a cup and watched him work. He flipped the pancakes with quick, precise movements—just like when he dominated me—but there was something softer about him now.

"So," I ventured, "last night was..."

"Intense," he finished for me. "You were amazing."

"I used my safeword."

"Yes, you did." He placed a stack of pancakes in front of me. "And I'm proud of you for it."

Pride swelled in my chest at his words. "I think I'm starting to understand this lifestyle better. The balance of power, the give and take."

Robert sat across from me, his eyes serious. "It's not just about whips and chains, Eden. It's about trust. Last night, you trusted me to push your boundaries, and I trusted you to tell me when to stop."

I cut into my pancake, watching the syrup pool around it. "And when I dominate others? Is it the same?"

"Yes. Always. Their trust is sacred."

I took another bite of pancake, savoring the sweetness. "These are amazing. I didn't know you could cook."

"There's a lot you don't know about me." His eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled.

"Like what?" I asked, genuinely curious about the man behind the dominant persona.

He shrugged, cutting into his own stack. "I enjoy reading philosophy. I grow herbs on my balcony. I've been skydiving three times."

"Seriously?" I laughed. "I can't imagine you jumping out of a plane."

"Why not? I enjoy calculated risks." He took a sip of coffee. "Just like I enjoy watching you learn and grow. That's what this has been about, Eden. Teaching you."

I studied him across the table, the steam from my coffee rising between us. Something in his tone made me pause.

"I believe what you just said is true," I said carefully. "I really do believe that you have my best interest at heart, but I can't help but feel you have another motive too." I hesitated, then decided to be bold. "You do seem to enjoy inflicting pain, both physically and emotionally. I see that flicker of joy in your eyes, sometimes. I hope I'm not overstepping."

A flash of anger crossed his face, his jaw tightening momentarily. Then something shifted in his expression—a moment of reflection, followed by what looked like recognition. The anger melted away, replaced by vulnerability I'd never seen in him before.

"You are probably on to something," he admitted, his voice softer than usual. "I had a hard childhood, and my relationships with women have suffered because of that."

To my shock, tears welled up in his eyes. He looked away quickly, but not before I caught the glimmer of moisture.

I put my knife and fork down and slid around the table to sit on his lap. My heart ached seeing this powerful man suddenly so vulnerable.

"Oh, honey, I didn't want to upset you," I said, wrapping my arms around his neck. "I've been enjoying our experiences. I don't want you to think I'm accusing you of anything."

He smiled as I wiped away a tear that had escaped down his cheek. His hand came up to cover mine.

"I know," he said. "And maybe it's time for me to deal with some of my issues in a more meaningful way. This lifestyle has helped me curb many of my issues with women, but I still have a long way to go." He looked at me with unexpected tenderness. "You're going to study psychology when you go away to college, right? Maybe when you get your degree, you can come back and fix me."

I smiled, touched by his openness. "I would love to try, but I don't think that's how it works." I stroked his hair gently. "Where does your pain stem from? What happened?"

The atmosphere in the room changed instantly. I felt his body stiffen beneath me. In one fluid motion, he stood up, effectively pushing me off his lap. I stumbled slightly, catching myself on the edge of the table.

"That," he said, his voice cold and controlled again, "is a story for another time. I'm not ready to talk about that."

The Master Dante persona had returned, walls up, defenses engaged.

I approached him cautiously and wrapped my arms around him from behind, pressing my cheek against his back. I could feel his heart pounding.

"It's okay," I murmured. "You can tell me when you're ready." I squeezed him gently. "Let's just calm down and enjoy the morning. I love being here with you. I feel closer than ever to you."

His posture relaxed slightly. "I feel the same way," he admitted after a moment. "I haven't had a woman stay over in almost five years."

Five years? Questions bubbled up inside me—Why so long? What happened five years ago? Who was she?—but I swallowed them back. I'd learned enough personal details for one day and didn't want him to retreat again.

Instead, I helped him clear the table. As he loaded the dishwasher, I spotted the can of whipped cream he'd used to top the pancakes. A mischievous idea formed in my mind.

I grabbed the bottle and held it up with a suggestive smile. "Whaddaya say we take this back to the bedroom?"

The tension from moments before evaporated as his eyes lit up with playful desire. He lunged for me, fingers finding my ribs.

"Only if I get to use it first," he said, tickling me mercilessly.

I squealed and darted away, clutching the whipped cream to my chest. He chased me through the living room, both of us laughing like children. I felt lighter than I had in weeks, maybe months. Here, in this moment, we weren't Master and submissive, teacher and student, or even man and girl—we were just two people, enjoying each other's company, sharing intimacy beyond the physical.

As I raced down the hall with him close behind, I wondered if this was what it felt like to truly connect with someone. To see their darkness and light and accept both. To let them see yours in return.

For the first time, I felt like I was seeing the real Robert Dante. And I liked what I saw.

I laid down on the bed, pulling off my sweatpants and spreading my legs, holding the whipped cream can out to him. Goosebumps rose up all over my body.

"Such a naughty girl," he said. I could see the desire lurking behind his eyes. "I'll be back in a moment." He walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind him.

While I waited, his phone vibrated on the nightstand. It must have been set to silent. I glanced over, not intending to snoop, but the screen lit up with the caller ID: "Windy Hills Memory Care." I frowned, wondering what that could be about.

When he emerged from the bathroom, I could see he was growing hard beneath his nightpants. The thin fabric did little to hide his arousal.

"Your phone was ringing," I said, nodding toward the nightstand.

"I'm sure it can wait," he replied, but then it rang again. He glanced at it, his expression changing instantly from playful to concerned. "Sorry, but I need to take this." He stepped into the hallway and answered, speaking very softly, but I could still make out the first few sentences as he walked down the hall.

"Yes, this is Robert... Clara fell... is she ok... yes, I can come... thanks for calling."

My stomach tightened. Something was wrong. I sat up, suddenly feeling inappropriately exposed, still holding the can of whipped cream. I pulled the sheet around my body and waited.

He came back into the bedroom looking flustered, his earlier arousal completely gone. His face was pale, worry lines etched around his eyes.

"Is everything okay?" I asked.

"I'm not sure," he said, already pulling clothes from his dresser. "But I need to go."

I jumped up and started looking for my clothes, scattered across his floor. As he dressed, he paused and looked at me.

"You don't have to leave with me," he said. "You can stay and shower. Just lock the bottom lock when you leave."

I stopped, surprised. Wow, what trust. Leaving me alone in his place. But I was also concerned because he seemed so upset by the phone call. Who was Clara? A relative? A friend? An ex-lover?

I followed him to the door as he grabbed his keys and wallet. Before leaving, he gave me a long, deep kiss that felt different from our others.

"I'll call you later," he promised, his hand lingering on my cheek for a moment before he turned and hurried to his car.

I stood in the doorway watching him drive away, the whipped cream forgotten, wondering about this new piece of Robert Dante's carefully guarded life that had just been revealed.

I wish I could say that I respected his privacy, took my shower, and then left. But that is not at all what I did. I immediately started examining his house like a forensic detective looking for clues to a multiple homicide.

The moment his car disappeared around the corner, I shut the door and turned to face his empty house. My heart raced with a mix of guilt and curiosity. This was wrong. This was an invasion of privacy. This was...exactly what I was going to do.

"Who is Clara?" I whispered to the empty room.

I had no idea what I was looking for. I had spent so much time in the basement, that I did not bother looking down there. I started in the bedroom. I had already noticed there were just art on the wall, mostly Japanese woodcuts of nature scenes. But no pictures of family or friends or past relationships.

The art was beautiful—delicate lines depicting mountains, rivers, cherry blossoms—but revealed nothing personal. No smiling faces. No wedding photos. No graduation pictures. Nothing to indicate that Robert Dante had a life outside these walls.

I went through his drawers, not too invasively. I didn't move the items inside around. I was mostly looking for a photo album or pictures. Something to tell me about his past.

His sock drawer was meticulously organized by color. His underwear drawer the same. Everything folded with military precision. I ran my fingers along the edge of his dresser, finding nothing taped underneath, no hidden compartments. The nightstand contained condoms, lube, and a dog-eared copy of a philosophy book.

I moved onto the hallway. More art, this time reproductions of old masters. He had very good taste. I did not know all of them, but they were very beautiful. I would have to ask him about them.

One painting showed a woman in a yellow dress reading a letter by a window. Another depicted a stormy sea with ships being tossed about. Each piece seemed to capture a moment of solitude or struggle. Was that how he saw life? I traced my finger along the frame of a particularly dark painting, wondering what drew him to these images.

In the living room, he had three large bookshelves covering one wall. It was full of eclectic books—some classics, lots of 50s and 60s sci-fi, some related to BDSM, and some modern literature. On top of each bookshelf were a few old board games. On a side table was an old-looking chessboard. No surprise he liked playing games. I thought to myself he was a master of games, both physical and psychological.

I pulled out a few books at random. Many had notes in the margins, written in a tight, controlled script. I recognized quotes from some of these books from our conversations. The chess pieces were carved from stone—one side white marble, the other black onyx. I picked up the black queen, feeling its cool weight in my palm. The piece had been used so much that the edges were smooth from handling.

But still no photo albums. Finally, I sat down at his desk at the far end of the room. It was a beautiful mid-century desk that matched the rest of his furniture. There was a laptop on the desk and I tried to login. I tried all the passwords I could think of. I even vainly tried my own name. Nothing.

The screen remained locked, mockingly displaying the login prompt. I drummed my fingers on the desk, feeling both foolish and increasingly determined. What did I know about him that could be a password? His birthday? I didn't even know when that was. The name of his first pet? A favorite book? I was shooting in the dark.

I then went through the drawers and found a large brown envelope. I opened it gently and… BINGO. Pictures. There were only a few. The oldest one featured a hard-looking woman standing next to a boy of maybe 4 or 5. They were standing very rigid with neither of them smiling. I turned it over and it said "Clara and Bobby, 1994, 748 Forsyth Street." So, Clara must be his mother.

The rest of the pictures were of Robert with various women. All of them pretty, petite, and blonde. He did have a type. Finally, there was his high school yearbook picture that said "Jr., 2006, Southside High School" on the back of it. Oh god, of course, I knew how much older he was, but had never put it together that he was graduating from High School the year I was born.

I studied the photo of young Robert and Clara again. The woman's face was pinched, her mouth a thin line. Her hand rested on little Bobby's shoulder, but there was no warmth in the gesture. It looked more like she was holding him in place. The boy's eyes—those same intense eyes I knew so well—looked scared. Not just camera-shy, but genuinely frightened.

The yearbook photo showed a completely different person. Eighteen-year-old Robert stared confidently at the camera, a hint of a smirk on his lips. His hair was longer then, curling around his ears. He looked like the kind of boy who knew exactly how handsome he was. The kind who would break hearts without a second thought. It also revealed that he was a Jr., so his father must also have been named Robert Dante.

The photos with women were more recent—Robert in his twenties and early thirties. In each, he stood slightly apart from his companion, never quite touching. Always that same controlled expression, never a genuine smile. I wondered if any of these women had seen the vulnerable side of him I'd glimpsed this morning.

And now Clara had fallen. The woman in the photo—older now—had fallen, and he'd rushed to her side. Despite whatever complicated relationship they had, he still cared enough to drop everything and go to her.

I carefully returned the pictures and took my shower, letting the hot water wash away my guilt. I'd invaded his privacy and learned almost nothing. Just fragments of a life kept deliberately compartmentalized. The man who tied me up, who pushed my boundaries, who made me feel things I'd never felt before—he remained a mystery.

As I dressed, I resolved to stop prying. If Robert wanted me to know about his past, he would tell me. And if he didn't, well, maybe that was his right. Who the fuck was I kidding? I was going to 'research' that address on the picture, Clara, and his high school.

I had no reason to go home, and had four hours to kill before work, so I called Alex, who said to come over.

"I'll make you a proper breakfast," he promised.

"I already had pancakes," I said, glancing back at the kitchen where Robert and I had shared our meal.

"Then we'll just hang," Alex replied without missing a beat.

I smiled, grateful for the distraction. As I locked Robert's door behind me, I couldn't shake the image of that little boy with the frightened eyes. Whatever had happened in that house—whatever had shaped little Bobby into the complex man he was today—was a mystery I wasn't sure I wanted to solve.


Chapter 2: An Unexpected Exploration



When I arrived at Alex's, I had to knock on the door for several minutes. Finally, the door swung open, and Alex stood there with his hair wet and a towel wrapped around him. He hugged me as I entered the apartment.

I noticed the towel was wrapped around his entire body, not just his waist like most men. I had forgotten that he was a trans man and had breasts to cover up. I could see they were quite large and wondered how I had never noticed them before under his shirts.

Nirvana's "Come As You Are" played from a speaker on the coffee table. The familiar bass line filled the apartment.

"Sorry about that," Alex said, adjusting his towel. "Give me a minute to change? Want me to turn the music down?"

"No, I love Nirvana," I replied, settling onto his couch.

"It's my alt-rock playlist, so no telling what'll play next."

"I like alt-rock," I said.

Alex raised an eyebrow. "Really? I took you for a Taylor Swift type."

"You're not wrong," I laughed. "I love her, but I like heavier stuff too."

He disappeared into his room, leaving me alone with my thoughts and Kurt Cobain's haunting voice.

"How'd the wine inventory go?" he yelled from the other room.

"It's a long story," I called back.

"Uh oh. Do I really want to know?"

"I think you'll definitely be entertained."

Alex appeared in the doorway wearing baggy shorts. He was topless with what looked like flesh-colored tape stretched tight across his chest, flattening his breasts against his body. The tape created a masculine contour, though I could see the edges where it had been carefully applied.

"I wondered where your breasts went," I said, gesturing to his chest. "That looks uncomfortable."

"It's called transtape," he explained, looking down at his chest. "And yeah, it is uncomfortable, but I'm used to it." He walked over and sat beside me on the couch. "I'm saving for top surgery to remove my breasts, but it's expensive on a poor bartender's salary."

"How much does it cost?"

"The cheapest quote I've gotten was like ten thousand," he sighed.

"Wow, that's a lot."

"Tell me about it. I've got four saved so far." He waved his hand dismissively. "But enough about me. What's this interesting story about inventory?"

I took a deep breath, organizing my thoughts. "Well, I was taking a pee break upstairs when I heard what sounded like S&M porn coming from Sato's office."

Alex's eyes widened. "No way."

"Oh, it gets better. I'm pretty sure he staged the whole thing, wanted me to catch him." I paused, watching Alex's reaction. "So I decided to give him exactly what he was looking for, just not how he expected it."

"What did you do?" Alex leaned forward.

"I turned the cellar into a makeshift dungeon and..." I felt my cheeks flush. "I invited him down and dominated him."

"Holy shit, Eden!" Alex's mouth fell open. "You did what?"

"I made him strip naked, tied him up, and whipped him with his own belt." The words tumbled out faster now. "And he loved it. By the time we were done, he was respectful, almost reverent."

Alex stared at me in stunned silence before bursting into laughter. "That's the most badass thing I've ever heard! I can't believe you turned the tables on that creep."

"Neither can I, honestly. But something clicked inside me. I've been learning all these submission techniques from Master Dante, but I realized I have this dominant side too."

"So you're a switch," Alex nodded knowingly.

I considered this. "I guess I am. Speaking of Dante..." I hesitated, not sure how much to share.

"What happened? You look like you've got more to spill."

"We had this intense public scene at a club, and afterward..." I trailed off, remembering the tenderness in Robert's eyes. "Something changed between us. It wasn't just BDSM anymore. It felt like..."

"Like what?" Alex prompted gently.

"Like maybe he's falling for me," I admitted. "But this morning, he got a call about someone named Clara and rushed out. I snooped through his stuff while he was gone."

"Eden!" Alex looked shocked, but intrigued. "What did you find?"

"I'm pretty sure Clara is his mother," I explained, fiddling with the hem of my shirt. "From what he's told me, they had a really bad relationship. But he seemed genuinely concerned about her on the phone."

Alex nodded thoughtfully. "Sounds like there's a mystery there. I mean, she must have really fucked him up to make him the way he is."

"Hold on now," I said, feeling a defensive heat rise in my chest. "If he's fucked up, then so am I."

Alex looked at me and cocked his head, his expression softening. "He obviously has issues with women that probably stem from his mother..." He paused, his voice gentle but direct. "And you can't tell me that you don't have issues with men, probably stemming from your dad leaving."

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. I opened my mouth to argue, then closed it again. The truth was uncomfortable, but undeniable. My attraction to older men, my need for their approval, my complicated feelings about control and submission—all roads led back to my father's abandonment.

"Damn," I finally said, leaning back against the couch. "That's probably true."

"Don't worry about it," Alex shrugged. "We're all fucked up in one way or another."

I smiled despite myself. "Except Felix, of course."

Alex broke out laughing, the sound filling the apartment. "Yes, Felix is perfect. He, who names his dildos after ex-boyfriends and once told a nun she needed to get laid."

We shared a laugh, but my mind circled back to darker thoughts. "I might be more fucked up than I like to think," I said, my voice dropping. "I mean, I've been doing some seriously fucked-up things lately. That shit I pulled with Michael and Michelle. Dominating Sato. The public humiliation stuff with Dante..."

"Give yourself some slack," Alex said, reaching over to squeeze my hand. "You're going through a hard time of life right now, and this is the time when you're supposed to be fucking up."

I raised an eyebrow, and he continued.

"Hell, you've got at least another three to four years of serious fucking up before you need to start worrying about getting your shit together."

"Is that the official timeline?" I asked, feeling the heaviness lift slightly.

"Absolutely." He tapped his temple. "This time of life is for experimenting, making mistakes, and figuring out who you are. The fact that you're questioning yourself means you're already ahead of the game."

I considered this. Maybe he was right. Between high school ending, the summer before college, and my sexual awakening, I was navigating multiple transitions at once. Perhaps some turbulence was inevitable.

"So I should just embrace being a mess?" I asked.

"Embrace being human," Alex corrected. "We're all just trying to figure it out. Some of us just have more complicated puzzles to solve."

The Nirvana song had long since ended, replaced by Alice in Chains. The crunching guitar seemed to underscore our conversation perfectly.

"Thanks," I said simply. "For not judging me."

"That's what friends are for," Alex replied. "To help you pick up the pieces when you inevitably shatter them."

"So tell me about this public humiliation scene you played out," Alex said, pulling his legs up onto the couch and settling in. "I've always enjoyed humiliation play myself."

"Really?" I asked, surprised.

"Oh yeah. Being called a dirty whore, degraded in front of others..." He shrugged casually. "It pushes all my buttons."

I blinked at him. "That's... unexpected."

"Sex is complicated," he laughed. "I like being with both men and women. People often assume because I'm a transman that I'm only into women, but I go both ways." He glanced at me with a mischievous smile. "In fact, I like it a little rough."

The openness of his confession made me feel safe to share more. "I never thought about being with women before all this," I admitted. "I've always been strictly into men, but at the club..." I paused, remembering the intensity of those connections. "There were these three women I had a connection with."

Alex leaned forward, eyes bright with interest. "Details, please."

"There was this young woman who helped me when my buttplug fell out." I felt my cheeks warm at the memory. "She was watching me get spanked, touching herself while our eyes locked. We didn't have any physical contact, but there was definitely something there—an emotional connection." I closed my eyes briefly. "I can still see her face clearly."

Alex nodded encouragingly, making a motion with his hands to keep going with my story.

