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Freya (Aged 18)

“Are you packed and ready to go?” Michael asked as he leaned against the bedroom door. I’d only been at this new house for a matter of weeks. However, today was my eighteenth birthday which meant it was time for me to make it on my own. Thankfully, I got lucky with Michael. He’d always looked out for me and had found me a place to live and a job.

“Yep, a whole garbage bag,” I said with a sigh as I looked down at my meager possessions. 

“You’ve got work now, so it won’t take long before you can buy yourself whatever you desire.”

I grinned wickedly at my case worker. “A knife?”

Michael bust out a sharp laugh and rolled his eyes. “Yes, even a knife. Or should I say another knife?”

I smiled sheepishly. I had the prized knife that I carried everywhere. Cops had tried to confiscate it, as had various teachers at the different schools I attended but none had succeeded.

“Alright, let's get going. Asher is waiting for you at the club.”

I nodded and hefted the garbage bag that held my belongings up and into my arms. Pulling my hood up over my face and placing my sunglasses over my eyes I followed Michael out of the house. My foster parents weren’t around to see me off. Not that I expected them to be. Since I first arrived at this house, I’d hardly seen them. They pretty much showed me to my bedroom and told me to make do. 

It was ideal for me. I’d much rather be ignored than have some do-gooder parent hanging over my shoulder. Or worse some sleaze ball trying to hit on me. I’d had my fair share of both. The allure of being a vampire appealed to several of my foster daddies, who thought fucking me might be fun. 

It was all hot and fun until they realized that I liked blood more than they expected. It was amazing how quickly a hard-on went down when I sunk my fangs straight into their shaft and started to drink their life essence. I always found myself being shipped off to a new home straight after the encounter. Funny that.

Now I was on my own. It was time to face the big world. Michael had found me a place to stay that also provided employment. It was at a BDSM club called KINK, run by a bear shifter named Asher. I’d been a bit dubious at first. But when Michael had taken me in to meet Asher, I quickly changed my mind.

It wasn’t a seedy sex club. Instead, it was very exclusive. The security was tight and the fee to gain membership was high. Asher had assured me that he took the safety of his staff members seriously. Not that I was scared. I’d had to fight my way through life for as long as I could remember. I learned to hold my head up high and take what I needed. 

I wasn’t a complete greenhorn when it came to the BDSM scene either. The beauty of living in a large town was that KINK wasn’t the only BDSM club. Although it appeared to be better than any of the ones I’d attended, I had managed to sneak into a few and learn more about myself.

It was so cliché, but I was a vampire that had a thing for blood. I know, I know, every vampire likes blood. It is true. We all did. We got our energy from blood. I was born a vampire, so didn’t rely solely on it to survive, unlike those that had been once human and then altered. I could still eat food and drink. I wasn’t allergic to garlic. I could go in the sun, and I could see myself in mirrors. I wasn’t dead. I had a heartbeat. It was funny what humans made up about vampires.

The sun was the only thing that was even slightly close. Oh, and of course the blood thing. The sun did hurt, but it wouldn’t kill me. And the stake in the heart. Well, that would kill anyone. But for me, I was just a normal teenage girl, with hormones and needs just like everyone else. I was born an alpha. Not that it really meant the same for vampires as it did shifters.

A female alpha who was born a vampire could still get pregnant. While male omega vampires weren’t born with birth sacs. We still had mates, but once again it wasn’t the same as a shifter. From what I understood, shifters had fated mates. Those people were specifically designed by the creator for them. For vampires, however, it wasn’t the same. We still had a pull towards people and once we were mated it was very painful to end the mating bond, but it wasn’t the same as a shifter. 

We could ignore our mate. It wasn’t painful for us to not mate with someone. Our mateship was more like what a human marriage was like. I always hoped that one day I would find someone that I could mate with. But as a vampire alpha Domme, who had a penchant for knives and slicing her partners, I didn’t like my chances. 

“Here we are,” Michael said as he pulled into club KINK’s carpark.

I looked up at the building and smiled. My new home and my new life were about to begin. 
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Chapter One
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Miles (Present Time)

We’d all been called to church. Anghus hadn’t said what the impromptu meeting was about, but I knew it had to be important if he’d called all the Devil’s Advocates to church. He never called everyone.

We were crowded in the expansive room on the Devil’s Advocates MC compound. Anghus, our president had been busy building the compound up to fit everyone and extras. Something I loved about the Devil’s Advocates, we accepted anyone. You came from a broken home, you grew up in a breeding facility or in the clutches of Morpheus and we would take you in. 

The compound was almost at capacity and Anghus had announced that they’d just got some extra land where they would start building. I loved being a part of the MC. They were my family. More family than I’d ever had growing up. My old man was scum through and through. He’d been booted from the pack when I was a kid. Stupidly my mother followed him, dragging me along. 

It was no surprise that he’d killed Mum when I was twelve. There were only so many beatings that a woman could take before eventually, the injuries became too bad, and she died. It didn’t stop that fucker though. His beatings just moved from my Mum to me. I took off on my thirteenth birthday. It was better for me to live out on the streets than in his house. 

