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Elysium Awaits


by Robin Amanda





Hades is the stoic leader of her domain, not only being queen of the shadows, but of an exclusive club known as Elysium, where one’s heart’s desires are served up on a platter. She enjoys her solitary existence, that is until a new hire shows up at her doorstep, one that she can’t get out of her head. In order to keep her, she’ll have to defy the city, or lose everything trying.


Persephone used to be Hesiod Square’s best kept secret, but that time is done. In an attempt to thwart her mother and find out who she really is, she finds the only person who ever showed her she could be more than a captured princess. She wants Hades, even if she can't admit it. And Persephone’s willing to take on anything, including her mother, to get her woman back.
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Tropes and Content Warnings





Tropes: Loosely Inspired Greek Mythology Retelling, Hades and Persephone Retelling, Modern Retelling, I would burn the world to keep you safe, Forbidden Romance, Second Chance Romance, If you call me a monster that’s exactly what I’ll become



Content Warnings: Explicit Sex, Sex Club, BDSM Dynamic, Exhibitionism, Public sex, Kidnapping, Forced Arranged Marriage
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Chapter 1


Hades





“Are you out of your mind?” I look around the corner of the doorway that opens onto the Elysium show floor. From here I can see the new hire Thanatos was so excited about walking around tables and warming up the crowd. 

My grip on Thanatos's collar is rough as I pull them back into the office with me and slam the door behind us. I can’t keep watching her if I want to keep my wits about me. I may be the owner of the most prestigious gentlewoman club in the city, but even I have my limits. And staring at the half naked daughter of my enemy is hardly within those limits. 

Okay, Demeter and I aren’t enemies. 

But it's not as though we're on the best of terms. She still sees me as the kid who bit off more than she could chew when I left the fold of her district and forged my own. She likes order and everything about Elysium screams chaos.

“What do you mean, boss?” Thanatos asks as they straighten their shirt in the mirror beside my door. “She’s great. I ran her background check myself, everything came back clean. And you were saying that we needed more innocent looking ones in the group. Who better than that adorable purple pixie cut? Trust me, she’s just what you’re looking for. Looks like a flower and stings like a bee, that’s what you said and—”

“I know what I said. Will you shut up?” I spit back at them. I pull my hair up into a ponytail. I can feel heat rising in my chest and up the back of my head. I really need to get it cut. I hate having this much hair. It gets in my way more often than it’s beneficial. “Did you check her ID before you hired her?”

Thanatos looks at me with a scrunched up face. I’m not suggesting the woman isn’t of age. She’s pushing 30. I’m only suggesting that maybe they be more discerning when someone they’ve never seen before comes knocking on our door looking for a job.

Elysium is a club that prides itself on discretion. New people don’t happen upon us. They are invited by a member, go through a thorough vetting process. Thanatos seems to have shirked that when faced with a good pair of tits and a pretty smile. I’ll give her that, she is pretty.

She always was.

I haven’t seen her in half a decade. Her hair might be different, but I know those eyes. I know that body well. There’s no mistaking her.

The day I met her in Demeter’s court is one I won’t soon forget. 

As one of Demeter’s newest councilors, and the youngest, I was tasked with keeping a close watch on Persephone, her prized protection. A normal person would refer to the young woman as her daughter, but Demeter never did anything that would be misconstrued as normal.

She was sitting on a window ledge in the main corridor of Demeter’s home. It was more like a compound with the high walls and sprawling grounds surrounding us. I had been told I’d find my assignment in her bedroom, but something told me this was the woman I was supposed to keep an eye on.

As one of Demeter’s personal birds I was to make sure that Persephone did as she was supposed to and report back if there was anything out of the ordinary. Demeter had the highest standards for those who worked for her, and the standards she set for her daughter were even higher. She’d accept nothing but perfection.

“I can feel you staring at me,” Persephone said without looking up from her book. My back straightened and I forced myself to step closer to her, leaning against the wall next to the princess. “Are you the new warden here to make sure I follow the rules?” She asked.

I cleared my throat and crossed my arms, feeling more comfortable in her presence. “I’m simply here to keep you company, Princess. If you don’t follow your mother’s rules, I can’t be held responsible for what happens next.”

That got her attention. When she looked up at me she smiled, her long blonde hair flowed down over her shoulder. I was expecting to be watching over a child, but I was met with a woman about my own age of 20. When I met her gaze I had never felt as sucked in by a pair of eyes before. 