"Then there was this older lesbian woman who went down on me while I was strapped to an examination table." The words tumbled out faster now. "She kissed me too, and her partner joined in later. I climaxed with both of them pleasuring me while Master Dante was fucking me."

"That sounds hot as hell," Alex said, his voice low and appreciative. "Do you regret any of it?"

I considered his question, searching my feelings. "The only thing I regret is that I didn't get to go down on either of them." I surprised myself with my honesty. "Now I'm curious what it's like to lick pussy, what it tastes like."

Alex's eyebrows shot up. "Well, well, Eden Chase. Sounds like you're discovering all kinds of new things about yourself."

"I guess I am," I said, feeling strangely liberated by the admission. "It's like once I started exploring, all these doors I never knew existed started opening."

"That's how it works," Alex nodded. "Once you give yourself permission to be curious, there's no telling what you might discover you like."

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the music filling the space between us. I felt lighter somehow, unburdened by sharing these intimate thoughts with someone who understood without judgment.

"So," Alex said finally, a playful glint in his eye. "You're telling me that in the span of a few months, you've gone from innocent high school girl to someone who dominates her boss and wants to experiment with women?"

I laughed, the sound surprising me with its freedom. "I guess that about sums it up."

"College is going to be very interesting for you," he grinned.

"If I survive the summer," I replied.

"Oh, you'll survive," Alex said confidently. "The question is, who will you be by the end of it?"

I didn't have an answer for that. The girl who had graduated high school just weeks ago seemed like a stranger now—a different person living in a different world. I was changing, evolving, becoming someone new with each experience.

Alex scooted closer to me, placing his hand on my leg. "So you say you want to try licking a pussy."

"Yeah," I admitted, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart. "After yesterday, it's at the top of my list of new things to try."

Alex opened his mouth to speak, but her voice broke. She coughed and tried again. "Well, you do know that I have one of those."

I blinked in confusion. "Oh, a pussy... like a sex toy one?"

Alex shook his head slightly, his eyes meeting mine with a look that made my breath catch. "No… think about it."

Realization dawned on me, and I felt my face flush hot with embarrassment. Of course, he had a pussy—a real one. Oh my God, Alex wants me to go down on him.

He saw me hesitate and disappear into my thoughts. "I'm sorry," he said quickly, his voice tight with anxiety. His words spilled out in a rush, as if he couldn't stop them. "I shouldn't have suggested it. I appreciate being your friend and don't want to do anything to mess up our relationship. I'm attracted to you and feel incredibly comfortable with you, but I'm not trying to be your boyfriend or anything like that. I just thought it could be fun."

"Calm down," I said softly, placing my hand over his to steady him. "Slow down... breathe." I took a deep breath myself. "You just caught me by surprise, that's all. I feel very safe with you, too." My gaze dropped to his shorts, imagining what lay beneath them. Curiosity sparked within me—a curiosity that almost always got the better of me.

"I don't know where to start," I admitted.

"Just do to me what you like being done to you," Alex said, regaining some composure. "So you're in control."

"Okay," I whispered, leaning in to kiss him.

Our lips touched, and it felt nice, soft, but a little weird. Not unpleasantly so, just different from kissing other men. I pulled back slightly and asked, "Should I undo your breast binding?"

"No," he said firmly. "I don't like my breasts being played with."

"That's fine," I reassured him. "Lean back."

He didn't need to unbutton or unzip his baggy shorts; they sat so loosely on his hips that they just slid right off with a gentle tug.

Underneath, Alex was not wearing underwear, and his pussy was the hairiest I'd ever seen—dark curls framed by smooth skin. It was sexy in a natural way that felt almost nostalgic.

"I hope I'm not too hairy for you," he said nervously.

"No," I replied honestly, admiring the sight before me. "I like it."

He spread his legs wide, making room for me to position myself between them. I leaned in and gently spread his pussy lips with my fingers, exposing a very large clit.

"I take testosterone," Alex explained breathlessly as I flicked my tongue over the swollen nub. "It makes my clit larger than most. We call it a t-dick."

The taste of him filled my mouth—earthy and musky with an underlying sweetness that made me want more. As I circled his clit with my tongue, savoring every flick and swirl, I placed a finger at his opening.

He was incredibly wet—slick heat enveloping my fingertip as I slid inside him just a little before pushing all the way in.

Alex arched his back and moaned loudly. "Eden, that feels so good."

I concentrated on the taste and texture of him as I added another finger inside him while continuing to tease his clit with my tongue. His wetness coated my fingers and face; each thrust eliciting more moans from Alex as he writhed beneath me.

His pussy tasted intoxicating—salty and sweet. I slid another finger inside him while pressing deeper with my tongue until he was panting and trembling under my touch.

"Oh God... Eden..." Alex's voice was barely audible between gasps for air.

His clit throbbed against my tongue as he bucked his hips uncontrollably; waves of pleasure radiated through both our bodies like electric currents binding us together in this intimate dance. His moans turned into cries as he climaxed hard against me.

I kissed my way up Alex's body, taking my time as I relished the softness of his skin beneath my lips. When I reached his cheek, I pressed a gentle kiss there, savoring the warmth of him. I did not kiss him on the mouth again. This felt right—an understanding between us that we were just two explorers in this vast world of desire. We were not looking for anything heavy or emotional; we were here for fun.

“How did I do?” I asked, pulling back to meet his gaze.

He grinned widely, a spark of excitement lighting up his dark eyes. “I never would have guessed it was your first time,” he replied. “You were amazing.”

A thrill shot through me at his praise, a warm rush that filled me with confidence. “I want to feel your mouth on me now… if you want to,” I said, testing the waters.

His eager nod sent butterflies swirling in my stomach.

“Let’s move to the bedroom,” he suggested, glancing toward the door as if expecting his roommates to burst through at any moment.

In his bedroom, I undressed slowly, letting the fabric slide down until I stood naked before him. Alex's eyes scanned my body with appreciation before lying back on the bed.

I climbed over him, my heart racing as I positioned myself above him. “Now let's see your skills,” I teased playfully.

“Oh, you will,” he promised with fervor in his voice.

The moment his tongue touched my skin, everything else faded away. He worked magic on me—his tongue flicking expertly over my clit while his hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place like an anchor while I melted against him. The way he responded to my dirty talk only intensified my pleasure; each command sent waves of desire crashing over us.

“Lick my pussy,” I demanded.

Alex obeyed eagerly, pushing deeper into my folds as if savoring every inch of me. He surprised me by asking if I would turn around.

I flipped around swiftly so that my ass was hovering above him. The sensation of his fingers spreading my butt cheeks made shivers dance down my spine. His tongue traced around my asshole gently teasing and flicking against the sensitive muscles there.

“Damn,” I gasped when he switched tactics again, asking me to sit up straight and smother him with my ass.

With no hesitation, I leaned back against him and felt him bury his face between my cheeks—his breath hot against my skin as he inhaled deeply like it was an intoxicating scent only he could enjoy.

“God, this feels incredible,” he murmured into the softness of my flesh as I pressed down more firmly against him.

After a minute, I leaned forward slightly, allowing him a gasp of fresh air before leaning back again and wriggling against his mouth and nose playfully.

A few playful slaps on my ass made heat bloom across the surface of my skin—a mixture of teasing pain and pleasure blending together until all coherent thoughts began slipping away from me like water through cupped hands.

But then something shifted in our playful rhythm; Alex shifted beneath me suddenly and climbed off from under me with urgency in his eyes.

"I want to try something else with you," he said breathlessly.

My brow furrowed in confusion as Alex added quickly: "I have a strapon."

"Oh." My voice came out breathless with surprise. "And you want to fuck me with it?"

"Yes! If you're ok with that?" he said eagerly.

"Well, Master Dante did run out this morning without fucking me. Plus, I'm curious to see how a strapon works. I was thinking about getting one for my sessions with Sato."

Alex's excitement was palpable as he carefully lifted the toy from the drawer. "Great!" he said, his voice dropping to a lower register that sent shivers down my spine.

I lay back on the bed while he prepared. I watched as he adjusted the straps around his hips with practiced ease. The dildo was made up of two parts. One part consisted of a big black silicone cock standing proudly through the front hole in the harness. The second was a smaller dildo that was inserted into the wearer's pussy with a textured area to rub against their clit as they thrust. There was something mesmerizing about the transformation—Alex looked powerful, confident in a way that made my heart pound.

"We'll go slow," he promised, reaching for a bottle of lube. "Tell me if anything feels uncomfortable."

I nodded, suddenly nervous but thrilled at the same time. This was new territory—being with someone who understood both sides of pleasure.

Alex positioned himself between my legs, leaning down to kiss my neck as his fingers worked their magic, preparing me. His touch was gentle but assured, building my desire until I was arching against him.

"Ready?" he whispered against my ear.

"Yes," I breathed, meeting his gaze.

The initial penetration made me gasp, but Alex moved with patience, watching my face for any sign of discomfort. When I relaxed, he began to move with more confidence, finding a rhythm that had me clutching at his shoulders.

"This feels amazing," he murmured, his dark eyes intense as they locked with mine.

The connection between us felt more than just physical. There was understanding, acceptance, and a shared exploration that transcended labels and expectations. With each movement, I felt myself letting go, surrendering to the experience.

Alex shifted angles slightly, hitting a spot that made me cry out in surprise. He smiled knowingly, repeating the motion until I was trembling beneath him.

"That's it," I moaned. "Fuck me, Alex."

When the wave finally crashed over me, it felt all-consuming. Alex held me through it, his movements slowing as he watched me with something like wonder in his eyes.

"That was..." I started, searching for words.

"Yeah," Alex agreed with a soft laugh. "It was."

We fell into comfortable silence, neither of us feeling the need to define or analyze what had just happened. It simply was—a beautiful moment of connection between two friends exploring the vast landscape of pleasure together.

"Thank you," I said finally, turning to face him.

"For what?"

"For showing me another piece of myself I didn't know existed."

Alex smiled, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. "That's what friends are for, right?"

I laughed at his lightness, grateful that he understood this wasn't about romance or commitment, but about discovery and trust.

"Right," I agreed. "The very best kind of friends."

When I finally checked my phone, I was surprised to see several missed calls from my mother. It was later than I'd realized.

"I should probably head home," I said reluctantly, sitting up.

Alex nodded, stretching languidly. "Want to grab a shower first?"

The shower was quick but playful, with Alex showing me his collection of fancy soaps and shampoos. "Felix buys them," he explained. "He's obsessed with smelling like a different fruit every day of the week."

After drying off and getting dressed, I felt refreshed but also contemplative. The afternoon with Alex had opened yet another door in my understanding of human sexuality.


Chapter 3: Balancing Act



My afternoon with Alex had been incredible—a revelation even—but now I had to face him at work, and I worried that it might be awkward between us. The prospect made my stomach uneasy.

After showering and getting dressed, I stood before my mirror, meticulously applying my makeup. My hands trembled slightly as I applied mascara, thinking about how I'd now had sexual liaisons with two coworkers. One my boss, the other my friend. Really smart, Eden!

I arrived at Umami fifteen minutes late. I rushed to complete my prep, determined to maintain some semblance of professionalism. The restaurant was quiet, that peculiar calm before the dinner rush. I settled at the hostess stand, organizing menus and checking the reservation list for the evening.

"Eden."

I looked up to see Jenna approaching, her blonde hair perfectly styled and her makeup flawless as always. I braced myself for whatever cutting remark she had prepared.

"I have some VIP guests coming tonight," she said, her tone surprisingly civil. "The Nakamuras. They're regulars and big tippers."

I nodded, momentarily stunned by her cordial approach. "I'll look out for them and make sure they're shown to your section."

"Thanks." She lingered, examining my face. "Your makeup looks good tonight. What foundation do you use?"

The conversation shifted unexpectedly as we began discussing beauty routines. Jenna showed me a photo of a new highlighting technique she wanted to try, and I found myself genuinely engaged, sharing my own tricks for contouring.

"I never thought to blend it that way," she said, actually smiling at me. "You have to show me sometime."

As we continued chatting, Mr. Sato approached from behind. I tensed, expecting him to be angry about my late arrival at work, but instead, he stopped at a respectful distance away and gave me a respectful bow.

"Good evening, Miss Chase," he said, his voice oddly formal.

Jenna's eyebrows shot up. "What's up with you two?" she asked, looking between us suspiciously.

"Nothing," I said too quickly.

"Right," Jenna drawled, clearly not buying it.

Mr. Sato cleared his throat. "I should check on the kitchen preparations." He bowed slightly again before walking away.

Jenna's eyes narrowed. "Seriously, what the hell was that? He kissed your ass, even though you arrived late."

"You're imagining things," I said, busying myself with the reservation book, thinking that Mr. Sato kissing my ass was not completely out of the question.

Before Jenna could press further, Alex walked in through the front door. Our eyes met, and I felt heat rush to my face. The memories of our afternoon flooded my mind.

"Hey," he said, his voice slightly higher than normal.

"Hi," I replied, equally awkward.

Jenna looked between us, her eyes widening. "Oh my God. Something weird is definitely going on with you people." She pointed at me accusingly. "You're hiding something, Eden Chase, and I'm going to figure it out."

She stalked off toward the bar, leaving me standing there with my heart hammering in my chest. Alex gave me a small smile before following her to the bar.

I spent the next hour greeting customers, but my mind was elsewhere. The reality of my situation was sinking in. I'd dominated my boss in the wine cellar, turning our power dynamic completely upside down. Then I'd slept with Alex, possibly permanently altering our social chemistry.

If Jenna started spreading rumors, she could make life very difficult for me. Worse, the entire staff might find out about my private life. The thought made me queasy.

During a lull in arrivals, I made my way to Mr. Sato's office and shut the door behind me. He looked up from his computer, immediately standing and walking around his desk. Before I could speak, he dropped to his knees in front of me, head bowed.

"Mistress," he murmured.

"Stop that," I hissed. "Get up."

He rose slowly, confusion evident on his face.

"You can't act like this during work hours," I said, keeping my voice low. "Jenna's already suspicious. If word gets out about what happened between us, we're both screwed."

"I apologize, Mistress, but I cannot—"

"Can't what? Pretend nothing happened? You need to go back to acting normal. That means treating me like you did before."

His face contorted with distress. "You want me to harass you again? I can't harass my Mistress."

I took a deep breath, trying to channel the dominance I'd discovered within myself. "You can if your Mistress orders you to."

Understanding dawned in his eyes. "If that is what you command, then yes, I will obey."

"Good." I felt a small thrill at his immediate compliance. "Just be your normal annoying self. No need to be excessive."

"May I ask..." he began hesitantly, "when might we have another... session?"

I considered this. The power I'd felt in the cellar had been intoxicating, and part of me craved it again. "On Thursday evenings, everyone usually leaves early. Once the staff is gone, we can meet in the cellar."

His eyes lit up. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Remember, at work I'm Eden, your employee. Nothing more."

He nodded solemnly. "Of course."

I left his office feeling both relieved and conflicted. This double life was becoming complicated, but I couldn't deny the rush it gave me.

The dinner service progressed smoothly. Mr. Sato made a point of criticizing my table assignments loudly enough for others to hear, though I noticed he was careful not to be as handsy as before. Jenna seemed to accept this return to normalcy, though she still watched me with curious eyes.

During a quiet moment, I made my way to the bar where Alex was mixing drinks.

"Can we talk?" I asked quietly.

He nodded, leading me to a corner where we wouldn't be overheard.

"I don't want things to be weird between us," I said. "What happened between us was amazing, but you're my friend first. I love you, and I don't want to lose that."

Relief washed over his face. "I was worried you might regret it."

"Not at all," I assured him. "It was incredible. But I value our friendship too much to let anything mess it up."

"Same here," he said, pulling me into a hug. The familiar scent of his cologne was comforting. "Friends who occasionally explore together?"

I laughed against his shoulder. "Something like that."

"Want to hang out after work?" he asked as we pulled apart.

"That sounds perfect, see you on the patio," I said, feeling lighter than I had all day.

As I returned to the hostess stand, I caught Jenna watching me from across the restaurant. She raised an eyebrow, but I just smiled and went back to work. Let her wonder. For now, at least, my secrets were safe.

But as I greeted the next customers, I couldn't help wondering how long I could maintain all these relationships before they inevitably collided.


Chapter 4: A Mother's Sin



The Windy Hills Memory Care center was just outside of town, nestled among rolling hills and ancient oak trees. As I pulled into the parking lot, I couldn't help but marvel at the magnificent building. It looked more like an old Southern plantation than a care facility—with white columns, a wraparound porch with rocking chairs, and a meticulously manicured lawn dotted with vibrant flower beds. Stone pathways wound through large weeping willows and around a small pond where ducks floated peacefully.

"Damn," I whispered. "This place must cost a fortune."

I wondered if Master Dante paid for this place himself or if Clara had money. My mom had worked for years at a similar facility, but one where neither the patients nor their families had money. That place had been all fluorescent lights, linoleum floors, and the persistent smell of bleach and urine. Nothing like this pristine establishment.

I remembered having to go with my mom to work sometimes, sitting in the break room doing homework, and wandering the halls. The residents would often mistake me for their daughter or granddaughter, reaching for me with trembling hands. It had terrified me as a child.

And here I was, about to deliberately pretend to be someone's granddaughter.

Alex and I walked to the front desk. I decided that confidence would be the key to making this charade work. So, I said without hesitation, "I'm here to visit Clara Dante."

The woman at the counter looked up at me and said, "I don't recognize you. Who are you to Mrs. Dante?"

Relief flooded through me. At least the name was correct.

"I'm her granddaughter, Evelyn," I replied smoothly.

The receptionist looked at me inquisitively. "I've never heard of Mrs. Dante having a granddaughter. Are you her son Robert's daughter?"

I hesitated and almost said no, but then thought, what if Robert was an only child and they knew that? I'd blow my cover instantly. He was barely old enough to be my father, if he had had me at a very young age.

"Yes, Robert is my dad," I said, trying to sound casual.

She looked me up and down, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Well, you do resemble Clara, but Mr. Dante never mentioned you before."

I forced a sad smile. "He's very protective. He never wanted me to visit my grandmother. He said it would be too disturbing for me to see her in a place like this." I let my voice crack slightly. "But I heard that she fell, and I wanted to check on her. I want a relationship with her. I haven't seen her for five years now."

The receptionist's expression softened. "That sounds horrible. Mr. Dante can be very demanding, but a granddaughter should be able to see her grandmother." She stood up. "Wait a moment while I check that Mrs. Dante is up for visits."

She left Alex and me in the reception area and disappeared down a long corridor.

"Holy shit," Alex whispered once she was out of earshot. "I can't believe that worked."

"Maybe it didn't," I said, nervously tapping my foot. "What if she's not checking on Clara at all? What if she's calling security or worse—calling Master Dante?"

"Relax," Alex said, though he looked a bit nervous too. "You were convincing. And she said you looked a bit like her. Did she look at all like you in the pictures you saw?"

"Yeah, the woman in those pictures definitely looked like me? Now I'm getting worried that this will work, and Clara tells them she doesn't have a granddaughter named Evelyn?" My heart pounded in my chest. "This was a mistake. We should leave before—"

"Evelyn?" The receptionist had returned, smiling kindly. "Your grandmother is having a good day today. She's in her room. I'll take you to her."

I exchanged a surprised glance with Alex before following her down the hallway. The interior was just as impressive as the exterior—warm lighting, tasteful artwork, and comfortable seating areas throughout. Nothing like the institutional feel of the place where my mom had worked.