I was lucky. Lynx, the Devil’s Advocates VP found me at the back of their old club house when I was seventeen. I’d had the shit kicked out of me by a couple of other street kids who wanted the money I’d just earned from begging. Lynx took me into the club house and cleaned me up. He then gave me a place to sleep. I was expecting to be kicked out of there the next morning. Instead, Lynx took me to meet Anghus who’d looked me over and asked me if I wanted a place in the MC.

I was waiting for the other shoe to drop. I didn’t trust anyone. Anghus had told me that if I wanted to stay I could. The only thing was that I had to pitch in with the chores that kept the MC running. After three weeks, I realized that these people were good. I let my walls down and prospected into the club. 

“Alright everyone,” Anghus called for our attention. “I just got a call from Bacchus, as you know his brother Asher owns a club in Lalbert, called KINK. Bacchus said that Ettore was in there yesterday, so asked if we could spare some people to work security there until the threat is cleared. I’m asking for volunteers. Asher said that he wants to put whoever volunteers on the payroll so, you will be receiving a weekly income. Can I get a show of hands of people interested?”

Several hands shot up in the air along with mine. Anghus looked around and nodded his head, while Israel the sergeant at arms jotted down our names. Ettore was a Nephilim. He and his brother Kade were the only ones left. Kade ran the AJE authority, which is a supernatural police force. They basically dealt with all the issues that the supernaturals faced. Ettore had been in jail for years, but when Abaddon, the fallen angel escaped prison several years ago, Ettore escaped alongside him. Abaddon was captured and killed. But Ettore had managed to stay hidden. 

Last I’d heard was that he had joined a group called Morpheus. They were a group of humans that ran an underground, illegal fight club. Basically, they took alpha children from either breeding facilities or abducted them off the street. Morpheus then made the children fight one another until death. Lynx and the AJE authority had been crucial in shutting Morpheus down a couple of years prior, but Ettore had evaded arrest. The AJE authority had been searching for him ever since. 

“Alright, Dorian, Larissa, Corson, Miles, Vaughn, Bishop, Lyra, Alondra, Briar, and Krew can you all come and see me. If anyone else wants to join later let me know. Otherwise, that is church ended. Thanks, everyone,” Anghus said before banging the hammer on the gavel.

I stood along with the other volunteers and walked to the front of the room where Anghus, Lynx, and Israel stood.

“Thanks, everyone for volunteering. I need you all to understand that KINK as the name suggests is a BDSM club. There is a chance you will see things that might make you uncomfortable. People are being whipped, spanked, fucked. There are also grown people in diapers and puppy ears. So, if you are all alright in seeing that kind of thing, then I don’t have an issue of sending you to help with security,” Anghus explained.

I nodded my head. BDSM didn’t bother me. I had a few kinks of my own. Ones I only thought about in secret. I didn’t share my desires with anyone. Fuck, most normal people would probably think I was a complete freak if I told them what I liked. So, in the privacy of my own home, I watched videos and jerked off furiously over a Dom or Domme kicking the shit out of someone.

I was what was considered a masochist. I loved the idea of finding myself a Dom or Domme who would be willing to inflict the pain on me that I desired. There was something about being whipped, cut, beaten, fisted, or pegged that did it for me. Most people wouldn’t understand the desire, but it was the biggest turn-on for me. 

“Right, if you all head over to the club, I’ll let Asher know to expect you all. Apparently, Freya will have employee forms waiting for you all to fill out, and then you will meet with Newlyn who is the head of security. He will direct you to what he wants you to do,” Anghus explained breaking into my thoughts.

We all said our goodbyes to Anghus, Lynx, and Israel before leaving the building to grab our bikes. With a roar of motorbikes in my ears, we filed out toward club KINK. I was curious to see how deep into the kink world the club went. It might be somewhere I wouldn’t even mind becoming a member of.
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Chapter Two
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Caden

“Are you going to help me unpack, or just sit around on your phone all day?” Creed grumbled as he walked into the living room of our new apartment.

We were identical twins, identical in every way. Except that Creed tended to be more serious than me. He was a planner and list maker. I preferred to fly by the seat of my pants.

“I am. I was just looking at what there is around Lalbert,” I replied as I skimmed through my phone.

Creed flopped down on the couch beside me and glanced over my shoulder. “Anything good?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah, I found a place we could potentially make some friends.” Our parents, Silvia, and Jason had been killed in a car accident six months earlier. As the only children, it meant that Creed and I were the beneficiaries of their wealth. We’d grown up rich. Our father was one of the highest-paid CEOs in Australia and our mother owned her own fashion label. None of that meant anything to Creed and me. 

Although we came from money, we certainly weren’t raised with a silver spoon in our mouths. Instead, we were made to work from the moment that we were old enough. We had to earn our own money, do chores. Our house wasn’t filled with servants or house cleaners. We washed the dishes ourselves. Mum cooked and Dad mowed the lawns. It was how it was. We were vampires and those in our coven thought our parents were mad, to not use the wealth they had.