“Well, you found me out of my bedroom. What are you going to do about it?” Persephone asked, a hint of mischief twinkled behind her eyes.

“If you go back to where you’re supposed to be now, we can work out some kind of agreement. I’m nothing if not a benevolent jailer,” I said and gave her a small bow.

“Do I have the benefit of knowing who will be in my company until you inevitably piss off Mother?” Persephone asked and stood up, walking beside me down the hallway.

“My name is Hades. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Persephone.”

I turn around, pulling my gaze from the window that overlooks the show floor and see my second in command rifling through some papers until they come up with a photocopied ID and new employment forms. Wow they were blinded. This is the fakest ID I’ve ever seen in my life.

“Did you not happen to notice that the age on Kore’s ID would make her 57 years old? Idiot,” I thrust the paper back at them.

“I— I’m sorry boss. You were in such a huff about a lack of submissives. She seemed to fit the bill. I’ll do better next time,” they say and smooth out the crumpled paper.

“See that you do. Because if you make another mistake like this, there won’t be a next time. This is one that could end us if we’re not careful,” I say.

Through the blinds in my window I see her talking to a patron at the bar. The lacy number she has on leaves little to the imagination and I can’t help but keep my eyes glued to her to make sure the patron keeps their hands to themselves. She’s not as properly vetted as everyone out there might think. I have to make sure she doesn’t hurt herself, or worse, my business.

“Who is the girl anyway? If her name isn’t Kore?” Thanatos asks.

“She’s Demeter’s daughter, Persephone. And bringing her in here has just risen the axe over our heads. It’s my job to make sure it doesn’t drop.”

I look at Thanatos and they still have the perplexed look on their face. “How did I not know she had a daughter?” I just want to slap them. We’ve been friends long enough, they wouldn’t file a law suit. But even I have my decorum.

“Most don’t. Not even the council. Demeter went to great lengths to make sure that no one ever knew about her little budding flower. I haven’t seen her in years, not since I left. But that was five years ago. Mostly the only ones who know about her are those in Demeter’s inner circle. She thought it best to keep the girl confined to her compound for her own protection. She didn’t want anyone using Seph against her.” The nickname roles off my tongue like lava. I can’t stop it once it’s out. And Thanatos’s confused gaze turns to one of amusement. “Don’t say it.”

I know what they want to say. The nickname. The history. She and I have one, technically. But it’s from years ago. We were young and barely knew what we were doing. I regret hurting her. One of the only things I regret about how I left things. I never wanted her to get hurt.

Now she’s here, in my club. Does she know it’s my club? She has to. It’s too much of a coincidence that she’d be looking for a job and found her way to my business. 

“Go out there and get her before someone commandeers her for the night. I want to welcome our newest employee with open arms,” I say, leaning back in my chair.

“But you said—“

“I know what I said. Now do as I say and go get her. Now.”

If she’s going to play the escaped princess, I’m going to treat her like one in every sense of the title. Maybe I’ll even get to make her mine again.
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Chapter 2


Persephone





Ican’t believe it worked. 

Dealing with Thanatos earlier was easier than I thought it would be. While I’d planned on dealing with Hades when I first got here, convincing her second in command that I am someone worth hiring was a much simpler task.

Hades would have turned me away immediately. I know she would have. Despite how far she’s come since her time as my personal spy, even she wouldn’t be able to keep my presence in this club a secret for long. 

That’s why I’m no longer here as Persephone. She has little birds following her everywhere she goes.

But Kore?

Kore has no history, no tangible ties. Most of all, Kore gets to have fun with reckless abandon.

Now, Kore gets to be a submissive at the premiere BDSM club in Hesiod Square. No one knows Persephone, and if they do it’s by name alone. Once I’m out on the floor as Kore, they’ll never put it all together. No one’s that smart after enough alcohol or orgasms.

After I’d filled out the forms that I needed to be approved for employment, Thanatos explained that tonight would be a working interview and I’d be assessed based on my performance. I’d better put on the performance of a lifetime.

The patron I’m talking to looks like she wants to devour me. She’s right where I want her.

I’ve had many different guises in my time, and the beauty of all of this is that everyone knows it’s fake. This woman can call me whatever she likes, use me to work out her deepest fantasies. But in the end we all know it isn't real. There’s no expectation for more.

I’m about to climb in her lap when Thanatos taps on my shoulder. “The boss wants to see you,” they say.