"Is she... coherent?" I asked carefully.

"She has good days and bad days," the receptionist explained. "Today seems to be one of the better ones, though she might still confuse some details. Don't be alarmed if she calls you by another name or thinks you're someone else. Just go with it."

"Right," I said, guilt twisting in my stomach. Here I was, about to exploit an elderly woman's condition to snoop on her son. But I needed to know more about Master Dante—about Robert. The photos I'd seen in his house, the way he'd reacted to the call about Clara... there was something there, something important.

"Here we are," the receptionist said, stopping outside a door. "Room 214. I'll leave you to have some privacy. The call button is by the bed if you need anything."

She walked away, and Alex and I stood frozen outside the door.

"You ready?" Alex whispered.

I took a deep breath. "No. But let's do it anyway."

I knocked gently on the door, then slowly pushed it open, stepping into Clara Dante's room and whatever secrets it might hold.
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I stepped into the room with Alex close behind me. The space was nice—a private room with large windows overlooking manicured gardens, tasteful furniture, and personal touches that made it feel less institutional.

Sitting up in the bed was an elderly woman with thin lips, wrinkled skin, and thinning grey hair. She looked just like the old women who had scared me to death as a child. Her hands were tucked under a blanket covering her lap, and her attention was fixed on the television mounted on the wall, though the volume was barely audible.

"Hello, Clara," I said softly.

She turned toward me, her eyes narrowing as she took me in. Her face contorted into a scowl. "Who the fuck are you?" she demanded, her voice surprisingly strong for someone her age.

I swallowed hard, feeling my confidence waver. "I'm Evelyn, your granddaughter?"

Clara stared at me for a long moment, confusion flickering across her face. Then something seemed to click. "Oh yeah... my memory's not too good. So Robert got one of his sluts pregnant. That doesn't surprise me." She let out a harsh laugh. "What do you want? You want to get your hands on my money? Well, I'm not leaving it to you, nor that no-good father of yours. Nothing but a disappointment that boy was."

I blinked, taken aback by her hostility. This was where Master Dante got his issues from? This horrible woman had raised him?

"I don't want anything from you," I said, moving closer to the bed. "I just wanted to meet you. I wanted nothing except..." I paused, choosing my words carefully. "Except information."

She scoffed. "Yeah, right. Robert says he doesn't care for my money either, but why else does he come to visit me? I tell him to go home and to leave me alone."

Despite her nastiness, something about her seemed pathetic. She was old, confined to this place, and angry at the world. I felt a pang of sympathy.

"Why don't you want him to visit?" I asked, pulling up a chair beside her bed. Alex lingered near the door, clearly uncomfortable. "Don't you love him? He's your son."

Clara's face darkened. "He ruined my life. I wanted to be a dancer. I was in the Atlanta Ballet when I met Robert's father. He knocked me up and disappeared." She twisted the blanket. "My family disowned me. I had to raise him and his sister alone."

"Twins?" I asked, my heart skipping a beat. "So he has a sister?"

Clara practically spat the next words. "So he never told you about his sister? That doesn't surprise me. Probably ashamed."

"Ashamed? Why would he be ashamed?"

Clara's expression turned dark. She held out her hands, and I saw that they were scarred, the skin puckered and discolored like they had once been badly burned.

"He did this to me," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "And killed his sister."

Alex and I gasped simultaneously. "He killed his sister?" I repeated, my voice barely audible.

"That's right," Clara nodded grimly. "I was in the kitchen, and they were in the living room. They were dancing and knocking each other with their hips. He knocked her so hard she fell into the fire."

I put my hand to my mouth. "Oh no."

"I heard the screaming, and by the time I got to the living room, she had run outside. I grabbed her and tried to put her out." She looked down at her scarred hands. "I burned my fingers to the bone. But the next day, my sweet little girl died. She was only three. He was sent to live with relatives, but after I got out of the hospital, they made me take him back."

"I'm so sorry that happened," I said, genuinely moved. "It sounds like a horrible accident."

Clara waved her hand dismissively, as if swatting away my words. The gesture communicated that she didn't consider it an accident at all.

My gaze drifted to a row of photographs on a shelf beneath the TV. There was a picture of Clara with two infants in the hospital, another with toddlers who looked about two or three years old. Then a photo caught my eye—Clara with a child of maybe six or seven. The face looked remarkably like Robert's, but the child was wearing a girl's dress with makeup and braided hair.

I walked over and picked up the photo, showing it to Alex, who shook his head in confusion. I then brought it to Clara.

"Is this you and Robert?" I asked, pointing to the child in the dress.

Clara smiled, the first genuine smile I'd seen from her. "No, this is me and Robin, my sweet little girl."

I frowned, trying to make sense of this. "But I thought you said Robin died when she was three?"

Clara shook her head emphatically. "No, no, that was Christine. This is my Robin. She took Christine's place."

My confusion deepened. "This looks a lot like Robert. Where was he?"

Clara became visibly agitated, her hands trembling. "Robert left. I sent him away, and Robin replaced him." She took the picture from my hands, kissed it tenderly, and got up shakily to return it to the bookshelf.

When she turned back around, her expression had completely changed. Her eyes were wild with confusion and anger. "Who the fuck are you? Why are you here?"

I tried again. "I'm Evelyn, your granddaughter. I came to visit you—"

"Liar!" she shouted, raising her hand as if to strike me. "I don't have a granddaughter! Get out! Get out now!"

Alex grabbed my arm. "We should go," he whispered urgently.

"I'm sorry," I said to Clara, backing toward the door. "We didn't mean to upset you."

We hurried down the hallway, my mind racing with what I'd just learned. Master Dante had a twin sister who died in a fire. Clara blamed him. And then there was Robin... who was Robin? The child in the dress who looked like Robert?

When we reached the reception area, the woman who had checked us in looked up with a smile. "How was your visit?"

I forced a smile. "It went well, but Clara got tired."

"I'm glad you had a nice visit," she said warmly. "You should come back again. I'm sure having family around helps, even on her confused days."

"Yes, of course," I mumbled, eager to leave. "And could you not tell my father that I came. He's very controlling and doesn't want me to get to know Clara."

The receptionist smiled, putting her fingers to her lips.

Once we were safely in Alex's car, I let out a long breath. "Holy shit."

"That was intense," Alex said, starting the engine. "What the hell was all that about Robin and Christine?"

"I don't know," I said, staring out the window as we pulled away from Windy Hills. "But I think... I think maybe Robin was Robert. I think his mother dressed him up as a girl after his sister died."

"Jesus," Alex whispered. "That would explain a lot about him."

I nodded, thinking about Master Dante's need for control, his issues with his mother, his absolute refusal to be dominated by a woman. "She made him replace his dead sister. Can you imagine what that would do to a child?"

"It's fucked up," Alex said, shaking his head. "Completely fucked up."

We drove in silence for several minutes, both processing what we'd witnessed.

"What are you going to do?" Alex finally asked. "Are you going to tell him you know?"

I considered this. If I told Master Dante I'd been snooping, that I'd visited his mother behind his back, he'd be furious. But keeping this secret felt wrong. This explained so much about him, about why he was the way he was.

"I don't know," I admitted. "I need to think about it."

The truth was, I felt like I'd violated something sacred. I'd gone behind Master Dante's back to uncover his most painful secrets. But I also felt like I understood him better now. His control issues, his anger, his refusal to ever submit—it all made sense in light of what his mother had done to him.

"Maybe this is why he never lets anyone get close," I said quietly. "He's afraid of being controlled again, of being forced to be something he's not."

Alex glanced at me. "You care about him, don't you? Like, really care."

I nodded slowly. "I think I do. And now I don't know what to do with all this information."

"You could just... be there for him," Alex suggested. "Without letting on that you know anything. Maybe someday he'll trust you enough to tell you himself."

"Maybe," I said, but I wasn't convinced. The secrets between us were piling up. I was keeping things from Michael, from Michelle, and now from Master Dante, too. How many lies could one person juggle before everything came crashing down?

As we drove back toward town, I couldn't shake the image of that little boy in a dress, forced to become someone else to please his grieving, twisted mother. It made me see Master Dante—Robert—in an entirely new light. Behind his dominance and control was a wounded child who'd never been allowed to be himself.

And I had no idea how to help him heal that wound, or if he even wanted me to try.


Chapter 5: Mistress Eden Unleashed



The familiar rhythm of wiping down menus filled my time as I completed my closing duties at Umami. My mind wasn't on the task though—it drifted to the black duffel bag in my car trunk containing the new toys I'd purchased with Mr. Sato's money. Tonight would be our second session, and I was wet with anticipation.

Chef Sasaki had left a small plate of appetizers for the closing staff—crispy gyoza with truffle oil, hamachi crudo with yuzu, and a single piece of uni toast. I popped the last morsel into my mouth, savoring the sweetness as my phone buzzed.

A text from Master Dante: Would you like to come over after work? Spend the night?

Then, something that made me pause—he'd signed it Robert instead of Master.

My heart hammered against my ribs. Was this a thing now, him inviting me to stay overnight? And he'd never signed a text with his first name.

I typed back: Yes, I'd love to. But I have a session with Mr. Sato planned after everyone leaves. I can come over then.

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then reappeared. You're always full of surprises, Eden. I'll enjoy hearing about your session. I have something special to give you.

Heat flooded my face. I bit my lip and typed: If that something is between your legs, then yes, I look forward to it.

His response came quickly: See you later.

I tucked my phone away, heart racing with anticipation. First, Mr. Sato, then Robert—not Master Dante, but Robert. Tonight felt important.

After the last server left, I retrieved my duffel bag from the car and locked the front door. The employee changing room felt different at night—quiet, intimate. I stripped naked, goosebumps prickling my skin. From my bag, I pulled out the topless black corset I'd ordered, cinching it around my waist. The material hugged my curves, pushing my breasts up while leaving them exposed. I laced up my Dr. Martens, feeling powerful with each tug of the laces. Finally, I placed the black apron over my head, the only concession to modesty.

I checked my reflection, hardly recognizing myself. Gone was the uncertain girl who'd started at Umami just weeks ago. In her place stood Mistress Eden—confident, powerful, in control.

The staircase to the wine cellar creaked beneath my boots. At the bottom, Mr. Sato waited exactly as I'd instructed in the photos I'd sent him—kneeling in the nadu position, thighs spread wide, palms resting on his thighs, head bowed.

The wine cellar had been transformed again, with candles flickering on the wooden table, casting dancing shadows across the walls. A clean white cloth sat on a wine barrel, ready for my tools.

"Inspection position," I commanded.

He rose immediately, eyes downcast, assuming the stance I'd detailed in my instructions—feet shoulder-width apart, hands clasped behind his head, elbows out, chest thrust forward. I circled him slowly, my boots clicking on the concrete floor. I ran my fingertips across his shoulders, down his spine, feeling him shiver under my touch.

"Very good, you've prepared the room and yourself as instructed."

"Thank you, Mistress Eden."

I reached into my bag and withdrew the black leather collar with silver studs that I'd purchased with his money. He had paid for his own instrument of submission.

"Do you consent to wear my collar?"

His voice trembled slightly. "Yes, Mistress."

I fastened it around his neck, the buckle making a satisfying click. My fingers lingered on the leather, adjusting it to sit perfectly against his throat.

"Do you remember the color-coded safewords I sent you?"

"Yes, Mistress. Green means continue, yellow means slow down or check in, red means stop immediately."

I nodded, moving to stand directly in front of him. "I expect you to use them if you're overwhelmed or want to stop for any reason. You are never to endure something out of fear or obligation. Do you understand?"

"I understand, Mistress Eden."

I trailed my fingers down his hairless, but muscular chest. "Good. Then let's begin." I stepped back, really looking at Mr. Sato for the first time, as a man. I noticed how objectively attractive he was—lean muscle under smooth skin, strong jawline, dark eyes that held intensity. His body was toned from what must have been regular workouts, and his abs were defined without being showy.

Strange that I'd never seen it before. His inappropriate touches and leering had created such a wall of disgust that I'd never actually seen him.

But his physical appeal was beside the point. What mattered was the collar around his neck, the way his eyes remained downcast in my presence, and how his body responded to my commands. I could feel power coursing through me.

If he'd been balding with a paunch and bad skin, I'd still feel this surge of dominance. This wasn't about attraction or even sex, not really. It was about control—my control. His submission was the aphrodisiac, not his physique.

I circled him again, enjoying how he tensed as I moved behind him, anticipating but not knowing what would come next. This was what I craved—the ability to command, to direct, to be obeyed without question.

I retrieved the chastity cage from my bag and held it up before Mr. Sato's eyes. "Do you know what this is?"

He nodded, a flicker of fear crossing his face.

"Good. I don't want your nasty cock getting in my way tonight, so I'm going to contain it in this." I knelt before him on the concrete floor. "Spread your legs wider."

His member was already beginning to swell. I needed to work quickly. I took his cock in my hand, feeling it pulse with blood as it tried to harden. The silicone cage was smooth against my palm as I positioned it over his shaft, sliding it down carefully. His breathing quickened as I applied the ring around the base of his scrotum, then crammed his semi-erect penis into the cage. The plastic clicked as I secured the lock, trapping him inside.

Mr. Sato let out a low moan as his cock tried to stiffen but met the unyielding resistance of the cage. I could see it straining against the plastic, seeking freedom it wouldn't find.

I stood back, admiring my handiwork. The pink cage looked absurd against his masculine frame, making his captivity all the more obvious. "Look at you," I taunted, circling him again. "Neutered. No longer a man worth anything." I flicked the cage with my finger, making him flinch. "You can't even get hard like a real man."

His eyes rolled back slightly, a moan escaping his lips. My words were turning him on, his trapped cock twitching uselessly in its prison.

I stepped closer, pressing my knee against his balls, applying gentle pressure at first, then increasing it gradually. His eyes widened, mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and pain.

"Do you like having your little nuts crushed?" I pressed harder.

"Yes, Mistress," he gasped, "very much so."

I smiled playfully, leaning in close enough that he could feel my breath on his face. "You're such a nasty boy."

Turning away, I walked back to my bag, suddenly uncertain what to do next. Maybe in the future, I should create a little cheat sheet—a sequence of activities planned out. I didn't want to appear indecisive in front of him. My hand closed around the nipple clamps, and I pulled them out, the chain connecting them swinging like a pendulum.

I returned to Mr. Sato, running my fingers across his chest. His nipples hardened under my touch. I pinched one between my thumb and forefinger, twisting slightly, watching his face contort. Leaning forward, I took the other nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make him gasp before releasing it.

"These are sensitive," I observed, attaching the first clamp. His body tensed, a hiss escaping between clenched teeth. I attached the second clamp and tugged on the chain connecting them, making him rise onto his tiptoes. "Beautiful."

Mr. Sato squirmed but didn't complain. I made a mental note to order some of those small weights that Master Dante had used on my nipples. The memory of their pull, the exquisite pain as they swung with my movements, made my nipples ache.

"Turn around," I commanded. "Bend over the bench."

He complied immediately, positioning himself over the wooden bench. I bound his wrists to the opposite side, testing the restraints to ensure they were secure but not cutting off circulation. Walking around to the other side, I displayed my new paddle and flogger before his eyes.

"What do you think of my new toys?"

"They're beautiful, Mistress," he said, voice thick with anticipation. "You will surely put them to good use."

As I turned to place them on the cloth-covered barrel, I heard his sharp intake of breath. From his position, he could see that my apron did not cover my backside. I was not wearing underwear, leaving my ass completely exposed.

"Your ass is magnificent," he blurted out.

I whirled around, my hand connecting with his cheek in a sharp slap that echoed through the cellar. "Did I give you permission to comment on my body?"

His eyes widened. "No, Mistress. I apologize for my insolence."

"If you like it so much," I said, a wicked idea forming, "perhaps you'd like to kiss it?"

His head lifted, hope brightening his features. "Yes, Mistress. May I?"

I stepped closer, turning my back to him. "You may."

Slowly, I backed up until my ass cheeks pressed against his face, covering his nose and mouth. The sensation of his warm breath against my skin sent a shiver up my spine.

"Now you may compliment my ass," I permitted.

His voice was muffled against my flesh. "Your cheeks are so firm and smooth, Mistress. I love the feel of them against my face."

I reached back, spreading my cheeks with my hands. "And what about my asshole? What do you think of that?"

There was a moment's hesitation before he answered. "It's the prettiest I've ever seen, Mistress."

"Would you like to kiss it?"

"Yes, Mistress. Very much."

Keeping my cheeks spread, I felt his tongue dart out, circling my rim with tentative licks. The wet warmth of his tongue sent unexpected pleasure coursing through me.

"Get your tongue in there," I told him. "Lick it good."

Of course, I was immaculately clean, but the taboo nature of the act, the complete submission it required of him, thrilled me. He obeyed without hesitation, his tongue probing deeper, lapping eagerly at my most intimate place.

"Good boy," I praised, releasing my cheeks and stepping away. "You've done an excellent job. At least you're good for something."

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, voice husky with arousal.

I picked up the flogger, running the soft leather tails through my fingers. The weight felt good in my hand—substantial enough to make an impact but not so heavy that I couldn't control it. I remembered how Master Dante had used a similar implement on me, the way he'd built up gradually from gentle strokes to more intense ones.

"Count for me," I instructed, moving behind Mr. Sato.

I drew my arm back and delivered the first stroke across his back. The leather tails made a satisfying thwack against his skin.

"One," he counted, his voice steady.

I struck again, slightly harder, watching red lines appear on his skin.

"Two."

By the tenth stroke, his counting had become ragged, his breath coming in short gasps. I paused, running my hand over the warm, reddened skin of his back, feeling the slight welts rising under my palm.

"Color?" I checked in.

"Green, Mistress."

I switched to the paddle, the solid wood heavy in my grip. The first strike produced a loud crack and a deep groan from Mr. Sato. His ass reddened instantly where the paddle had connected.

"One," he gasped.

I alternated cheeks, watching them redden and glow under my attention. By the fifth strike, he was moaning continuously between counts, his body trembling.

"Ten!" he cried out after the final blow.

I set the paddle down and examined my work. His ass was a beautiful shade of crimson, hot to the touch when I ran my palm over it. The power I felt was arousing—I had marked him, transformed his body with my will, and a piece of wood.

"You took your spanking very well," I told Mr. Sato, trailing my fingers along the hot, reddened skin of his ass. "I'm impressed with your endurance."

"Thank you, Mistress," he replied, his voice hoarse from counting out his punishment.

I turned to face him, lifting his chin with my finger so our eyes met. "Tell me, have you ever been penetrated before?"

A visible tremor ran through his body. His voice quivered as he answered, "No, Mistress."

"Is that something you might be interested in trying?" I kept my tone neutral, curious rather than demanding.

He swallowed hard. "I am at my Mistress's disposal. Whatever pleases you."

I shook my head. "That's not what I asked. This is a big step. I want a clear green from you to proceed, not just compliance. You can say not tonight, and we'll try something else."

Mr. Sato's eyes darted away, then back to mine. I could see him wrestling with himself—the businessman who controlled everything in his domain versus the submissive who craved surrender. Finally, he whispered, "Green, Mistress."

"Good. Remember, you can say 'yellow' if you need me to slow down or be more gentle, and 'red' if you want me to stop completely. Don't wait for me to ask if you're uncomfortable."

I retrieved a bottle of lubricant from my bag, squeezing a generous amount onto my fingers. The clear gel glistened in the candlelight as I warmed it between my fingertips.