Dad insisted that his sons understand that arduous work is how you got ahead in life. They were coming home from a party six months ago when they were run off the road by a truck driver who fell asleep at the wheel. Both of our parents were killed instantly. Leaving Creed and me alone. Every room of our house was memories of our parents. Eventually, it just became too painful.

Creed and I packed everything away, gave much of the furniture to coven members, keeping only the mementos of our parents. We sold Mum’s fashion label to her head designer, and we left. Moving to Lalbert was a fresh start. We cut all ties with our coven, left our friends behind, and started afresh.

“What did you find?” Creed asked as I skimmed over my phone.

“It’s a club. Just down the road,” I started to explain.

“Like a nightclub?”

“No. An adult club. It’s called KINK. They run events, lessons, and demonstrations. They have a littles room, a puppy kennel, and even a cattery. They have private rooms to play but also the main club.”

Creed looked over my shoulder as I showed him KINK’s website. “They are supernatural friendly,” he said pointing at the screen.

I nodded my head. “Yeah, I was reading about the owner. He is a bear shifter.”

“What demonstrations are coming up?”

I went to the events page and scrolled through. “They have a masochism demonstration coming up next weekend,” I said as I read the information. “Run by our Dom and Domme Hawke and Freya, join in on watching the more extreme side of sadism and masochism. There will be a chance for you to participate under the guidance of Hawke and Freya.”

“Oh, that sounds like it could be interesting,” Creed said with a grin. I nodded my head. We didn’t share it with anyone, but Creed and I were both masochists. The more pain the better.

We had attempted to go to a club a few times in Melbourne, but either they didn’t go to the extremes that we were looking for, or they were dodgy clubs who didn’t practice safety. Everything I had read about KINK though ticked all the boxes. This was the place that believed in structure and teaching. Which meant the seedy people were less likely to be in attendance.

“Want to put our names down for it?” I asked.

Creed nodded his head. “Yeah, even if we just check it out, it would be good to go.”

I followed the link to the sign-up sheet and signed us both up. A swirl of excitement formed in my belly. Even if the club wasn’t for us as a permanent place, it would be good to just let go for one night and let off some steam. Creed nor I had played since before our parents were killed. Our lives had become so focused on dealing with funerals and legal issues as well as moving that there just hadn’t been the time. This move was supposed to change all of that.

“Alright, come on, let's get this place unpacked so it doesn’t look like a tornado swept through,” Creed said as he slapped my back.

I stood up from the couch and pocketed my phone before opening the first box of flat pack furniture we had bought online.
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Chapter Three
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Miles

Pulling up to the front of the club I was surprised at how flash the building appeared. I didn’t know what I was quite expecting, but I didn’t think it would be a huge glass building that looked like it could hold a lawyer's office. 

“Ready for this?” Corson asked as he climbed off his bike. The vampire was dressed in a black hoodie that was pulled tight over his head with dark glasses on. His mate Larissa stood beside him.

“Are you kidding, Miles is going to fit right in here,” Larissa laughed.

I chuckled. I was more ready than I could let on. Corson smirked. Out of all the Devil’s Corson and Larissa were my two closest friends. They were the ones that knew the most about me and where I’d come from. I didn’t let too many people in, but once I joined, Larissa and Corson sort of just took me under their wing and didn’t give me a chance not to feel their love and acceptance.

I couldn’t say how old they were, being vampires, they lived basically forever and looked a lot younger than the average person. But Larissa never failed to mother everyone that came into the Devil’s compound, whether it was as a Devil’s Advocate or one of the omegas that we saved. 

“Alright kids let's get in there and find out what we will be doing,” Dorian, a fae said, passing us and opening the glass doors.

As soon as I walked in behind Larissa and Corson, I could hear the deep throaty voice, that was basically like the sexiest blues song in my ears. I stepped out from behind Corson and glanced at the reception desk where a vampire sat. She was beautiful. Her dark red hair was pulled back tight into a bun at the top of her head. Her eyes that were blood red glanced around at all the Devil’s standing in the reception area. She wore a tight leather corset, which pressed her breasts high and together. Her milky white skin made me want to touch her. 

The vixen in red looked up at me, and when our eyes connected, I just about fainted with blood loss to my head as my cock filled. Her words faltered slightly, causing Larissa to glance over her shoulder at me. Larissa’s eyes widened before she cleared her throat, drawing the receptionist's attention back to her.

“Sorry, as I was saying, fill these forms in and bring them back to me. You can do it once you’ve met with Newlyn. He is going to give you a tour of the building and a run down of what will be expected,” she said.

“Thank you, Freya,” Larissa said with a purr.

Freya. Damn even her name was fucking sexy. Freya smiled at Larissa and nodded her head. 

“If you follow me, I’ll take you to Newlyn,” she said as she stepped out from behind the large desk. Giving me a look at her whole body. It was even better than I could have ever expected. She wore a pencil skirt that hugged her hips. Glancing down her legs, she had black heels on. Her calves were slim and led down to delicate ankles. Fuck, I’d never thought of ankles as sexy before, but Freya had some fucking hot ankles. 
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