I kiss the patron’s cheek and follow the blonde through the tables that line the show floor. 

Most of the other girls are dressed similarly to me. I was given some dress options and decided for a black lace bra and panties set with a leather harness over my chest. The black makes the purple of my hair pop. I’ve been here enough times to know how people go. They dance, someone approaches them, they negotiate, then they play. 

I walk into the office from earlier, and there she is. She’s barely aged the last few years. Maybe there is something to the nocturnal lifestyle. No sun means no sun damage. 

Thanatos leaves us and closes the door behind me. “You cut your hair,” she says.

“You grew yours out,” I reply.

“Mouthy. I thought you were here to be a submissive. Talking back to a domme isn’t really a great way to start a lifelong career, Sephie,” she says with acid on her tongue. That nickname. I never minded Seph, in fact I loved when she called me that. But Sephie always felt childish and patronizing. And hot.

I cross my arms under my chest and cock out a hip. “Maybe I’m a bad submissive. Maybe you should fire me,” I say although it’s the last thing I want. I want to be here and to work for Hades. My plan involves doing something for me, but it involves a little bit of revenge too. The last time I held feelings for another, she left. Now I’m in a position where she can see me every single day and know that I’m no longer hers.

“I haven’t hired you yet, Seph. Tonight’s a trial run, remember? You get one night’s pay and the tips are yours. But you haven’t signed an employment contract yet. I could send you home right now, I should send you home right now. I owe your mother that much after–”

“Don’t bring her into this. I’m 30 years old. I’m not a child. I came here of my own free will, she no longer has the power to keep me confined to that compound. So cut the bullshit. Why did you pull me in here?” I hate when others treat me like I’m incapable of doing anything. Who’s fault is that? I’m not incapable and if I am it’s only because of those responsible for teaching me. 

Back when Hades was one Mother’s little birds, she was mine as much as I was hers. I know her assignment was to report back on my activities, where I went and what I did. But as far as I know, she never once reported anything of value that Mother could have wanted.

Instead she spent nearly every moment she could with me in my bedroom. It started with talking. Hades sharing stories of the places she’d been, the people she’d seen. Me showing her the music or the books I enjoyed. I can’t remember when it evolved into something more. It was like those extra feelings were always steeped into our dynamic. The progression felt natural.

Unlike the others on the compound, I was never a prize to be won. The others knew that if they could gain my favor, they’d be in line to inherit some of Mother’s wealth and territories. I was a meal ticket for most of them. Someone to be protected until they could get what they desired.

Hades only wanted me.

I can still remember how that first kiss under my apple blossom tree felt. After a day of wandering the gardens and sitting in the library like a fairytale princess, we stopped under the tree at the back of the field, mainly because it was out of view of the main house.

I stood with my back against the tree and Hades was in front of me, her arm resting on top of the tree just above my head, leaning in.

“Is every day like this?” Hades asked, a low chuckle in her voice.

“Like what?” I asked and pulled her in closer by the belt loops on her pants.

We’d played this game before. I would tease her, egg her on to come closer and finally close the gap we’d been toying with for weeks. Hades kept insisting she had a duty to uphold, but I could tell that her commitment to that vow was slowly waning. She wanted me as much as I wanted her.

“Gardens and libraries and pleasantries in the hallway when members of staff walk by?” Hades asked, moving her face closer to mine.

“Is there something else you’d rather be doing? We could go back to my room if you like,” I offered and lifted my chin just a bit, my lips a breath from hers.

Hades pulled back. “You know we can’t, Seph. Your mother was getting skeptical that we spent so much time alone behind closed doors. Even if it is just to listen to music. We don’t want anyone to think we’re up to anything untoward,” Hades said, placing her hand on my hip and pressing me against the tree.

I’d had enough. I wrapped my hand around the back of her neck and pulled her in, finally claiming her lips with mine. It was what I’d always imagined a first kiss should feel like. Soft. Passionate. And inevitable.

For the first time since I’ve met her, she’s looking at me like the others did. Like someone who needs protection and I won’t stand for it.

Persephone was left behind when I cut off my hair and dyed it bright colors. She fell to that bathroom floor and Kore was reborn from the pile of hair and bottles of pigment. I’d been her for so long, it was like Persephone no longer existed.

“Next time you get a fake ID, don’t make it so obvious. Thanatos might have been blinded by your doe eyes and perfect cleavage. But I know better. I know you better,” Hades says. I can’t help the smirk when she talks about my body. After all this time, it feels good to be perceived by her. She was the only one I wanted.