"Spread your legs wider," I instructed, moving behind him.

I ran my slick finger down the crack of his ass, circling his puckered entrance. His muscles tensed at my touch, and I waited, giving him time to adjust to the new sensation. Slowly, I pressed the tip of my index finger against his opening. There was resistance at first, his body instinctively fighting the intrusion.

"Breathe," I reminded him. "Try to relax."

His breath came out in a shuddering exhale, and I felt the tight ring of muscle yield slightly. I pushed forward, my finger sliding inside up to the first knuckle. The heat of his body enveloped my digit, his muscles clenching around it like a vise.

"Oh," he gasped, his voice pitched higher than I'd ever heard it.

"How does that feel?" I asked, keeping my finger still.

"Strange," he admitted. "Full, but... not unpleasant."

I began to move my finger, pulling out slightly before pushing back in, a little deeper each time. His breathing quickened, and I could see his trapped cock straining against its cage.

"I'm going to add another finger now," I warned him. "Take a deep breath."

As he inhaled, I pressed my middle finger alongside the first, stretching him further. He let out a low moan, his head dropping forward. The muscles of his anus clenched around my fingers, squeezing them together. I scissored them gently, working to loosen the tight ring.

"Color?" I checked.

"Green," he panted. "It burns, but... green."

I continued the gentle in-and-out motion, feeling his body gradually accept the intrusion. When I curved my fingers forward, searching for his prostate, his whole body jerked.

"What was that?" he gasped.

"That's your prostate," I explained. "The male g-spot. Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes," he admitted, sounding surprised. "Very... intense."

I withdrew my fingers and reached for the smallest buttplug from my collection. It was sleek and black, with a tapered tip for easy insertion. I coated it liberally with lube.

"I'm going to use this plug now," I told him. "It will stretch you more than my fingers."

The tip of the plug pressed against his entrance, meeting resistance. I applied steady pressure, watching as his body slowly yielded, accepting the widening girth of the toy. Mr. Sato's breath came in short gasps, his knuckles white as he gripped the edge of the bench.

"Breathe through it," I encouraged. "Push out gently."

He followed my instructions, and the plug slid in further, the widest part stretching his opening before his body closed around the narrower neck, holding the plug securely in place.

"Color?" I asked again.

"Green," he confirmed, his voice strained but certain. "It's feeling better."

"Good. I'm going to let that stretch you out for a bit."

While he adjusted to the plug, I returned to my bag and retrieved the strap-on harness. It was black leather with silver studs that matched his collar—a deliberate choice on my part. The dildo was modest in size, about six inches long and not too thick, with a slight curve that would help stimulate his prostate. The harness had an attachment that would slip inside me, ensuring I received pleasure while fucking him.

I stepped into the harness, adjusting the straps around my hips and thighs until it fit snugly. The internal portion slid into my wet pussy, making me gasp at the sudden fullness. I tightened the final straps, the base of the dildo pressing against my clit.

Approaching Mr. Sato, I stood where he could see me, the purple silicone cock jutting proudly from between my legs. His eyes widened at the sight.

"This is about to be inside you," I told him, running my hand along the length of the dildo. "You're about to know what it feels like to get fucked. Are you excited to lose your anal virginity to me?"

"Yes, Mistress."

His expression said he was not so sure. I understood his apprehension—this was a significant step, especially for a man accustomed to being the one doing the penetrating. I'd only ever taken plugs in my ass, never a cock. The thought of Master Dante's enormous member penetrating me there terrified me. It wasn't just about length, I realized, but girth. Master Dante was about twice as wide around as this dildo.

I moved to stand in front of Mr. Sato's face. "Suck my cock," I commanded.

He opened his mouth obediently, taking the tip between his lips. He managed only an inch or two before gagging, his eyes watering. I pulled back, not wanting to push him too far.

"That's enough for now," I said, walking behind him again.

I spread his ass cheeks, revealing the base of the plug nestled between them. Gripping it firmly, I pulled gently, feeling his body resist before releasing the toy with an audible pop. His hole gaped slightly before beginning to close.

Positioning the tip of the dildo at his entrance, I applied more lube to both his hole and the silicone shaft, ensuring everything was slick and ready.

"You're about to officially become a slut," I told him.

I saw him lower his head, his entire body tensing in anticipation. My hands found his hips, steadying him as I pushed forward very slowly. The tip slipped in, and I felt him tense even more.

"Relax," I instructed. "Press out slightly. Don't tense up, or it'll hurt more."

I pressed a little harder, and the dildo slid in about halfway. The harness pressed against my clit, sending sparks of pleasure through my body.

"You're being such a good slut," I encouraged him. "It's almost all in."

He moaned, a sound that communicated pain and pleasure in equal measure. I pushed forward until the dildo was fully seated inside him, my hips pressed against his ass. I paused, giving his body time to adjust to the intrusion.

"How does it feel?" I asked.

"Better," he gasped. "So full."

I began to thrust, very slowly at first, pulling back an inch before sliding in again. Each movement drew a grunt from him, his body rocking with the force of my thrusts. The internal portion of the harness moved inside me with each thrust, while the base rubbed against my clit.

There was something profoundly powerful about penetrating a man, especially in his ass. I imagined it was the ultimate surrender—a man offering his body to be used in the most vulnerable way. The trust it required was immense. I wondered if he was experiencing similar feelings to my own first time being penetrated—that sense of innocence lost, of everything changing in a single moment.

As I found a rhythm, I reached around to tug on the chain connecting his nipple clamps, adding another layer of sensation. His moans grew louder, less restrained. The sight of my purple cock disappearing into his body, the knowledge that I was the first to claim this part of him, filled me with a sense of power… and privilege.

After several minutes of steady thrusting, I prepared to withdraw. "This will hurt the most," I warned him. "The head is the widest part."

I pulled out slowly, watching his delicate muscles contract around the retreating shaft. When the head finally popped free, he let out a sharp cry, his body sagging against the bench.

"We're not done yet," I told him, unfastening the restraints around his wrists. "Lie down on your back on the bench."

He complied, his movements stiff and careful. I unlocked the chastity cage, freeing his cock, which immediately began to swell.

"Lift your legs," I instructed.

He raised his legs, and I positioned them over my shoulders, opening him up to me again. His cock stood fully erect now, pre-cum glistening at the tip. I aligned the dildo with his stretched hole and pushed back inside, eliciting a deep groan from him.

"You can stroke yourself," I permitted.

His hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking in time with my thrusts. The double stimulation—my cock in his ass and his hand on his dick—quickly brought him to the edge. I could tell from the sounds he was making, the way his body tensed, that he was close. I reached between his legs to stroke his testicles.

"May I cum, Mistress?" he cried out, his voice breaking.

"You have my permission," I granted.

His body arched off the bench as he climaxed, ropes of white semen erupting from his cock. The first spurt landed on his stomach, the second on his chest, the force of his orgasm surprising us both. His ass clenched around the dildo as he came, the contractions adding to his pleasure.

As his body relaxed, I slowly withdrew, watching him recoil slightly at the sensation. "You have my permission to get comfortable," I told him. "You can stay on the bench or lie on the floor."

He chose the floor, easing himself down carefully. I was exhausted myself—thrusting for so long had worked muscles I didn't usually use. I removed the harness, setting it aside for cleaning later, and sat on the bench.

After giving him some time to recover, I asked, "How was that for you? Are you okay?"

Mr. Sato looked up at me, his expression one of wonder. "It was... illuminating, Mistress. I never desired to be used in that way before, but once I got through the pain, it felt wonderful. It was the most explosive orgasm I've ever experienced."

"That was probably the dildo pressing against your prostate," I explained. "That's likely why you came so much."

"Yes," he agreed.

To my surprise, he knelt before me, bowing his head. "I am forever at your service, Mistress Eden."

His praise made me almost self-conscious. This level of devotion was new territory for me. "You're a devoted slave," I told him. "And you are appreciated as well."

My words seemed to please him immensely. His face lit up with genuine happiness.

"Are you done using me for the night, Mistress?" he asked. "May I begin cleaning up?"

"Yes, you may," I replied. "I'm going to go upstairs, shower, and then leave."

As I gathered my things, I glanced back at Mr. Sato, who was carefully collecting the toys for cleaning. The power I'd felt penetrating him, claiming his virginity, marking him as mine in the most intimate way—it was life-altering. But what lingered most was the connection, the trust he'd placed in me to guide him through this new experience.

I headed upstairs to shower, my mind already turning to Master Dante—or Robert, as he'd signed his text.


Chapter 6: Robert's Blues



The lights of Master Dante's house glowed warmly against the night sky as I approached. Before I could even knock, the door swung open. Master Dante stood there, not with his usual controlled expression, but with a broad smile that transformed his face.

"Eden," he said, his voice lighter than I'd ever heard it.

He stepped forward, wrapped his arms around my waist, and lifted me off my feet. His lips found mine in a kiss that held none of his usual detachment—just genuine warmth and affection. When he set me down, his hands lingered at my waist.

"I'm happy to see you," he said simply.

My heart fluttered. This version of him—relaxed, open, affectionate—was a revelation. Not that I didn't love Master Dante's intensity and control, but this... this felt like seeing the man behind the mask.

"Would you like something to drink?" he asked.

"God, yes. I'm so thirsty."

His eyebrows rose slightly. "You have to remember to drink plenty of water when you play out a scene. Hydration is important for both physical and mental recovery."

"Yes, Master Dante," I replied automatically.

"We're not in a session now," he corrected gently. "You can call me Robert... or Rob, as some of my friends do."

I couldn't help the smile that spread across my face. From Master to Rob in one evening? "Okay, Rob," I tested the name on my tongue. It felt intimate, like crossing a threshold.

"What would you like to drink?"

"Sparkling water, if you have it."

He disappeared into the kitchen and returned with two cans of LaCroix. "Perfect," I said, taking one gratefully.

We settled on the couch, and I swung my legs across his lap in a casual intimacy that would have been unthinkable a few weeks ago. He rested one hand on my ankle.

"Tell me about your session with Sato," he said.

I took a long sip of water, organizing my thoughts. "It went well. Even better than I expected. I had him kneel when I arrived, and I collared him right away to establish the dynamic."

Robert nodded approvingly.

"I made sure to go over safewords first thing, just like you taught me. Then I put him in a chastity cage—"

"You bought a cage?" Robert interrupted, looking impressed.

"I did. And nipple clamps, though I need to order some weights for them. The ones I have are good, but I think the added weight would enhance the experience."

"Good idea," Robert said. "Remember that clamps can also be applied to the testicles for men." His hand slid slightly higher on my leg. "In fact, they can be applied to a woman's pussy lips as well."

I winced involuntarily. "Ouch."

A mischievous glint appeared in his eyes. "You might find out about that at the Mansion on Sunday."

The Mansion. With everything happening with Sato and Alex, I'd almost forgotten about our upcoming appearance at the Gorean Order's gathering.

"Anyway," I continued, "after the clamps, I had him worship my body, then I flogged him. I started gently and built up intensity, watching his reactions carefully. Then I paddled him—the wooden paddle I bought has a nice weight to it."

Robert's eyes locked onto mine as I spoke, his interest evident.

"The main event, though, was penetration. I started with my fingers, then a small plug, and finally a strap-on. It was his first time being pegged."

"How did he handle it?"

"Surprisingly well. There was discomfort at first, but once he relaxed, he seemed to enjoy it. The orgasm he had afterward was... impressive."

Robert chuckled. "I bet it was."

"I almost felt sorry for him until I saw the power of his ejaculation. It must be painful to be pegged in the ass like that," I said. "I assume you've never experienced that… and probably never will."

"No, I've never been penetrated before. And no, would not consider getting pegged by a sub," he said, looking me dead in the eyes. "But, as a boyfriend, who knows, maybe one day."

A rush of adrenaline shot through me. Was he saying that maybe, one day, he would let me peg him as his girlfriend? I decided not to push the subject.

I returned to discussing anal sex in general. "One thing did scare me about fucking him in the ass, though."

"What was that?"

I blushed. "I worry that you're going to want to fuck me in the ass at some point, and you're so much larger than any of the buttplugs we've used."

He nodded. "And that leads us to the gift I've got for you." He got up and retrieved a leather-bound box from his desk.

I sat up and accepted the box from him. I opened the top and it revealed a collection of beautiful buttplugs of all sizes. Each one was made of stainless steel with a unique glass heart design at the base. These were not cheap buttplugs; they were like little works of art.

"Oh my god, they are so beautiful. Thank you." Then it hit me. "Are these to prepare me for something you plan to do on Sunday?" I asked, as I picked them up, examining each one.

His lips curled into a playful grin. "I can't give away all my secrets." He quickly changed the conversation back to my scene with Sato. "Did you have to use the safewords at all?"

I shook my head. "No, but I made sure he understood them completely. I explained that he should never fear using them, that they're there for his protection. I told him what you taught me—that a good dom never punishes for safewords."

"You're learning well," he said, sitting down and returning my legs to his lap. "I'm proud of you. I've never mentored another dom before. It's making me think more deeply about the lifestyle."

"Really?"

He nodded. "I've also never dominated a man, so to some extent, you're exploring territory that's new to me as well."

I felt a surge of pride at the thought that I was teaching him something, even if it was only indirectly. "It's great just being able to talk to you about it," I admitted. "The one thing I still find difficult about being a sub is that I have no one to talk to about the experience."

"That might change on Sunday," he said. "Subs often make friends with other subs at these gatherings. I'll give you some freedom—I won't require you to stay with me the entire time."

"Is that unusual? Do most masters make their subs stay with them?"

Robert tilted his head, considering. "Some do. That mentality is more for those who consider their subs full-time. Those subs follow their masters around constantly, waiting on their every need." His fingers massaged my calf. "Others, like myself, give their subs more freedom and only require devoted attention at certain times, mostly upon arrival and when acting out a scene."

He took a sip of his water before continuing. "There's an area of the house where subs congregate and often strike up friendships."

The prospect excited me. "I'd love that. I want to talk to more experienced subs, learn as much as I can—both to make myself a better sub and a better dom."

"A worthy goal," he said with a look of admiration.

A question occurred to me. "Are any of the subs men?"

"Yes, there are a few male subs, even a few trans-female subs."

"What about female doms?"

Robert's expression turned thoughtful. "There's only one that I know of in the Gorean Order, as it tends to be more male-dominated. But at regular S&M clubs, there are a decent number of dominatrices."

I nodded, absorbing this information. "What do you know about findom?"

His brow furrowed. "Financial domination? I'm not a fan of it, personally."

"Mr. Sato offered me money to pay for supplies," I explained. "Alex thought it was okay, but I wasn't sure."

Robert was quiet for a moment, considering. "Normally, I'd advise against it," he finally said. "But in your specific situation, I can see where it might be acceptable. You're a college student without much disposable income, and Sato is wealthy. If he's happy to provide you with tools that enhance your sessions together, it's mutually beneficial." His eyes met mine, serious now. "Just don't take advantage for personal gain. Use the money only to make your sessions better."

"That makes sense," I agreed.

We fell into comfortable silence. Robert's hand continued its gentle exploration of my leg, tracing from ankle to knee and back again. The casual touch felt more intimate than many of our sexual encounters had been.

"I like this," I said quietly.

"What?"

"Talking. Being with you like this. No roles, no expectations. Just... us."

Something flickered in his eyes—vulnerability, perhaps. "I like it too," he admitted. "More than I expected to."

I shifted closer, drawn to this softer version of him. "Tell me something about yourself. Something I don't know."

He hesitated, and for a moment I thought he might retreat behind his walls. But then he smiled, a genuine smile that reached his eyes. "I collect vintage vinyl records. Mostly blues, classical, and classic rock. My record player over there was my grandfather's."

"Will you play something for me?"

"I'd like that," he said, as he got up and flipped through his old records. He removed a black disk from his sleeve and flipped it over. He gently put it on the turntable and lowered the needle.

"This is 'Annie Mae' by John Lee Hooker, from Mississippi."

As the first notes began to play, he sat back down on the couch, and I leaned forward and kissed him—not the calculated kiss of a submissive to her master, but the spontaneous kiss of a woman to a man she was coming to care for deeply. When I pulled back, his eyes remained closed for a beat longer, as if savoring the moment.

"What about you?" he asked. "Tell me something I don't know about Eden Chase."

I thought for a moment. "I used to want to be a marine biologist. I was obsessed with dolphins when I was little."

"What changed?"

"I don't know. Life, I guess. Dreams shift."

"They do," he agreed, his expression turning contemplative. "But sometimes they circle back in unexpected ways."

I wondered what dreams he'd abandoned, what aspirations still lived beneath the surface. The mystery of Robert was unfolding before me, layer by layer, and each revelation only made me more curious about what lay at his core.

For now, though, I was content to sit with him in the quiet of his living room, legs stretched across his lap, sharing small truths and comfortable silences.


Chapter 7: Initiation



I checked my watch as I pulled into Robert's driveway—five minutes late. Not terrible, but enough to make me nervous. Our destination tonight was the Gorean Order's mansion, and I had no idea what to expect.

When Robert opened the door, his expression was unreadable, his eyes cold and distant. The warm, vulnerable man who had played blues records for me just days ago had vanished. In his place stood Master Dante, rigid and formal.

"You're late," he said, his voice flat.

"I'm sorry, Master. Traffic was—"

He cut me off with a raised hand. "No excuses. Come inside."

I followed him into the living room, unsure if he was genuinely angry or simply slipping into his Master persona for tonight's event. Either way, the sudden shift in his demeanor left me feeling unbalanced.

"I have something for you," he said, gesturing to a rectangular box on the coffee table. "Open it."

I lifted the lid carefully. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, lay a white silk robe. I lifted it out, admiring how the fabric caught the light. It was simple yet elegant—a sleeveless garment with a plunging neckline that would reveal much of my chest. A delicate gold cord served as a belt, and slits ran up both sides of the robe, promising to expose my legs with every step.

"It's a Gorean pleasure slave robe," Robert explained, his tone softening slightly. "The white color indicates that you're inexperienced—a new kajira. Eventually, you'll earn a red one."

"It's beautiful," I whispered, running the silk between my fingers.

He handed me a pair of leather sandals with thin straps that would wrap around my ankles. "Change into these. Nothing underneath the robe."

I retreated to the bathroom and slipped out of my clothes. The silk felt cool against my skin as I donned the robe, tying the gold cord loosely at my waist. The neckline plunged nearly to my navel, and the slits exposed my legs almost to my hips. I felt simultaneously vulnerable and sexy.

When I emerged, Robert's eyes couldn't hide his approval. I moved toward him, arms outstretched for a hug, but he stepped back.

"Assume the inspection position," he commanded.

I swallowed my disappointment and complied, standing with my legs shoulder-width apart, arms behind my head, chest thrust forward. Robert circled me slowly, adjusting the robe here and there.

"Perfect," he murmured, retrieving a black leather collar from a nearby drawer. He fastened it around my neck, the lock clicking into place with finality.

"Come," he said simply, and led me to the car.

As we drove into Atlanta, Robert broke his silence. "We're heading to Buckhead," he explained. "It's one of the most affluent neighborhoods in the city. The Gorean Mansion is on the same street as the Governor's Mansion."

"The Governor's Mansion?" I repeated, surprised.

Robert nodded. "The people you'll meet tonight are powerful—politicians, lawyers, doctors, judges. Some maintain public personas that would be destroyed if their participation in the Gorean lifestyle became known."

As we drove, Robert explained the complex caste system I would encounter. "I'm relatively low-ranking—just a simple Master. You'll see administrators, priests, and the High Tarn, who's responsible for security." He paused. "At the top is Ubar Marsten—he runs the Georgia Gorean Order."

"And everyone wears different colored robes?"

"Yes. Mine is blue, marking me as a scribe or teacher." He gestured to the trunk. "I'll change when we arrive."

I stared out the window, watching as the streetlights illuminated the increasingly grand homes. "Is there anything else I should know about how to act?"

Robert's expression grew more serious. "Walk slightly behind me at all times. Don't make eye contact or speak to another Master unless directly addressed. You may only interact with other kajirae in the kajirae quarters." He hesitated. "You might see slaves being treated harshly. Don't react, no matter what you witness."

His warning sent a chill down my spine. Combined with his cold demeanor since I'd arrived at his house, it made me wonder what I was walking into. Was this truly a gathering of like-minded kinky people, or something darker?

We turned onto a tree-lined street of imposing mansions. At the end stood a massive iron gate flanked by stone pillars. Two men in black clothing stood guard, each holding what appeared to be AR-15 rifles.

"Security is tight," Robert explained as we approached. "The members value their privacy above all else. We will have to hand over our phones here."

One of the guards approached our car, and Robert rolled down his window, presenting an ID card. The guard scrutinized it, then nodded and asked for our phones. He then stepped back, and the gates swung open.

We drove up a winding driveway lined with perfectly manicured hedges, eventually reaching a circular drive in front of a sprawling Georgian-style mansion. Above the massive double doors hung an ornate sign: "Welcome Masters and Kajirae."

Robert parked among the luxury vehicles—Bentleys, Maseratis, and high-end SUVs. From the trunk, he retrieved a blue silk robe similar to mine in style but with more substantial coverage. He slipped it on, over his black t-shirt and jeans.

"Remember what I told you," he said, his voice low and serious. "Stay close, speak only when spoken to, and follow my lead in all things."

I nodded, suddenly nervous. "Yes, Master."

As we approached the entrance, I felt like I was entering another world. Two more guards flanked the doors, nodding respectfully to Robert as we passed.

The foyer took my breath away—soaring ceilings with crystal chandeliers, marble floors polished to a mirror shine, and artwork that belonged in a museum. But alongside this traditional opulence were elements that revealed the mansion's true purpose: tasteful but unmistakable BDSM-themed sculptures, paintings of bound women in positions of submission, and display cases holding antique floggers and restraints.

The air was heavy with contradictions—the refined scents of expensive cologne and perfume mingling with the earthier aromas of leather and sweat. Laughter and conversation from the main rooms mixed with the distant sounds of impact play and moans from deeper within the mansion.

Men in silk robes of various colors moved through the space with confidence, many with collared women following dutifully behind. Some Masters led their kajira by leashes attached to their collars, while others simply expected their kajirae to follow without physical restraint.

Some masters appeared to have multiple kajirae. These must be rich and powerful men, I thought.

I noticed that the kajirae varied in their presentations. Some, like me, wore simple silk robes, while others were dressed in elaborate costumes or barely dressed at all. A few were completely naked except for their collars. Most kept their eyes downcast, though some seemed to move with a practiced grace and confidence that I lacked.

"Dante, my friend!" A tall man with salt-and-pepper hair and a purple robe approached us. "It's been too long."

"Physician," Robert greeted him with a respectful nod. "Indeed, it has."

The man's eyes fell on me, assessing me openly. "And who is this lovely creature?"

"This is Eden," Robert replied. "She's new to our ways."

"I can see that," the man said, noting my white robe. He reached out and lifted my chin with his finger, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Beautiful eyes. I sense she is spirited. You have your work cut out for you, Dante."

I remained silent, remembering Robert's instructions, though I wanted to pull away from the man's touch.

"She's learning quickly," Robert said, a hint of pride in his voice.

"Bring her to the main hall in an hour," the man said. "The Ubar is conducting the initiation ceremony. She should participate since this is her first night here."

Initiation ceremony? Master Dante hadn't mentioned anything about an initiation ceremony that I would have to participate in. What else hadn't he told me?

"We'll be there," Master Dante promised.

As the man walked away, Master Dante guided me deeper into the mansion. We entered a grand ballroom where dozens of people mingled. The hierarchy was immediately apparent—Masters in their colored robes conversed in groups, while their kajirae knelt beside them or served drinks and food.

"Dante!" A woman's voice cut through the crowd. A striking figure approached—tall, with dark hair and sharp features, wearing a green robe that marked her as... I wasn't sure what.

"Administrator Fox," Robert greeted her with a bow. "You look well."

"As do you," she replied, her eyes moving to me. "Is this your new silk slave?"

"This is Eden," Robert confirmed.

The woman circled me slowly, examining me as one might a horse at auction. "Lovely bone structure. Accommodating, I imagine?"

"Very," Robert said.

"May I?" she asked, her hand hovering near my face.

Robert nodded, and the woman traced a finger along my jawline, down my neck, and across my collarbone. Her hand then ducked under my robe and cupped my breast, gently pinching my nipple. I fought the urge to step back.

"She's tense," the woman observed.

"It's her first time here," Robert explained.

"Ah." The woman smiled at me directly. "Don't worry, little one. We were all new once. The first night is always overwhelming." Her voice was surprisingly kind. "Dante is an excellent teacher. You're in good hands."

"Thank you, Mistress," I murmured, unsure if I was allowed to speak to her but feeling that a response was expected.

She laughed. "Quick learner. I like her." To Robert, she added, "The High Tarn wants to see you before the demonstration. Something about the arrangements for next month's gathering."

Robert nodded. "I'll find him shortly."

As we continued through the mansion, I felt eyes on me from all directions. Some gazes were appreciative, others calculating, a few predatory. I stayed close to Master Dante, grateful for his familiar presence amid so much strangeness.

"What do you think so far?" he asked quietly as we paused near a window overlooking manicured gardens lit by tasteful landscape lighting.

"It's... different," I admitted. "It feels like we've stepped into another world. And everyone seems to know you."

"I've been a member for several years," he said. "Though I don't attend as frequently as some."

A young woman in a red robe approached, carrying a tray of champagne flutes. Robert took two, handing one to me.

"Thank you," I said automatically.

The woman smiled, meeting my eyes briefly before lowering her gaze again. "First time?" she whispered when Robert turned to greet someone else.

I nodded slightly.

"Find me in the kajirae quarters later," she murmured. "I'm Lily."

Before I could respond, she moved on to serve other guests, and Robert turned back to me.

"Come," he said. "There's someone I want you to meet before the initiation begins."

As I followed him through the crowded room, I felt a strange mix of emotions—intimidation at the opulence and formality, excitement at the sexual energy permeating the space, and curiosity about the other slaves like Lily. But beneath it all ran an undercurrent of unease. Robert's cold demeanor, the armed guards, the casual way the Masters examined and touched me—it all felt more exploitative than I had anticipated.

Yet I couldn't deny the thrill coursing through me. This was a world of power and secrets, of primal desires hidden behind civilized facades. And for tonight, at least, I was part of it.

I followed Master Dante through the house and onto the expansive back lawn. The night breeze caused my robe to flow gently. Before us stretched an enormous swimming pool, its surface glowing an ethereal blue from underwater lights. Beyond it sat a bubbling hot tub large enough to accommodate at least fifteen people.

Naked men and women occupied both, their colored robes casually draped over nearby lounge chairs. The swimmers laughed and splashed, their bodies glistening wet under the moonlight. Some were engaged in intimate acts at the pool's edge, while others simply floated, drinks in hand.

"Do all these people know each other?" I whispered to Master Dante.

"Most are regulars," he replied. "Though there are always new faces."

The scene looked inviting—carefree and sensual. I imagined slipping into the warm water, feeling it embrace my naked body. Perhaps Master Dante would join me, and we could—

A woman's scream cut through my thoughts. My head snapped toward the sound. Near the far edge of the pool, a woman was bent at the waist, her arms flailing as a man in a red robe yanked her by the hair. Her face was contorted as he dragged her toward the house.

"I didn't mean to—" she cried out.

No one in the pool or on the deck intervened; some even smiled as they watched.

I recoiled instinctively, my body tensing.

Master Dante noticed my reaction and tugged firmly on my leash. "Come along now," he said, his voice low but commanding.

"But that woman—" I began.

"Is not your concern. Some people play pretty rough here," he finished, his tone brooking no argument.

I swallowed my protest and followed him, but couldn't help glancing back at the woman, who was now being shoved through a side door. Her eyes met mine, wide with fear or excitement. For just a brief moment, I thought I saw a smile cross her face.

We continued around the pool toward a single-story pool house on the opposite side. Its glass walls were partially retracted, opening onto a wooden deck where several people lounged in various states of undress. Music drifted from inside—something classical and dramatic.

Master Dante guided me through the entrance and into the pool house. The space was dimly lit and humid from the nearby water. To my left, a pool table had been repurposed for an activity far removed from billiards. A woman with dark hair lay spread-eagled across the green felt, her wrists and ankles bound to the table's corners. Three men took turns with her, one penetrating her while another received oral sex, and the third waited his turn, stroking himself. The woman moaned enthusiastically, her body arching to meet each thrust.

To my right, several plush couches formed a semicircle around what could only be described as a throne: an ornately carved wooden structure with red velvet cushions. Seated upon it was an elderly man, perhaps in his late seventies, wearing a gold robe embroidered with intricate patterns. He exuded an aura of absolute authority.

As we approached, the old man struggled to stand, gripping an ebony cane for support. Everyone nearby immediately bowed deeply in his direction. Master Dante did the same, and I quickly followed suit, bending at the waist with my eyes lowered.

"Dear Robert," the old man said, his voice surprisingly strong and clear. "So glad my favorite pupil could join us tonight." He approached us slowly, his gaze fixed on me. "And I understand this is your new pleasure kajira."

Without preamble, he reached forward and lifted the front of my robe, exposing my pussy to his scrutiny. I froze, shocked by his directness. From the corner of my eye, I saw Master Dante's face flush red, but he made no move to stop the old man.

"Eden," Master Dante said stiffly, "this is our Ubar, Ubar Marsten."

I remained silent, uncertain whether I was permitted to speak since the Ubar hadn't addressed me directly. He examined me for what felt like an eternity before lowering my robe.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I complied, feeling vulnerable and exposed as he lifted the back of my robe, revealing my backside to everyone in the vicinity. After a moment, he lowered the fabric and patted my ass.

"A lovely woman," he declared as I turned to face him again. "Exquisite proportions."

I noticed the front of his gold robe tenting noticeably. Despite his age, he was clearly aroused by his inspection of my body.

"Are you ready for the initiation ceremony?" he asked, his rheumy eyes gleaming.

Before I could answer, Master Dante stepped forward. "She's ready," he said firmly. "But we're going to walk around the house a little more before it begins."

Ubar Marsten looked disappointed but nodded. "Don't be late, Robert. The ceremony begins at 10 pm precisely."

Master Dante bowed again and tugged gently on my leash, leading me away from the pool house. As soon as we were out of earshot, I whispered urgently, "What is this initiation ceremony everyone keeps talking about?"

He continued walking without answering, his jaw set in a tight line.

"Master Dante," I pressed, "I think I deserve to know what I'm being initiated into."

He stopped abruptly and turned to face me. "It's a ritual," he said, his voice tight. "All new kajirae participate. It's... symbolic."

"Symbolic of what?" I asked, not satisfied with his vague explanation.

His eyes met mine, then darted away. "Your acceptance into the Order. Your willingness to serve."

Something in his evasiveness made my stomach tighten with apprehension. "Will it hurt?"

"Not too badly," he said quickly.

That qualifier didn't reassure me. "What does that mean? Not too badly?"

I wanted to press him further, but recognized the futility. Whatever this initiation entailed, he clearly wasn't ready to explain it.

We made our way back into the main house, passing through corridors lined with erotic art. The deeper we ventured into the mansion, the more explicit the activities we encountered. In one room, three women pleasured a single man while a small audience watched appreciatively.

Most of the action seemed to be taking place in the ballroom—a vast space with a polished wooden floor in the center where couples danced to music played by a DJ.

The walls were lined with just about every piece of bondage furniture one could imagine—from the usual St. Andrew's crosses and stockades to sex swings and elaborate pulley systems. Most were occupied, the sounds of pleasure, pain, and everything in between filling the air.

"This is where the ceremony will take place," Master Dante said, gesturing around the ballroom.

My eyes were drawn to a particularly striking scene near the far corner. A petite Asian woman hung suspended from the ceiling, her body wrapped in an intricate pattern of black ropes that contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. The rope work was stunning—a complex web that both restrained and displayed her body in a way that seemed to defy gravity.

Her arms were bound behind her back, forcing her chest forward. More ropes crisscrossed her torso, framing her breasts in diamond patterns. Her legs were bent and secured in a position that left her completely exposed. The ropes continued around her thighs and calves, creating geometric designs that transformed her body into living art.

She hung at an angle, rotating slowly in the air, her face a mask of transcendent calm despite her vulnerable position. Below her stood a man in a black robe, meticulously adjusting the tension in various ropes, occasionally running his hands along her suspended form. Each touch made her shiver visibly.

"That's shibari," Master Dante explained, following my gaze. "Japanese rope bondage. It's as much about aesthetics as it is about restraint."

"It's beautiful," I admitted, mesmerized by the woman's serene expression as she floated in her rope cocoon. "Is it painful?"

"There's pressure and stress on the body," he said. "But when done correctly, it can induce a state similar to meditation. Many rope bottoms describe feeling like they're flying."

The woman's eyes were half-closed, her lips parted slightly. Whatever she was experiencing, it clearly transcended simple pleasure or pain.

"The man binding her is a Rope Master," Master Dante continued. "One of the best in the Southeast. It takes years to learn those techniques properly."

As we watched, the Rope Master produced a long feather and began trailing it across the woman's exposed skin. She trembled and moaned, her body swaying gently in its rope embrace. He followed the feather with light touches from a small flogger, creating a sensory experience that had her gasping and begging in what sounded like Japanese.

"She's been his rope partner for over a decade," Master Dante said. "They have a connection that goes beyond words."

"Could you do that?" I asked softly. "Tie someone like that?"

Master Dante smiled slightly. "I know some basic patterns, but nothing like what you're seeing. That's a lifetime of dedicated study."

The Rope Master caught us watching and nodded respectfully to Master Dante, who returned the gesture. There seemed to be a mutual admiration between them.

"Eden," Master Dante said, his voice suddenly serious. "About the initiation ceremony—"

Before he could continue, a gong sounded, its deep resonance cutting through the music and conversation. The dancing stopped immediately, and people began moving toward the edges of the ballroom.

"It's time," Master Dante said, his expression unreadable.

"But you haven't told me what's going to happen," I protested, a flutter of panic rising in my chest.

The crowd parted as the Ubar entered the ballroom, supported by two younger men in black robes. Behind him walked a procession of kajirae in white robes identical to mine, their expressions ranging from excited to terrified.

"The new initiates," Master Dante explained. "Like you. Go stand behind the last one."

I didn't have time to protest. I fell in line behind the last of the initiates. We walked to the center of the room and came to a stop.

The Ubar took his position at the head of the room, seated once again on a portable version of the throne I'd seen earlier. The crowd fell silent as he raised his hands.

"Masters and kajirae of the Gorean Order," Ubar Marsten continued, his voice commanding the silent room, "tonight we welcome more new kajirae than we have seen in many seasons. Look upon these objects of beauty, these willing vessels who shall bring honor to our community and our sacred traditions."

His rheumy eyes swept over us, lingering a beat too long on certain initiates. I shifted uncomfortably, fighting the urge to pull my robe closed.

"We begin with the sacred pledge," he announced. "All initiates, face the wall."

A large screen illuminated on the far wall, displaying ornate text against a crimson background. The other initiates straightened their postures, appearing to take this very seriously. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing at the absurdity.

"Repeat after me," Ubar Marsten commanded.

We recited in unison:

"I pledge my body and will to the sacred Gorean Order.

I submit to my Master's authority in all things.

I honor the Ubar as the supreme leader of our community.

I accept that disobedience brings swift correction by the lash.

My pleasure comes from service, my purpose from submission.

By this oath, I bind myself willingly to these ancient ways."

I mouthed the words, feeling ridiculous. Did Master Dante truly believe in this pseudo-religious mumbo-jumbo? Or was it just elaborate theater to enhance the power dynamic he craved? I searched the crowd for him but couldn't spot his face among the sea of robed figures.

"Well done," Ubar Marsten said when we finished. His voice dropped to a more ominous tone. "Now comes the physical portion of your initiation."

A chill raced up my spine at those words. The Ubar's smile revealed yellowed teeth.

"All initiates, turn away from me, bend at the waist, and raise your robes."

The kajirae beside me immediately complied, turning and bending forward, lifting their white robes to reveal their naked backsides to the assembled crowd. I hesitated, my face burning with embarrassment.

"You there, in position," Ubar Marsten barked, pointing directly at me.

Reluctantly, I turned, bent forward, and lifted my robe, feeling the cool air on my exposed skin. The position left me feeling utterly vulnerable, my most intimate parts on display for the entire room.

"Masters in good standing," he called out, "form a line at the far end of the room."

I heard shuffling and murmuring as the men assembled. Through my legs, I could see a line of robed figures forming.

"Each initiate will receive one strike from each Master," he explained. "This symbolizes your acceptance of correction from all those who rank above you in our order. Masters, you may proceed."

My heart hammered against my ribs. I did a quick count—at least fifty Masters stood in line. Fifty strikes on my already tender backside. I tried to console myself that at least they would be using their hands, not paddles or canes. The first Master reached me, and I felt a sharp slap across my right cheek. It stung, but was bearable.

The second Master delivered a harder blow that made me gasp. The third lingered afterward, his fingers caressing where he'd struck. I clenched my jaw, fighting the urge to pull away.

On it went, each impact building on the last. Some Masters struck lightly, others put their full strength behind their blows. By the twentieth strike, my ass burned. By the thirtieth, I was biting my lip. The fortieth had tears stinging my eyes.

I spotted Master Dante's blue robe approaching through my peripheral vision. When his turn came, I braced myself, expecting him to maintain his authority with a particularly hard strike. Instead, his hand connected with surprising gentleness, the impact more like a caress than a punishment. His fingers trailed briefly across my heated skin in what felt like an apology.

After what seemed an eternity, the last Master delivered his strike. My ass throbbed painfully, and I was certain it must be bright red.

"Initiates, you may stand and face us," Ubar Marsten announced.

I straightened slowly, wincing as I turned around. My fellow initiates looked similarly affected—some teary-eyed, others flushed with what appeared to be arousal. I pulled my robe down, grateful for even that minimal coverage.

"By enduring this correction willingly, you have proven yourselves worthy," he proclaimed. "I now declare you official members of the Gorean Order of Atlanta!"

The crowd erupted in applause. Several Masters whistled and cheered. Ubar Marsten raised his hands for silence.

"You are dismissed to return to your Masters," he announced. "And I remind our distinguished guests that in one hour's time, selected Masters and their new initiates will present public demonstrations in this very hall. I encourage all to attend what promises to be a memorable display of skill and submission."

The initiates dispersed, each searching for their respective Masters. I scanned the crowd for Master Dante, my heart racing. One hour. The clock was ticking.