Hades walks around her desk and up to me, cupping my chin so I’m forced to stand on my tip toes a bit. “I’m sorry, Seph. No one deserves what your mother’s done to you. And I didn’t make it any better,” she says. An apology? It feels genuine, but I don’t know how to take it. Is she sincere? She could be trying to convince me to leave and go home, all forgiven and forgotten. But it’s not. 

“There’s nothing I can do to convince you to leave?”

I shake my head and stand my ground. I’m staying if it kills me. 
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Chapter 3


Persephone





Ikeep my gaze locked firmly on Hades, daring her to continue. To my surprise, she does. 

“Fine, but first, we need to go over your paperwork. Again, Thanatos is not the most observant being in the universe. We gave you this preferences sheet so that you could tick off your hard and soft limits. You wrote ‘open to all,’ care to elaborate?” She asks and holds the paper in my face.

I didn’t know what to tick off so I left it open. What’s the matter with that? 

“I’m not sure yet what are limits of mine; I thought it best to stay open to every opportunity,” I say with a proud smile.

“Jesus, Seph, this is serious. Some of my patrons have very dark proclivities that involve things far more dangerous than I normally allow without a chaperone present. Open to all leaves you open to things like edge play, knives, breath play, and a host of other things. Go through this again, dutifully. If there’s something that even makes you the smallest bit uncomfortable I want you to tick it as a limit. You’re going to work here, I need you to take this seriously. What we did–” she starts and I quirk an eyebrow when she stops.

I remember what we did together. For a few short weeks we barely left my bedroom. We explored everything I’d ever wanted to try from the books I’d read, or so I thought. 

“What we did and what my patrons might do are two very different things,” Hades says and grabs a fresh sheet from her desk with a clipboard. “Sit down and go through this more thoroughly,” she says and points to the chair with her clipboard. 

Without another word I nod and do as she says, taking the clipboard and pen from her and looking it over. “Good girl. I knew you had it in you,” she says and runs her finger across my shoulders in a way that makes me shiver and my thighs tighten. Praise kink confirmed.

After fifteen minutes have passed, I’ve ticked off about a third of the list as hard limits and another few as soft limits that I’d be willing to try with certain modifications and reassurances. 

Hades looks it over and nods approvingly. “Thank you, this is much better, Persephone. And I have just the partner for you this evening,” she says. We are really doing this.

She presses a button to activate the intercom on her desk, after it beeps she clears her throat. “Than, go see if Hera is in tonight. I think Kore and her would get along swimmingly,” she says. We sit in silence for a few more minutes before a knock comes to the office door. “You can come in, Hera.”

A tall, statuesque blonde woman comes in. Hera. I’d heard her name over my mother’s calls before, but we’ve never met. She’s breathtaking. And also the council member in charge of the courts, from what I can remember. She likes to handle justice, garner peace.

“Who’s this lovely little thing?” Hera asks as she steps up beside me. “I saw her out on the floor, it was rude of you to call her away,” she says as her fingers card through my soft hair.

“Hera, this is Kore. Our newest submissive. Tonight’s her trial run. I’d like to observe as you play with her, show her how things are done,” Hades says and leans back in her chair like a queen upon her throne.

“Would you like that, sweetheart?” Hera asks me as she tilts my head up by one finger.

“Yes,” I say.

“Yes, goddess,” she corrects.

“Yes, goddess. I’d like that very much.”

“Hera likes to praise good little girls, and punish naughty ones,” Hades explains as Hera continues to scrape her nails along my scalp. It’s enough to have me nuzzling against her stomach as I stay seated and I hear a chuckle of approval from her. “Kore has been naughty, you see, talking back to me as I do her intake paperwork. I think that deserves a punishment.”

My cheeks heat at the thought of what that punishment could consist of. Hera’s petting fingers tug harder when she says that. I whimper at the touch and look up at her with pleading eyes. “I’ll be good, my goddess, I swear.”

Hera tsks her tongue and looks down at me. “We shall see, sweetheart,” she says and tugs me to my feet by the short hair on the top of my head. She’s in tall heels, easily has six inches on me, and she tugs me up to kiss her. “So sweet. We’ll turn you sour yet. Tell me what your safe word is and we can get started.”

“Pomegranate, goddess,” I say and she finally lets go of my hair. Hades gets up from her throne like chair and opens up the cabinet in the corner. She wheels out the cross that was inside and shows off the rows of toys and bondage gear that line the inside of the closet.

Hera hooks a finger into the collar of my harness and saunters me over to the cross, pressing me against it. She may be the one I answer to in this scene, but there is no doubt in my mind who’s in charge right now. Hades says she’s watching to see how I perform. She’s watching because she wants to see me play. She wants to control this scene. She wants me.

Hera hooks my wrists into cuffs at the top of the cross and my ankles into the cuffs at the bottom. I’m spread out for her, for Hades, and my body begins to shake. Whether the shaking is from anticipation or fear, I’m not yet sure.

“Your goddess is going to punish you for being so rude to Mistress Hades. And then, if you take your punishment like a good girl, I’ll reward you. Because you’re new, I’ll let you choose your reward. Do you understand?”

“Yes, goddess,” I answer dutifully. Hera walks over to Hades and takes the clipboard with my preferences sheet from her, looking it over. I can’t see her expression, I don’t know how she’s reacting to what she’s reading. All I can see is her shoulders roll back as she turns to face me with a saccharine grin on her face.

“If you like talking so much, we’re going to find a better use for your mouth,” Hera says and unhooks a latch on the cross. The whole apparatus rotates and suddenly I’m on my back when the latch locks again. Hera bends down and removes her slacks and panties, then she steps over me and straddles my head until her cunt is right in my face. “Be a good girl, sweetheart. I’m going to play with your pretty pussy now and you are not to come until you’ve made me do so, understood?”

“Yes, goddess,” I say as if it’s the most natural response in the world. She lowers herself to me and I run my tongue against her slit, laving it along already swollen folds. I fail to see how eating her is a punishment, but I'm not one to question her methods when she's this wet and offered up to me like a meal.

Maybe she was watching me for a while, getting hot and bothered, imagining this moment. I might be the submissive, but there’s a serious power in causing this reaction in a woman with so much sway in the outside world.

I can hear her moaning as I suck her clit into my mouth. If I had the use of my hand I’d be able to drive her higher. But for now, I can only rely on my mouth. And I’m damn good at using it.

After a few minutes of eating her out, she starts in on a slow, tortuous pace of circles around my clit through my panties. My hips buck as best they can with my ankles bound, and she pushes them back onto the cross. “No moving. This is punishment after all,” she says. I nod and put my hips back down as I suck her clit into my mouth again, flicking my tongue against her in a pace that I know I like.

I hear shuffling from somewhere in the room. Perhaps Hades has moved. The next thing I hear is buzzing and then the strongest vibration I’ve felt in my life is right against my clit. I squeal against Hera and my hips jump. She just chuckles and continues to play with the vibrator against my cunt.

It’s too much. I’m going to come. I can’t hold on if she keeps like that. And then she pulls the vibrator off. I don’t know if I’m relieved or mournful at the loss. “You don’t get to come until I do, sweetheart. Keep going. You’re being so good for me,” Hera cooed. I try to distract myself with my task at hand. I want to be good. I want to prove myself to her. And to Hades. Hera is now rocking her hips against me, fucking my mouth, and I’m doing my best to bring her to pleasure.

She puts the toy back on my clit and I scream against her again. That seems to do it. Hera rocks her hips harder and faster as she moans out against me, pressing the toy harder as she does so. “Come sweetheart, you did well,” she says as she gets off of me and looks down as she holds the toy firm.

My eyes drift to the dark haired woman in the corner, watching this whole scene. She gives a faint nod and I’m done for. My orgasm rushes through me and soaks my panties. I grip the restraints on my wrists as my body moves against the vibrations to ride out my orgasm.

 I could get used to nights working like this.

When I’m done, Hera brings me back to a standing position and undoes the restraint. She kisses me sweetly and collects me into her arms, stroking my hair. “You’ve done very well. I did go easy on you. Next time I won’t let you come so soon. I can’t wait to see how much you can take,” Hera says. Next time. Like playing with me again is a given. “Now you get to choose your reward.”

I look between Hera and Hades, worrying my bottom lip between my teeth. “I want to make Mistress Hades come while you spank me, goddess. Please?” I ask, my voice higher pitched and my eyes big. Hera licks her lip and kisses me. 

When she releases me, she looks over her shoulder at Hades, and raises an eyebrow. “What do you think? Suitable reward?” Hera asks.

“If it’s what the little gem wants, who am I to deny her? Let’s move this to the couch.”
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