As I searched, I caught sight of the woman from earlier—the one who had been dragged away by her hair. She was now kneeling beside her Master, looking perfectly content. When she caught my eye, she winked.

Nothing here was quite what it seemed. The rituals were ridiculous, yet they affected me on some primal level. The pain was real, yet mixed with pleasure. The degradation should have angered me, yet part of me craved more.

I finally spotted Master Dante near one of the crosses. He beckoned me with a subtle gesture, his expression unreadable. As I made my way toward him, weaving through the crowd, I wondered what the next hour would bring. Whatever awaited me, I knew one thing for certain—I was in deeper than I'd ever imagined possible.


Chapter 8: Sisterhood of Submission



"You did well," Master Dante said, his voice low and private as we moved away from the main hall. "I know that was difficult."

I rubbed my sore backside through the thin silk robe. "Fifty strikes is a lot to take."

"You handled it admirably." His eyes softened momentarily before returning to their formal detachment. "I need to attend a meeting with Valencia… I mean Administrator Fox. I'll escort you to the kajirae quarters where you can tend to your... discomfort… and recover."

We climbed a grand staircase to the second floor, then another to the third. A man in a black robe stood guard at the top, nodding respectfully to Master Dante.

"I can't proceed further, as this area is for karijae only," Master Dante explained. "I'll return to collect you in one hour." He squeezed my arm briefly—a gesture so quick I almost missed it—before turning away.

The guard opened the door, and I stepped into what I expected to be some kind of dormitory. Instead, I found myself in what looked like a luxury spa lounge.

The young server woman with copper-colored hair approached me immediately, her smile warm and welcoming. She wore a simple tunic rather than a robe.

"You must be new! We met earlier," she said, extending her hand.

"Yes, I remember. Lily, right? I'm Eden."

"Come in, let me show you around."

The kajirae quarters were nothing like I'd imagined. The main living area featured plush couches and chaise lounges arranged around a central fireplace. Soft music played from hidden speakers, and the lighting was warm and flattering.

"This is our common area," Lily explained, gesturing to the space. "Through there is the kitchen—we always have snacks and drinks available."

She led me past the kitchen, which was small but well-appointed with marble countertops and stainless steel appliances.

"And this," she said with a flourish, "is everyone's favorite room."

We entered what could only be described as a spa bathroom. Multiple shower stalls lined one wall, while two enormous soaking tubs dominated the center of the room. Along another wall stretched a series of vanities stocked with every beauty product imaginable—high-end makeup, hair tools, and skincare items.

Lily pulled down a bottle of Tea tree oil. "This will help after your initiation." She gestured with her hand. "Turn around and let me see."

I hesitated before turning and pulling up my robe, exposing my bright red ass to her.

"You poor thing," Lily cringed, her fingers gently touching the edge of one particularly angry welt. "First initiations are always brutal."

The cool oil made me gasp as she applied it with delicate strokes. Her touch was soft and nurturing. The relief was immediate, a soothing coolness replacing the burning sting.

"Better?" she asked, her voice gentle with understanding.

I nodded, surprised by how much better it felt already.

Beyond the bathroom was a long hallway with several doors, each bearing a nameplate.

"Those are private rooms for the Ubar's personal kajirae," Lily explained. "We live here full-time."

"The Ubar?" I asked. "Who exactly is he?"

Lily's eyes widened in surprise. "You don't know? He's Pastor William Marsten. He leads Covenant Light Megachurch. He's practically a kingmaker in southeastern politics."

"I don't really follow politics," I admitted.

Lily nodded sagely. "Better not to, honestly. I learned long ago not to ask too many questions." She lowered her voice. "I'm one of his kettle slaves."

"Kettle slave? What's that?"

We returned to the main living area and settled onto one of the couches. Lily tucked her legs beneath her, getting comfortable.

"Well, there are different types of kajirae here, but it really breaks down to pleasure versus service," she explained. "Pleasure kajirae are for sex and... well, pleasure, even if they're just to look at. They're usually beautiful and young."

She gestured to herself. "Then there are kettle or service kajirae. We perform services like taking care of the pleasure slaves, cooking, cleaning, and attending to guests during parties."

"So you don't take part in scenes or sessions?" I asked. "Do you get spanked or fucked?"

Lily shook her head. "I only get spanked as true discipline, not in a pleasurable way, and rarely for sex. I live here in the mansion, but I'm free to leave. I have my own car and receive a salary." She shrugged. "I have regular working hours, but I am expected to stay late and be at my master's beck and call at all times."

The door opened, and the woman I'd seen earlier—the one who'd been dragged by her hair—entered. Her makeup was freshly applied, and she walked with a confident stride that belied the earlier scene.

Lily jumped up and embraced her. "Eden, this is Carrie," she said, bringing the woman over.

"I saw what happened earlier. Are you okay?" I asked, concerned.

Carrie laughed, the sound bright and carefree. "Oh, sweetie, that was for show. My master likes to discipline me, so I spilled my drink on him on purpose. It lets him show what a strong man he is in front of the other Masters."

"Men have such fragile egos," I remarked with a chuckle.

The room fell suddenly silent. Lily and Carrie exchanged alarmed glances.

"Don't ever disparage the Masters," Lily whispered urgently. "That's a huge no-no."

"A no-no?" I scoffed. "What is this, kindergarten?"

Lily and Carrie moved closer, their expressions grave.

"You really need to take this more seriously," Carrie said. "Yes, it's mostly fun and games, but it can get ugly, especially if a sub is considered disrespectful or rude."

I swallowed hard, remembering Master Dante's warnings. "I'll be more cautious," I promised. "By the way, are either of you familiar with my master, Master Dante?"

Carrie nodded slowly. "I started as his sub."

My jaw dropped. "Really? Why aren't you still with him?"

"This was ten years ago," she explained. "He was much rougher then than he appears to be now. He controlled my life 24/7 and didn't allow me to have any existence outside of this life."

"That hasn't been my experience with him at all," I said.

"Good. Maybe he's calming down as he grows older." Carrie's expression darkened. "He could be vicious and didn't allow for any dissent or challenge to his authority."

"So you left him?" I asked.

"No," Carrie replied. "Master Dante became infatuated with another Master's sub and arranged a swap."

Horror washed through me. "They just traded you like an object?"

"It was a little like that," she admitted, "but I like my new master much better." She leaned in and whispered, "He might have a fragile ego, but he pays my rent and buys me lots of clothes. We go on extravagant vacations all over the world." Her lips curved into a mischievous smile. "And he can hardly get it up, so he's not always bugging me for sex."

She sighed wistfully. "Of course, the only thing I miss about Master Dante is that gorgeous cock of his. And he had no problem getting it hard."

"That's true enough," I agreed, "although it could be a bit smaller."

Carrie's eyes lit up. "You know, pleasure slaves can suggest having another pleasure slave join them for a session. Maybe you could suggest it to Master Dante, so we could play, and I could experience him again."

"Would that mean I'd have to be with your Master too?" I asked.

"Yes, you'd have to visit me and my Master, but he can rarely get it up and would probably just watch the two of us together."

The idea sparked my interest. "That could be fun."

A thought occurred to me. "Have any female subs ever transitioned to being Masters?"

They both burst into laughter as if I'd told the funniest joke they'd ever heard.

"I'm a switch," I explained. "I've been training to be a master."

Carrie's laughter died abruptly. "You're blowing my mind. And Master Dante is okay with this?"

"He was apprehensive at first, and of course, he's not willing to let me dominate him, but he's mentoring me."

Lily and Carrie exchanged stunned glances.

"He must think of you as more than just a kajira," Lily said slowly.

"We've never heard of anything so radical within the Order," Carrie added. "I'm not sure the elders would approve of such a thing."

"I met a woman earlier who appeared to be a Master or Mistress," I said.

"That's Administrator Fox," Lily explained. "She's a very powerful businesswoman, almost a billionaire. But she didn't start as a sub or slave—she came in at the top."

I leaned back against the couch, processing this information. The Order seemed more complex than I'd initially thought, with its own hierarchies and unspoken rules. And Master Dante appeared to be keeping certain actions of his hidden from the Order.

The more I learned, the more intrigued I became. What else was Master Dante concealing? And how would the Order react if they discovered he was training me to be a Mistress? I touched my collar, feeling its weight around my neck, a symbol of ownership that suddenly felt more complicated than ever.

Master Dante was showing me one face here in the mansion, but I'd seen other sides of him—vulnerable, caring, even loving. Which was the real Robert Dante?


Chapter 9: Display of Surrender



Master Dante collected me from the kajirae quarters, and we walked silently through the mansion's ornate hallways toward the main ballroom. My heart hammered against my ribs. This was what we had prepared for—performing in front of all these people. Unlike the sex club where most patrons were curious voyeurs, these people were experienced practitioners. They would know whether I performed well or not.

"Are you nervous?" Master Dante asked, his voice low.

I nodded, unable to find words.

"I brought a mask," he said, pulling a delicate black lace mask from his pocket. "If you can't see the audience, perhaps it would be easier for you."

I considered it for a moment, then shook my head. "No. I'm either all in or all out. I want the full experience."

A hint of pride flickered in his eyes before his dominant mask returned.

The ballroom had been transformed into a performance space, with various BDSM equipment arranged in the center of the room on a slightly raised stage. Master Dante led me to an area with a bench and St. Andrew's cross. The audience—perhaps one hundred people—stood in a circle around us, their faces impassive but their eyes hungry.

"Nadu," Master Dante commanded.

I dropped to my knees, spread them shoulder-width apart, and sat back on my heels, spine straight, hands on my thighs, palms up. My eyes remained downcast.

"Lesha."

I shifted forward, spreading my knees wider, arching my back to thrust my breasts forward, hands behind my back.

"Table."

I positioned myself on hands and knees, back perfectly flat.

Through my peripheral vision, I caught nods of approval from several Masters in the audience. Administrator Fox stood in the front row, her expression inscrutable but attentive. I kept my focus downward or on Master Dante when he commanded me to look at him.

"Crawl to me," he ordered.

I moved toward him on hands and knees, my movements deliberate and graceful.

"Humble position."

I leaned forward, pressing my forehead against the floor. The position forced my back into a deep arch, my ass raised shamefully high, and on full display. Master Dante reached into his bag and retrieved my leopard tail buttplug. He lubricated it thoroughly before inserting it, the familiar pressure making me gasp softly. Once secured, he attached his leather leash to my collar and led me around the performance area.

I hissed and purred as he stroked my hair and back, fully embracing my role as his exotic pet. When he placed a shallow bowl of milk on the floor, I bent forward and lapped at it with my tongue. Soft giggles rippled through the audience, but they weren't mocking—they seemed genuinely entertained. Despite my nervousness, I felt a thrill at being the center of attention.

After parading me around for several minutes, Master Dante brought me back to the center of the performance area. He knelt beside me and carefully removed the leopard tail plug. Before I could process what was happening, he was inserting a much larger plug with a wider base.

The realization hit me like a bucket of ice water. He was stretching me for later use—preparing my ass for his cock. I'd never had anal sex before, and now my first time would be in front of an audience of experienced BDSM practitioners. I wished desperately that we had tried this in private first. The fear of the unknown terrified me more than the act itself. I was pretty sure the danger of the unknown was part of what got Master Dante off.

Once the plug was fully seated, he helped me to my feet and guided me to the St. Andrew's cross. He secured my wrists and ankles with the leather cuffs, positioning me spread-eagle against the wooden structure, facing the audience.

He selected a flogger with soft leather tails and began striking my breasts with harsh strokes. The sensation was intense but not unbearable. He moved to my stomach and then between my legs, the tails dancing across my exposed flesh. I was grateful he'd chosen to flog my front rather than my backside, which was still tender from the initiation ceremony.

He set aside the flogger and retrieved the violet wand from his bag. The glass attachment glowed purple as he turned it on, electricity crackling visibly. He started at my collarbone, dragging the wand slowly across my skin. Each touch sent sparks of sensation through my body—part pain, part pleasure, wholly electrifying.

He traced the wand around my breasts, spiraling inward toward my nipples. When the glass tip finally touched my hardened peaks, I jerked against my restraints, a strangled cry escaping my lips. The audience murmured appreciatively.

Master Dante moved the wand lower, drawing invisible patterns across my stomach and hips. When he brought it between my legs, hovering just above my most sensitive areas, the anticipation was almost worse than the shock itself. When it finally came, my body convulsed with the strange pleasure-pain that only the violet wand could produce.

After setting the wand aside, Master Dante returned to his bag and withdrew a set of nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain. I'd experienced these before, but then he pulled out small weights designed to hang from the clamps. My breath caught in my throat.

As he approached, he knelt before me, and I suddenly remembered his mention of applying clamps to my pussy lips. My eyes widened as he gently spread my labia and attached the first clamp. The pressure was immediate and intense, a sharp pinch that made me gasp. He attached the second clamp and then added the weights.

The pull was unlike anything I'd ever felt—my delicate flesh stretching in ways I hadn't imagined possible. I thrashed against the cross, unable to escape the sensation. Master Dante leaned forward and kissed my exposed clitoris, momentarily distracting me from the discomfort.

Standing, he turned to the audience and made eye contact with Administrator Fox. He extended the flogger toward her in a silent invitation. She rose gracefully and accepted it, her movements fluid and confident as she approached me.

She wielded the flogger with precision, her strikes more vicious than Master Dante's had been. Yet somehow, being dominated by a woman felt different—but not any easier. She stepped closer, setting the flogger aside to pull at my reddened breasts. She pinched my right nipple hard while leaning in to bite my left one gently.

Standing directly before me, she commanded, "Kajira, look at me."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, meeting her gaze as she grabbed both nipples and pulled outward, stretching my breasts to their limit before suddenly releasing them. The blood rushing back created a new wave of sensation.

She cupped my left cheek gently with one hand, then slapped me sharply with the other. Tears welled in my eyes—not from embarrassment, or even pain, but as a natural reaction to the sting.

The Administrator knelt before me and carefully removed the clamps from my labia. The blood rushing back created a painful throb that made me whimper. Without warning, she leaned forward and pressed her mouth against my sex, her tongue expertly finding my most sensitive spots.

I hadn't expected this turn of events. The show was supposed to be just Master Dante and me, but I couldn't deny the pleasure building as her tongue worked against my flesh. As she continued, she twisted and pushed at the buttplug, creating a burning sensation that somehow enhanced the pleasure.

Suddenly, she stopped and stood, turning to Master Dante with a smile.

"Your kajira tastes wonderful. What do you feed her?" she asked, drawing appreciative laughter from the audience. Then, her voice dropping slightly, "Master Dante, will you show us how you fuck your kajira?"

I was confused by her tone. She had framed it as a question, one Master to another, but it felt almost like a command. Was she dominant over Master Dante? I had no time to consider this as he approached, removing his robe and pants.

He stood naked before the audience, his body muscular and perfect, like a Greek god rendered in flesh. His erection jutted proudly, and I felt a mixture of desire and apprehension as he positioned himself between my legs.

He entered me in one swift thrust, filling me completely. Administrator Fox retreated to the audience, watching with evident approval and arousal. I couldn't tell if she was simply enjoying the scene or if she had designs on Master Dante—on Robert? The thought made something possessive flare inside me, and suddenly, I didn't like her quite so much.

Master Dante established a rhythm, his hips driving forward with controlled power. His eyes never left mine, creating an intimate connection despite our public setting. I could feel the buttplug with each thrust, the dual sensations building toward something explosive.

The audience faded away as I focused entirely on Master Dante—his breathing, his touch, the intensity in his eyes. In that moment, despite being bound and displayed for others' entertainment, I felt a profound connection to him that transcended our roles as Master and kajira.

He pulled out almost as violently as he had entered, leaving me gasping and trembling against the St. Andrew's cross. My body ached pleasantly from the stimulation, but I knew we weren't finished. This had been building since our first session together—the ultimate surrender he'd been preparing me for.

Master Dante methodically undid my restraints, freeing my wrists and ankles from the leather cuffs. Before I could fully regain my balance, he swept me up and over his shoulder in a single fluid motion. The audience murmured appreciatively at this display of dominance and strength. The blood rushed to my head as he carried me to a padded bench positioned in the center of the performance area.

The bench stood at waist height, perfectly designed for what was about to happen. Master Dante positioned me carefully, bending me over the padded surface. My knees found a soft area that provided support and stability. I was effectively locked in the pet position—ass high, back arched, completely exposed and vulnerable.

I felt his hands on my hips, steadying me as he gently twisted the buttplug that had been stretching me. He began to carefully remove it, pulling slowly to minimize discomfort. Despite his care, I cried out as the widest part of the plug stretched my opening before finally slipping free. The familiar burning sensation made me clench involuntarily.

Behind me, I heard the unmistakable sound of a bottle being opened. The cool sensation of lubricant drizzled between my cheeks made me shiver. Master Dante applied a generous amount, making sure I was well-prepared. I felt his fingers spreading the slick substance around and slightly into my opening, which was surely gaping from the plug.

This was the moment—my anal virginity about to be taken, in front of a hundred strangers. I lifted my head and looked out over the audience. The Masters watched with expectant fascination, some leaning forward in anticipation. The submissives in the crowd showed different expressions—recognition, sympathy, and something else that surprised me: jealousy. Several smiled encouragingly, as if welcoming me into an exclusive club.

A strange calm settled over me. Instead of shrinking from this moment, I decided to embrace it—to own my surrender completely. I reached back with both hands and spread my ass cheeks wider, offering myself to Master Dante without reservation.

Master Dante, ever observant, immediately recognized this display of courage. His hand caressed my lower back approvingly.

"Are you ready, my kajira?" he asked, his voice carrying through the silent room. I realized he was giving me permission to speak.

I took a deep breath and projected my voice clearly, wanting everyone to hear my consent. "Yes, Master. Please fuck me in the ass. I'm ready for you."

A collective gasp rippled through the audience, followed by complete silence. The tension in the room was palpable as Master Dante positioned himself behind me. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my opening.

With deliberate control, he began to enter me slowly. The stretching sensation was immediate and intense—far more than the plug had prepared me for. A burning pain radiated outward as my body struggled to accommodate him. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, determined to endure this final test of indignity.

"Play with your clit," Master Dante commanded, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining his slow pace.

Grateful for the instruction, I slid my right hand between my legs and found my sensitive bud. The moment my fingers made contact, pleasure sparked through me, creating a counterpoint to the discomfort. I circled my clit, focusing on the growing pleasure rather than the burning stretch.

Master Dante continued his penetration, pushing deeper with each thrust. The initial sharp pain began to transform into something more complex—a fullness that bordered on pleasure. My body gradually relaxed around him, accepting the invasion.

"Good girl," he murmured, his hands gripping my hips firmly. "You're taking me so well."

His praise sent a flutter of pride through me. I increased the pressure on my clit, feeling my arousal build despite—or perhaps because of—the taboo nature of what we were doing. My breathing grew ragged as Master Dante established a rhythm, his thrusts becoming more confident as my body adapted.

I sensed a change in his movements—shorter, more urgent strokes that suggested he was approaching his climax. Not wanting to be left behind, I rubbed my clit more rapidly, chasing my own release. The dual sensations of his cock in my ass and my fingers on my clit created a unique tension that coiled tightly inside me.

The pain-pleasure feeling intensified with each thrust. Master Dante's fingers dug into my hips, surely leaving marks that would remind me of this moment tomorrow. His breathing became labored, and his thrusts grew more rapid and shallow—telltale signs of his approaching orgasm.

The pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak. Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, something snapped. Waves of pleasure crashed through me, different from any orgasm I'd experienced before—deeper, more primal. I screamed out in ecstasy, my body convulsing around him.

Master Dante thrust one final time, burying himself completely inside me. He threw his head back, his upper body arching backward while his hips pushed forward. A guttural groan escaped him as he reached his climax.

I couldn't be certain if it were real or imagined, but I could have sworn I felt his release shooting into me—a warm pulsing that intensified the aftershocks of my own orgasm.

The room erupted into applause, the sound washing over us like a wave. Through half-lidded eyes, I sought out the Administrator Fox's face in the crowd. She was still smiling, but her expression had changed—less confident, more contemplative. I wondered if she was considering whether she could ever give him that type of release, that complete surrender that we had just shared. The thought gave me a perverse satisfaction.

Master Dante carefully withdrew from me, causing one final gasp to escape my lips. He collected me from the bench, lifting me into his arms with surprising tenderness. My body felt boneless, completely spent from the intensity of our performance. He turned to face the audience and bowed slightly, still holding me against his chest. The applause continued. Some audience members even whistled to show their appreciation.

As the formal demonstration concluded, the audience began to mingle and converse, undoubtedly discussing what they'd just witnessed. Master Dante carried me to the side of the performance area where our clothing and supplies had been neatly arranged. He set me down gently on a small stool.

"You should clean up and rest for a little while," he said, his voice softer than usual. "I'll escort you back to the kajirae lounge when you're ready."

I nodded weakly. "That's a good idea."

He helped me into my white silk robe, then gathered our implements and placed them in his bag. Once I felt steady enough to walk, he offered his arm for support, and we made our way toward the exit.

As we walked through the mansion's ornate hallways, away from the curious eyes of the Order members, Master Dante's demeanor softened further.

"That went much better than I expected," he said, a note of pride in his voice. Then, with genuine concern, he added, "Are you okay... back there?"

The clinical way he asked made me laugh despite my discomfort. "I think I'm alright, but I should probably get upstairs quickly. I think your, um, deposit is about to leak out onto my legs."

A mischievous grin spread across his face. "That could be sexy to see."

I hit him playfully on the arm, grateful for the moment of levity after such an intense experience.

When we reached the staircase leading to the kajirae quarters, Lily was waiting at the top. She had a stack of fresh towels in her arms. I got the impression she was responsible for taking care of the "performers" after their shows.

"I'll give you thirty minutes or so before collecting you," Master Dante said, squeezing my hand.

"That sounds perfect." I smiled weakly, already anticipating the hot shower that awaited me.

As Master Dante turned to leave, Lily stepped forward to guide me toward the bathing area. The moment we were out of earshot, she whispered, "You were amazing out there. I watched it on the TV monitor. I've never seen a Master look at his kajira the way he looks at you."

Her words warmed something inside me, but I was too exhausted to fully process their implications. Right then, all I wanted was to wash away the evidence of our performance and collect my thoughts. I headed straight for the shower, peeling off my robe and stepping under the hot spray with a sigh of relief.


Chapter 10: The Silk Revolution



After my shower, I dried off and slipped back into my white silk robe. I crashed onto the couch to rest for a few minutes. My body felt tender, but there was also a pleasant, satisfied feeling that lingered. I checked my reflection in the mirror. My hair was still damp, and my cheeks were flushed with a post-performance glow.

When I met Master Dante at the top of the stairs, he greeted me with a smile that seemed different from his usual expressions—warmer, happier.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, his eyes searching mine with concern.

"Better. The shower helped," I replied.

He nodded, seemingly satisfied with my recovery. "Would you like to observe some of the other demonstrations, or maybe go for a swim?"

I considered for a moment. "I'd like to see some of the other shows. I want to see how they compare to ours."

My answer pleased him—I could tell by the way his eyes lit up. He offered his arm, and we returned downstairs to the main demonstration area where several performances were still scheduled to take place.

For the next hour, we watched a variety of scenes. Some were surprisingly uninspired—a Master who seemed more interested in showing off his own physique than creating a meaningful connection with his kajira. His submissive looked bored, mechanically going through the motions.

"That's just bad showmanship," Master Dante whispered to me. "He's not reading her responses at all."

Another performance featured elaborate poses, the Master binding his kajira in intricate positions that transformed her body into living art. This one held my attention—the precision and care were evident, and the kajira's face reflected genuine subspace. Her eyes had gone glassy, unfocused yet somehow seeing everything. Her breathing had slowed, and a serene smile played across her lips. I recognized that look—I'd felt it myself.

"She's deep in subspace," I whispered to Master Dante.

"You recognize it," he noted, not a question.

I nodded. "It's like... floating. It feels like my mind separates from my body. The pain transforms into something else entirely—pleasure, but beyond that. Like being wrapped in warm honey, where time stretches and contracts."

The bound woman twitched as her Master repositioned her, but her smile only deepened.

"For me, it's like the world narrows to just sensations and your voice," I continued. "Everything else falls away—my worries, my thoughts, even my identity. I'm just... feeling. Existing. Completely present."

Master Dante's hand found mine, squeezing gently.

"It's addictive," I admitted. "That complete surrender. The freedom that comes from giving up control. It's why I come back for more."

"The paradox of submission," he murmured. "Finding freedom through surrender."

Then came a demonstration that made even Master Dante tense beside me. A Master used a single-tail whip on his kajira. The thin lines on her back looked dangerously close to drawing blood. The woman's face contorted in pain that didn't seem to cross into pleasure at any point. Master Dante shook his head slightly.

"This type of play has its place for some, but it's not my cup of tea," he murmured. "It's closer to abuse than consensual play."

I was grateful when that particular scene ended.

Throughout our observation, different Masters approached Master Dante, congratulating him on our performance. Some stared at me, their eyes examining every inch of my exposed skin, but never addressed me directly.

"Magnificent display, Dante," said one older man in a black robe. "Your kajira performed beautifully. You must be very proud."

"I could not be prouder," Master Dante replied, his hand resting lightly on my shoulder.

Another Master, younger with sharp features, nodded appreciatively in my direction. "The way she surrendered completely at the end—that's rare to see, even here. You've trained her well."

"She's naturally gifted," Master Dante said, and I felt a flush of pleasure at his praise.

As the demonstrations wrapped up and the crowd began to disperse, Master Dante turned to me. "Would you like to go for that swim now?"

The idea of cool water against my skin sounded heavenly. "Yes, I would."

We walked through the mansion's back doors to a stunning Olympic-sized pool illuminated by underwater lights that cast a blue glow across the surrounding patio. Without hesitation, Master Dante removed his robe and placed it on a nearby lounge chair. I followed suit, letting my white silk robe fall to the ground. Public nudity didn't faze me at this point—after performing the most intimate acts in front of a hundred strangers, swimming naked seemed positively tame.

The cool water embraced my body as I slid beneath the surface. I emerged with a gasp, pushing wet hair from my face. Master Dante swam toward me, his powerful strokes bringing him to my side in seconds.

"You were incredible tonight," he said, treading water before me. "I've never had a connection like that during a performance."

Before I could respond, he pulled me close and kissed me—a deep, passionate kiss. This was intimate, personal. I realized I hadn't seen any other Master kiss their kajira this way, with such passion.

He guided me to the edge of the pool, lifting me to sit on the pool's edge while he remained in the water. His hands spread my thighs gently, and he looked up at me with an intensity that made my breath catch.

He pressed his mouth to me. The contrast between the cool night air on my wet skin and the heat of his tongue created a wonderful sensation. My fingers tangled in his wet hair as he worked his magic, building me toward another peak.

Just as I was approaching the edge, Master Dante stopped suddenly, his head jerking up. I followed his gaze to see Administrator Fox approaching, her high heels clicking against the stone patio. She wore a black silk robe tied tightly at her waist.

"I'm sorry to interrupt," she said, though her tone suggested otherwise. "But Ubar Marsten has summoned us to the throne room."

Master Dante slid back from me, his expression instantly transforming into something more guarded. "What's it about?"

Administrator Fox shifted uncomfortably. "I don't know, but... it seems serious. It seems odd for him to want to see the two of us… together."

"I'll join you in a minute after dropping Eden off at the kajirae quarters," Master Dante said, pulling himself out of the pool.

She tensed visibly. "The Ubar wants her to come as well."

A chill ran through me that had nothing to do with the night air. I slipped back into the pool and moved toward the steps, suddenly feeling exposed in a way I hadn't before.

As I climbed out and reached for my robe, worry gnawed at me. Had I caused this? Were Master Dante and somehow Administrator Fox in trouble because I had let it slip that he was letting me train as a Mistress? I opened my mouth to warn him about my conversation with Lily and Carrie earlier, but before I could speak, he addressed the Administrator.

"How could he possibly know what we're planning?" Master Dante asked in a low voice. "Have you told anyone?"

Her face paled. "I only mentioned it to a few like-minded Masters. I'm not ready for the Ubar to know yet. He'll try to shut us down."

I froze, robe half-tied around my waist. What were they talking about? This wasn't about me at all.

"We must deny everything, no matter what," she continued urgently. "Do anything to prove our loyalty to the Order and to the Ubar. At least until we secure the lease."

Master Dante nodded grimly as he exited the pool and reached for his robe. "Agreed."

My mind raced as I finished securing my robe. What exactly were they planning that had them so worried? And why did the Ubar want to see me, too?

Master Dante turned to me, his expression appeared fearful. "Ready?"

I nodded, though I felt anything but. The three of us headed back into the house and walked up the stairs to the second floor.

As we walked, Master Dante placed a protective hand on my lower back. "Whatever happens in there," he whispered, "follow my lead. Say as little as possible."

Administrator Fox walked ahead of us, her posture rigid with tension. I noticed her hands trembling slightly as she reached to open the ornate double doors that led to the Ubar's domain.

The throne room was exactly as grandiose as the name suggested. High ceilings with intricate moldings, walls lined with bookshelves, and ancient-looking artifacts. At the center of the room, elevated on a dais, sat a large throne made of carved wood with gold inlay.

Seated upon it was Ubar Marsten, his purple robe a stark contrast to the dark wood of his seat of power. His face was stern, his eyes cold as they assessed our approach.

Two guards stood at attention on either side of the throne. I noticed the guards wore earpieces, suggesting they were more than just costumed participants in this elaborate role-play. Miscellaneous others stood in a semicircle around the Ubar.

"Approach," the Ubar commanded, his voice echoing in the cavernous room.

Master Dante guided me forward, the Administrator keeping pace beside us. We stopped at the foot of the dais, and Master Dante bowed slightly. Taking his cue, I lowered my eyes and dropped into a deeper bow.

"You summoned us, Ubar Marsten," Master Dante said, his voice carefully neutral.

"Indeed, I did," he replied, leaning forward. "It seems there are matters we need to discuss regarding loyalty to our Order."

Administrator Fox's breathing quickened beside me. Master Dante remained perfectly still, his face betraying nothing.

"I've always been loyal to the Order," Master Dante stated firmly.

The Ubar's lips curled into something resembling a smile, though it held no warmth. "We shall see about that."

The Ubar Marsten's voice cut through the silence like a blade. "Master Dante, you stand accused of conspiring to form a new order. A more... progressive order." He spat the word 'progressive' like it tasted foul in his mouth. "Is this true?"

My breath caught. I kept my eyes lowered, but my mind raced, processing this accusation.

Master Dante's posture stiffened beside me. "I categorically deny these charges," he said, his voice controlled but edged with anger. "And I demand to know who has leveled these accusations against us."

Murmurs rippled through the gathered Masters. I risked a quick glance upward, noting the mixture of expressions—some seemed shocked, others smug, a few appeared concerned.

"Who among you would make such outrageous claims without the courage to face me directly?" Master Dante challenged, his gaze sweeping across the room. "Step forward now."

No one moved. The silence stretched uncomfortably as Master Dante waited for his accuser to reveal themselves.

Finally, he turned back to Ubar Marsten. "My lord, you lead the most powerful order in the Southeast. This council is comprised of some of the most influential men in the city." His voice grew stronger with each word. "Who am I to form a new order? To break with tradition that has served us for decades? How would I even finance such an operation?"

The Ubar leaned forward on his throne, his eyes narrowing. "With Administrator Fox's help, of course." He gestured toward her with a dismissive wave. "She could easily finance such an undertaking. I never should have let her join as a Master, much less as an Administrator."

Administrator Fox paled beside me, her composure cracking for the first time since I'd met her. Her hands trembled visibly now.

The pieces suddenly clicked into place in my mind. Master Dante and Administrator Fox were planning to start a new order. They weren't ready for it to become public knowledge, but someone had discovered their plans and reported back to the Ubar.

I recalled their whispered conversation by the pool—the mention of "securing a lease" and keeping their plans hidden from the Ubar. This wasn't about my slip-up with Lily and Carrie at all. This was something much bigger.

Was this new order going to be more progressive, as the Ubar claimed? Perhaps one that allowed women more control and authority? Is that why Master Dante had been so receptive to my interest in becoming a Mistress? Had he been grooming me not just as his submissive but as a potential member of this new organization?

I remembered how the other kajira had reacted when I mentioned women becoming Masters—their surprise. Clearly, such advancement wasn't common in the current Order. But in Master Dante and Administrator Fox's new vision, perhaps women would have equal standing.

My heart raced with this revelation. Master Dante wasn't just my Dom—he was a revolutionary within this community. And now he was in danger because of it.

I wanted to speak up, to defend him somehow, but I remembered his whispered instruction: say as little as possible. So I remained silent, watching the drama unfold, feeling the tension build in the room as Master Dante and Ubar Marsten locked eyes in a silent battle of wills.

The Ubar's gaze shifted to me, and I felt myself shrink under the intensity of his scrutiny.

"And you, kajira. You've made quite an impression tonight." He paused, studying me. "I wonder what other impressions you might have made during your brief time with Master Dante."

I swallowed hard, keeping my eyes lowered as Master Dante had instructed me.

Ubar Marsten's eyes narrowed as he stared at me. "I've learned just tonight that Master Dante has been training you to become a Master yourself." His voice carried throughout the throne room. "Is this true?"

My heart hammered against my ribs. Oops. Had someone overheard my conversation with Lily and Carrie, or had they reported me? I kept my head lowered, saying nothing, but I could feel Master Dante and Administrator Fox's heads snap toward me.

The silence stretched painfully. I felt the weight of everyone's eyes on me, waiting for my response.

Master Dante cleared his throat, turning back to the Ubar. "I have indeed indulged my kajira's interest in becoming a Master," he admitted, his voice steady. "But only as a lesson in dominance. I had no intention of following through on letting her become a Master."

I fought to keep my expression neutral despite the shock of his words.

"I only wanted to let her think so," Master Dante continued, "so that I could crush her spirit by ultimately denying her of her dreams... as you taught me, Ubar."

My stomach dropped. Was this true? Had his acceptance been a cruel game?

Ubar Marsten's thin lips curved into a smile. "That would be a very sadistic thing to do," he mused, sounding almost impressed. "To let a kajira think she was going to be a master, only to rip it away from her." He nodded slowly. "That does sound like something you would do, Dante."

Relief flooded through me as I considered the idea that Master Dante was lying to protect us. This was all an act to appease the Ubar.

"Let me be clear," the Ubar continued, his voice hardening. "If there were any plans to create a new order, know that I would crush it and whoever participated in helping form it."

Master Dante bowed his head respectfully. "I understand completely. I am a loyal servant of the Ubar."

Something shifted in the Ubar's demeanor. He's buying it. He stood, grabbing an ornate cane beside his throne, and descended the steps toward us. "I wonder if you speak the truth, Dante." His eyes gleamed with malice. "If you do, then deliver this kajira to my chambers in ten minutes."

My legs went weak beneath me. I remembered Administrator Fox's words by the pool—that they must do anything to keep the Ubar from suspecting them. But I wasn't some possession to be handed over to this disgusting, decrepit old man.

I glanced at Master Dante, frozen beside me. Was he actually considering this? Or was he desperately trying to figure a way out?

Ubar Marsten lifted my robe with the tip of his cane, running it slowly up my leg. I trembled, not from desire but from fear and revulsion. His eyes were cold, predatory.

"After a night with me," he said, his voice low and threatening, "she'll no longer possess any dreams of being equal to a man."

The silence that followed was deafening. I held my breath, waiting for Master Dante's response, praying he wouldn't sacrifice me to maintain his cover.

Finally, Master Dante looked at me, then at Administrator Fox, and finally back to Ubar Marsten. "You can't have her," he said firmly. "Stop touching her."

A wave of relief rushed through me. I heard Administrator Fox exhale sharply beside me. All of the air rushed out of her body.

The Ubar's face darkened with rage. "So it is true," he spat. "You do not submit to me as the Ubar. You do challenge my authority and the traditions of our order."

Master Dante squared his shoulders. "Yes, it's true."

"And you admit to this all to protect this... this... kajira?" The Ubar practically choked on the word.

"She's not just a kajira," Master Dante replied, his voice softening as he looked at me. "I love her. I can't let you violate her."

My knees nearly buckled again, but this time from shock. He loves me? Did I really just hear him say that?

Joy bubbled up inside me, and I couldn't help but smile. I looked at Master Dante, then at Administrator Fox. My blood ran cold as I saw the fear in their eyes. This was not over.

"Seize them," the Ubar commanded.

Three guards materialized from the shadows, each grabbing one of us by the arm. I looked down and noticed they all had guns holstered at their waists. This wasn't just some role-play gone wrong—this was dangerous.

"Take them to the ballroom," Ubar Marsten ordered. "They need to be made examples of in front of everyone."

Made examples of? A chill ran down my spine. What did that mean? Were they going to kill us?

As we were marched down the grand staircase, Master Dante suddenly pulled away from his guard and delivered a powerful punch to the man's face. The guard went limp, crumpling onto the stairs. Master Dante made a step toward me, but I heard a metallic click and felt the cold barrel of a gun pressed against my temple.

Another guard quickly stepped up, striking him in the abdomen. Master Dante doubled over in pain. The guards continued forcing us down the steps. The fear in his eyes mirrored my own as we were marched into the ballroom.

The music stopped abruptly, and all conversation died. All eyes turned to us as we were dragged to the center of the room. The crowd parted, creating a circle around us. Nearby, Masters in their colored robes murmured to each other, some looking concerned, others seeming almost excited by the drama unfolding.

Ubar Marsten entered behind us, his purple robe flowing dramatically as he walked. "Brothers of the Gorean Order," he announced, his voice echoing in the now-silent ballroom. "Tonight, we have discovered traitors in our midst."

A collective gasp rippled through the crowd.

"Master Dante and Administrator Fox have been planning to form a rival order," he continued. "An order that would undermine our traditions, our hierarchy, our very way of life."

He paced around us like a predator circling its prey. "They planned to create a place where kajirae could become Masters." He spat the words out with disgust. "Where the natural order would be perverted."

The guard holding me tightened his grip, making me wince.

"And this kajira," the Ubar said, pointing his cane at me, "was to be their first experiment. A kajira elevated beyond her proper place."

Murmurs spread through the crowd. Some of the Masters looked outraged, but I noticed others exchanging glances that seemed less certain, perhaps even sympathetic.

"The punishment for such betrayal is severe," the Ubar declared. "These traitors will be stripped of their membership and banned from all Gorean gatherings throughout the country."

He turned to face Master Dante directly. "But first, you will witness the correction of your kajira. She must learn her place."

The Ubar snapped his fingers, and two more guards approached, carrying what looked like a whipping post. My blood turned to ice.

"Twenty lashes should remind her of a kajira's proper role. Then you and Administrator Fox will each receive twenty lashes," the Ubar said coldly.

"No!" Master Dante struggled against his captors. "This is between us, Marsten. Leave her out of it."

The Ubar smiled thinly. "You brought her into it when you filled her head with impossible dreams."

I was dragged toward the post, my silk robe torn from my shoulders, leaving me naked and vulnerable before the entire assembly. Panic clawed at my throat as the guards secured my wrists to the post.

"Wait!" Administrator Fox called out. "This is barbaric, even for you, Marsten. Twenty lashes of a whip would leave the poor girl scarred for life."

"Silence!" the Ubar roared. "Or you'll be next."

I pressed my forehead against the wooden post, trying to prepare myself for what was coming. Behind me, I heard the sound of a whip being unfurled.

"This isn't what the Gorean philosophy teaches," Master Dante said, his voice carrying across the silent room. "John Norman wrote about consent and honor, not cruelty for its own sake."

"You dare lecture me on Gorean philosophy?" the Ubar snarled.

"I dare speak the truth," Master Dante replied. "Look around you, Marsten. Is this what your followers signed up for? Public torture? Armed guards? This isn't a Gorean gathering—it's a cult. This is why we wanted to form a second order."

I risked a glance over my shoulder and saw uncertainty spreading across the faces in the crowd. Some of the Masters were exchanging troubled looks.

"This woman has done nothing wrong," Master Dante continued. "Her only crime was believing she could be more than what men like you and I told her she could be."

A murmur ran through the crowd, the sound swelling like a wave. I caught fragments of their whispered conversations—many seemed to agree with Master Dante.

"Silence!" The Ubar's voice cracked like thunder. "Punishment must be administered. Your Ubar demands it."

Master Dante straightened his shoulders, his eyes finding mine. "In that case," he said clearly, "give her lashes to me."

Another murmur erupted from the crowd, louder this time, punctuated with gasps.

Administrator Fox stepped forward, her chin lifted defiantly. "The Ubar can split her lashes between Master Dante and myself."

The crowd nodded their approval, some even clapping at their bravery. I saw uncertainty flicker across the Ubar's face as he realized he was losing control of the room.

"Very well," he said tightly.

I felt my hands being untied, the rope falling away from my wrists. I stumbled backward, then ran to Master Dante. He tried to cover my nakedness, but the guards dragged him away before he could fully wrap it around me. I watched in horror as they bound him to the whipping post.

A second cross was dragged onto the stage beside him, and Administrator Fox was secured to it, her back exposed.

I tried to control the tears running down my face, but they flowed freely. Both of them were sacrificing their bodies for my protection. The depth of their loyalty overwhelmed me.

The Ubar took the whip, unfurling it with a dramatic flourish. His first strike against Master Dante's back was weak, barely making contact. His second attempt at Administrator Fox was equally feeble, the whip falling short of her body entirely.

Frustrated, the Ubar handed the whip to another Master—the same sadistic one Master Dante and I had watched earlier beating his kajira mercilessly.

"Thirty lashes each," the Ubar instructed. "Make them count."

The Master smiled cruelly, testing the whip with a sharp crack that made me flinch. His first strike landed true across Master Dante's back, tearing a cry of agony from his throat. The second blow fell on Administrator Fox, who bit her lip, refusing to scream.

The Master alternated between them methodically. Each strike raised angry welts on their skin. By the tenth lash, both their backs were covered in angry red blisters. By the fifteenth, the blisters had begun to break, and blood seemed ready to flow with the next strike.

Throughout the punishment, the murmurs of disapproval from the audience had been growing steadily louder. Masters exchanged troubled glances. Some had turned away, unable to watch. Others whispered urgently to each other, their expressions darkening with each lash of the whip.

I saw one Master step forward, a tall man with silver at his temples. "Ubar Marsten," he said, his voice steady, "I must object to this punishment. It goes beyond our code."

"Sit down, Carl," the Ubar snapped.

"I will not," the Master called Carl replied. "And I suspect I'm not alone."

Several other Masters stepped forward, forming a loose semicircle. The Ubar's face darkened with rage.

"You would side with traitors?" he demanded.

"We side with honor," Carl responded. "Something you seem to have forgotten."

The Ubar looked around wildly, his authority visibly crumbling before my eyes. "Guards!" he shouted. "Remove these dissenters!"

But the guards hesitated, looking uncertain. And the Master holding the whip lowered it slowly.

Administrator Fox seized the moment. "The Order is about fantasy and consensual power exchange," she called out, addressing the crowd. "Not about actual violence and intimidation. How many of you joined to explore your desires, only to find yourselves under the thumb of a tyrant?"

"This is insurrection!" the Ubar bellowed. "I will not stand for it!"

"Then perhaps you should sit down," Master Dante said calmly. He had somehow freed himself from his binding and now stood, facing the room.

I rushed over and untied Administrator Fox.

The Ubar's face contorted with fury. He raised his cane as if to strike Master Dante, but before he could bring it down, Administrator Fox caught his arm.

"That's enough, Marsten," she said firmly. "Your time as Ubar is over."

The room erupted in a mixture of cheers and shouts. Some Masters hurried to the Ubar's side, but many more gathered around Administrator Fox, Master Dante, and me.

Administrator Fox announced, "Uber Marsten does not own this house. He leases it from an investment group, which I'm in the process of purchasing." A gasp rose from the crowd. "You will all be contacted in the coming weeks, and you can make a decision which Order you want to be associated with. You are free to choose to join our new order or stay with the existing order. In fact, as far as we're concerned, you are free to be a member of both."

A cheer erupted from the crowd. It seemed the new order would have no problem obtaining new members.

Someone draped my robe over my shoulders. It was Lily, her eyes wide with concern. "Are you okay?"

I nodded, though my whole body was trembling. "Did that just happen?"

"It did," she said.

Master Dante turned to me, his eyes filled with worry. "Eden, I'm so sorry. I never meant for you to be in danger."

I clutched the robe tightly around me. "Did you mean what you said? About loving me?"

His expression softened. "Every word."

Before I could respond, Administrator Fox approached us, her face flushed with excitement. "It's happening, Robert. The change we wanted—it's happening now, just faster than we planned."

Around us, the ballroom had transformed into something like a town hall meeting. Masters were arguing passionately, some defending the Ubar's traditions, others calling for reform. The kajirae stood to the side, watching with expressions ranging from confusion to hope.

"What do we do now?" I asked.

Master Dante—no, Robert—took my hand in his. "We build something better," he said. "Together, Mistress Eden."


Chapter 11: Epilogue



As we left the Gorean Mansion, my mind was still reeling from everything that had happened—the punishment, the rebellion, and most of all, Robert's declaration of love. Valencia Fox, who just hours ago had been the formidable Administrator Fox, suggested we spend the night at her place.

"It's not far," she said, dabbing at a trickle of blood on her shoulder.

Not far was an understatement. We drove less than a minute before turning into another gated property just five houses down from the Mansion.

"You live here?" I asked, incredulous. "This close to Marsten?"

Valencia gave a tired smile. "Keep your friends close and your enemies closer."

As we pulled into the driveway, my jaw dropped. Valencia's home was nothing like the neo-classical monstrosity we'd just left. This was a masterpiece of modern architecture—all clean lines and geometric precision. Floor-to-ceiling windows reflected the moonlight, making the structure appear to glow from within. The house seemed to float above the landscape, supported by slender pillars that gave it an ethereal quality. A waterfall cascaded down one side into a koi pond that wrapped around the front entrance.

"It's beautiful," I whispered.

"Thank you," Valencia said. "I designed it myself."

The gates swung open automatically, and we pulled up to the entrance. Before we could even exit the car, the front door opened, and a middle-aged man hurried out, hastily buttoning a shirt over his pajama bottoms.

"Ms. Fox!" he exclaimed, his eyes widening at the sight of her injuries. "What happened? Should I call a doctor?"

"It's fine, Charles," Valencia assured him. "Just a disagreement at the Mansion. You can go back to bed."

I stepped forward, unable to keep quiet. "It's not fine. My mother's a nurse, and those wounds need proper cleaning and bandaging." I turned to Charles. "Do you have a first aid kit? I can take care of them if you show me where everything is."

Charles nodded, looking relieved. "Of course, miss. Follow me."

He led me through the house—a stunning open-concept space with minimalist furniture and strategic lighting that highlighted various art pieces. We passed through a kitchen with gleaming stainless steel appliances before reaching a supply closet near what appeared to be a home gym.

"Ms. Fox keeps a fully stocked medical cabinet," Charles explained, opening the closet to reveal an impressive array of first aid supplies.

I gathered antiseptic, gauze, bandages, antibiotic ointment, and latex gloves, piling everything into a small plastic bin. Charles offered to help, but I assured him I could manage.

"Please, get some rest," I said. "We've caused enough disruption for one night."

When I returned to the living room, Robert and Valencia were seated on a low, white leather couch, their robes carefully arranged to avoid staining the furniture. The welts on their backs looked angry and raw in the bright light of Valencia's home.

"This might sting," I warned as I began cleaning Robert's wounds first.

He didn't flinch as I applied the antiseptic, but I could feel the tension in his muscles.

"Thank you," I said softly, my voice full of emotion. "Both of you. What you did tonight—taking those lashes for me—I don't even know what to say."

"You don't need to say anything," Robert replied, his voice gentle. "It wasn't your fault."

"He's right," Valencia added. "You did nothing to deserve a lashing."

As I finished with Robert's back and moved to Valencia's, I noticed how similar they were in their stoicism, their willingness to endure pain for a principle. They both possessed a quiet strength that I admired deeply.

"You two are a lot alike," I observed as I applied ointment to Valencia's wounds.

They exchanged a look that seemed to hold years of shared history.

"We've known each other a long time," Valencia said. "We understand each other."

I secured the last bandage on Valencia's back and stepped away to dispose of the used supplies. When I returned, something had shifted in the atmosphere. Perhaps it was the adrenaline still coursing through our systems, or the intimacy of tending to their wounds, but the air felt charged with sexual energy.

Valencia patted the space between her and Robert on the couch. "Sit with us, Eden."

I settled between them, suddenly aware of my own heartbeat. Robert's hand found mine, his fingers intertwining with my own. On my other side, Valencia gently brushed a strand of hair from my face.

Robert's free hand traced along my shoulder. "Is this okay?" he asked.

I nodded, unable to find words as Valencia leaned in, her lips brushing against my neck. Her lips sent shivers down my spine. Robert turned my face toward his and kissed me deeply, his passion igniting something within me.

What followed was a new dynamic for me. There was no Master or Mistress, no kajira or slave. We were three people who had just experienced a life-changing event in need of physical release.

We moved from the couch to Valencia's bedroom, a spacious sanctuary with a platform bed that seemed to float in the center of the room. Moonlight streamed through the windows, casting our bodies in silver as we explored each other.

The surrealness of the situation sank in. Here I was, sandwiched between Robert and Valencia, their hands exploring my body with a blend of gentleness and urgency that made me wet. Valencia's fingers traced the curve of my collarbone before descending to my breasts, her touch both electric and tender.

Robert's lips captured mine in a kiss that left no room for hesitation. His tongue explored my mouth, his hand moving to cup the back of my neck. As he deepened the kiss, I felt Valencia's mouth on my breast, her tongue flicking over my nipple before she took it entirely into her mouth.

I moaned into Robert's kiss, arching my back as pleasure surged through me. Valencia's hands slid down my sides, gripping my hips with a possessiveness that sent a thrill through me. Robert broke the kiss, his intense brown eyes locking onto mine.

"Is this what you want, Eden?" he murmured, his voice husky with desire.

"Yes," I breathed, barely able to form words as Valencia's mouth worked magic on my breasts.

Robert stepped away from the bed, his eyes full of desire, as he settled into a chair beside the bed. His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly as he watched us with an intensity that made my skin tingle.

Valencia reclined on the bed, her elegant body stretched out like a feast. She beckoned me with a crooked finger and a knowing smile.

"Come here," she whispered. "I want to taste you while you taste me."

I crawled over her body, positioning myself above her face while looking down at her sex. The scent of her arousal was euphoric. I lowered my mouth hesitantly, my first tentative lick sending a jolt through both our bodies. She tasted different from what I expected—like some exotic fruit I'd never tried before.

As I explored her with my tongue, Valencia's mouth found my center. The first touch of her tongue made me gasp against her flesh. Unlike Alex's enthusiastic but aggressive oral skills, Valencia's tongue moved with delicate precision, finding my most sensitive spots with unerring accuracy.

I moaned against her, mimicking the patterns she used on me. Behind us, I heard Robert's breathing grow heavier, the rhythm of his strokes increasing as he watched us pleasure each other.

He moved behind me as his hands caressed my back. He entered me from behind with a slow, deep thrust. I gasped at being filled by him while Valencia's continued playing with my clit, each lick timed with Robert's thrusts. The combination of their attentions pushed me closer to the edge with each passing second.

Valencia pulled herself from underneath me and kissed me deeply, her tongue dancing with mine. Her fingers replaced her tongue on my clit. The dual sensations were almost too much to bear. My moans grew louder as Robert increased his pace, his hips driving against mine with a relentless intensity.

I felt the pressure building within me, an unstoppable wave that threatened to consume me entirely. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, Robert reached around to squeeze my breasts while Valencia's fingers moved faster on my clit.

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me with an intensity that left me trembling and gasping for air.

I collapsed onto the bed, my body still trembling from the orgasm. Valencia gracefully took my place in front of Robert. He lifted her legs onto his shoulders and entered her with a slow, deliberate thrust. She gasped, her eyes widening, probably from his massive girth.

I wondered if they had ever fucked before. It seemed like they had a history, a connection that went beyond mere friendship or camaraderie. But something told me this was their first time. Maybe I was being naive.

Moments after thinking this, I got my answer.

"I always wanted to know what your cock felt like," Valencia breathed, her voice tinged with both surprise and satisfaction.

"And now you know," Robert replied, his tone confident but gentle. "And your pussy feels great."

I just laid there, watching him fuck her. The rhythm of their bodies was mesmerizing, a dance of pure carnal pleasure. I looked up into Robert's face and saw that he was looking directly at me, his eyes filled with a mixture of lust and affection.

I moved over to him, our lips meeting in a fervent kiss. Between kisses, I whispered, "Cum on her for me."

His thrusts became more urgent, more intense. I reached down and played with Valencia's clit as she had played with mine earlier. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she got closer to the edge.

Robert's movements became almost frantic as he neared his climax. With a final thrust, he pulled out and came on Valencia's stomach, his seed glistening on her skin.

I moved between her legs, my tongue finding her clit with practiced ease. She tensed at the touch, her hands gripping my hair as she pulled me closer. Her moans turned into cries of pleasure as she came, her body shuddering beneath me.

As she lay there panting, I licked Robert's cum off of her stomach, savoring the taste before kissing Valencia deeply so she could taste him on my lips.

Robert pulled me close to him while Valencia curled up beside us. The room was filled with a comfortable silence as we drifted into sleep.


The rest of that summer unfolded in ways I could have predicted, but also in ways that I never could have guessed. I suppose one could say that's just how life works. I continued working at Umami, where Jenna and I, against all odds, became friends. Once she realized I wasn't a threat to her position at the restaurant, she softened considerably.

Michelle and Michael got together shortly after our disastrous night at the empty house. They were perfect for each other. Michelle and I eventually made up. I knew she couldn't stay mad at me forever, but Michael still won't speak to me. I respect his decision, though it stings sometimes.

I've never told Michelle about what happened with her father, and I never will. Some secrets are better left buried, especially when they would only cause pain. Mr. Carter and I maintained a polite distance at my going-away party, our shared secret creating an invisible barrier that neither of us dared to cross.

Alex remains one of my closest friends. He moved to Atlanta last year, and we still hang out whenever we can, though we've never had another sexual encounter. I told Valencia about him and his desire for top surgery. She generously donated the money, and I took care of him after the procedure.

Telling Robert about visiting his mother was one of the hardest things I've ever done. His fury was like nothing I'd seen before—cold and sharp and terrifying. For a moment, I thought I'd lost him forever. But less than a week later, he called me, his voice heavy with emotion as he thanked me for helping him confront his past.

Together with Valencia, we created The Order of Service, a new organization built on mutual respect rather than rigid hierarchy. We chose the name because it emphasized that both dominants and submissives serve each other in their own ways. I helped write the creed and bylaws, drawing on everything I'd learned about power dynamics and consent.

The biggest battle was over replacing the term "slave." Some of the more traditional members insisted it was the long-accepted term. Valencia and I, along with other more progressive masters, emphasized that, since we were located in the south, the term was far too charged. We feared it would keep younger people from participating, as well as other races, which were far too underrepresented in our "community."

Many replacement terms were debated, with "servant" and "submissive" being the main contenders. My suggestion was "attendant," but a compromise was made, and "submissive" was agreed to. I felt it was still a victory as it was far superior to "slave." But it was also noted in the bylaws that while "submissive" was the official term of the Order, those assuming the submissive role were free to require their masters to use whatever term the submissive felt comfortable with.

Robert squeezed my hand under the table when the vote passed. "You did that," he whispered.

It wasn't just about semantics. It was about respect, about acknowledging the humanity in every exchange of power.

After I started college in Atlanta, Robert and I continued our training sessions, with him relentlessly pushing my boundaries. But as my coursework intensified, our sessions became less frequent.

Our romantic relationship ended gradually, as well. He and Valencia grew closer and eventually became a couple. Valencia is not the jealous type. Sometimes they still invite me over to "play."

I maintained my role as Mistress Eden with Mr. Sato for quite some time. I even invited him to parties at The Order of Service, where he thrived in ways I hadn't expected. When the pressures of being his Mistress grew too much, I transitioned him to Mistress Valencia's service, where he remains devoted to this day.

For the past two years, I've tried to be a normal college student—attending classes, studying for exams, dating guys my age. But lately, I've found myself missing the rush of dominance, the thrill of control. I've caught myself eyeing certain professors, imagining scenarios that would make even Robert raise an eyebrow.

Perhaps it's time to embrace that part of myself again. Atlanta is a big city, full of possibilities and people looking for the same connections I am. Maybe I'll find someone new, someone who understands both the innocent girl from small-town Georgia and the woman she's become.

The End


Chapter 12: Afterward



Dear Reader,

I hope you have enjoyed this series featuring Eden Chase and Master Dante. If you did, please consider leaving a rating and/or review.

While this marks the official conclusion of "The Education of Eden" series, I want to assure you that it is not the end of the story.

I will be writing more standalone short stories detailing their continued Training Sessions, exploring various aspects, kinks, and fetishes involved in BDSM. These tales will showcase Eden in both her role as a submissive under Master Dante's guidance and as Mistress Eden, coming into her own dominatrix persona.

Additionally, Eden and various characters from this series will appear in my upcoming "Forbidden Games" series. This series focuses on Eden during her college years and her various adventures with a silver fox millionaire she meets in Atlanta, as well as the complicated relationships she develops with her roommates. You'll see how Eden applies the lessons she learned from her relationship with Master Dante as she navigates new power dynamics in the academic world.

For more information on all of these upcoming projects and exclusive content, please visit my website at skylarreyes.com and join my mailing list.

Thank you for accompanying Eden on her journey of self-discovery. Her education continues—and so does ours.

With gratitude,

Skylar Reyes
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