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Monroe

“You can’t stay here, I’m sorry,” Sharon said. She had a heartbroken look on her face. 

Growing up in the foster system I knew that there was going to come a time when I would have to leave. I couldn’t expect my foster parents to keep me forever. Sharon and her wife Brooke had been the best foster parents I’d had over my fourteen years in the system.

Now though they had to make way for more foster children. Today was my eighteenth birthday. The same day that Sharon and my social worker Michael were telling me I had to move out of Sharon and Brooke’s home.

“I don’t know where I can go,” I said with a sigh. “If you can give me at least a week I should be able to find somewhere.” It was foolish on my part. I should have already thought about this. I should’ve put something in plan, but I hadn’t. I’d stupidly just lived my life, not thinking about what I was going to do in the future.

Growing up in the foster system made it difficult for schooling. There was a period between twelve and sixteen where I was at a different school every month. My education was affected as a result and so my scores weren’t good enough for me to get into university. 

“I’m sorry Monroe, I can’t,” Sharon sighed. “If I had the room I would have you stay for as long as you needed. But we are expecting three more pups this week.”

I sighed and nodded my head. I understood, even though it hurt like hell. “I have a place set up that can help you temporarily. I can assist you in getting work,” Michael said.

I forced a smile to my lips and nodded my head. “Thank you. I’ll grab my things and then we can go.”

“I’m sorry Monroe,” Sharon said with tears in her eyes as I stood from the table.

I faked yet another smile and pulled her into my arms, kissing the top of her head. “It’s alright. Thank you for looking after me for the last two years. I love both you and Brooke.”

Sharon looked up at me. Her eyes glistened with tears. “Don’t you dare be a stranger.”

I chuckled and kissed her cheek again. “I promise not to.” Even as I said it, I knew it was a lie. I had no intention of ever seeing her or Brooke again. Just like I’d never seen any of my previous foster parents. They were just people who became a small part of my life.

Sharon searched my face for a moment before she nodded her head and let me go. I didn’t own a lot. What I did have fit in one duffel bag. The same bag I’d carried with me since the day I was four and first taken away from my biological parents to be placed into the foster system.

I cried all the way to that first foster home and then for days after, even despite the beatings I got for my tears. My parents were horrible people who shouldn’t have had children, but I still loved them. I didn’t understand that the reason we didn’t have food, or electricity was because my mums were too busy strung out on drugs. I didn’t care. I would have starved if it meant Mama Jean and Laura looked my way with a smile.

They tried. Well, at least I liked to believe that they tried. I remember stories, that Mama Jean would make up. Truthfully, they were stories that no child should have heard. But in my toddler mind, she was giving me the world. I would have gone hungry every day if it meant that I could have stayed in their home.

It wasn’t until I was sixteen that I was finally brought to Sharon and Brooke’s house. I’d had some decent foster parents. But I could count them on one hand. Most of my foster parents had either only wanted the government money, hated shifters, or just hated children in general. I’d had times of being beaten, raped, starved, and punished. 

It wasn’t a life I would wish upon anyone. But somehow Sharon and Brooke had made it feel alright. They made me feel like all the hard and horrible shit I’d been through was somehow worth it to have the chance to meet them. From the very beginning, they loved me. Even when I pushed their boundaries. I came to them with a very large chip on my shoulder. The world hated me, and I hated the world. 

But somehow in a short amount of time Sharon and Brooke had managed to carve through the ice wall I’d built up around me and worm their way into my heart. They showed me that I was valued. I was worthy. But now my time with them was over. I was foolish to believe that there was going to be a time that I was allowed to stay somewhere forever.

Sighing in a deep breath I picked up my duffel bag and slung it over my shoulder. Taking one last glance around my bedroom that I’d lived in for the last two years I flipped off the light and walked back out to the kitchen where Michael and Sharon still sat chatting quietly.

Michael looked up at me with a smile. “Got everything?” he asked.

I sunk my teeth into my bottom lip and nodded my head. “Yep.”

“Good. Then we should get going. Asher texted me, he is waiting to meet you.”

I nodded my head, not glancing back. It was too painful to look back. I followed Michael out to the car and to my awaiting future. On the drive to my future, Michael briefly explained that the house he was taking me to was owned by a club owner named Asher Rigby. He owned a club in town and was willing to hire me as a bartender.

I almost laughed when Michael told me. I had no idea how to tend a bar. I’d never worked a day in my life. There’d never been a point in getting work, the minute I got settled I would have to leave to go to a new foster family. Michael assured me that Asher was a good man and that he was patient. 

The Rigby family was a big deal in town. I didn’t know them. I’d never heard of them. But that didn’t mean anything. I didn’t know many people. I made a point to stay under the radar. But now I was about to get to know them. A crash course on being a grown-up. Happy birthday to me.
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Monroe

I was a trembling mess by the time Michael reached the club. My fox was trying to push forward and take over. Something he did in high-stress situations. And why I often found myself on the receiving end of bullying. It didn’t take much for me to be so frightened that I couldn’t hold back a shift. 

Michael tried making small talk and telling me what to expect from Asher, but I didn’t hear most of it. I was on the verge of tears. I was scared. I’d never been the bravest of souls, but now being led into the unknown I was absolutely petrified. 

In the past, if Michael was taking me to a new place, I always knew that I had him to fall back on. If the parents treated me too badly, I would be able to contact Michael and he would find me somewhere else. Now though, I was on my own. I had to try to make it by myself. That thought alone sent terror into my heart.

“We are meeting Asher at his office in the club. There is something you need to know about the club before we arrive,” Michael said.

I looked over at my social worker and waited for him to continue.

Michael took a deep breath. “It is a BDSM club.”

I gasped and my eyes widened. “What the hell?” I squeaked. BDSM. I knew what it was, whips, chains, gags, and spankings. I wasn’t completely out of touch. I’d watched my share of porn. 

I knew that underneath everything I was submissive. Some might have thought that came with being an omega. But it hadn’t anything to do with my biology. Well, it might have. I didn’t really know. But it was just something I liked. I enjoyed watching porn where the Dom or Domme directed the sub. I didn’t like to watch where they were being caused pain. But being told what to do. That turned me on no end. As well as a few other things.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier. If there was any other place, I would have sent you there. But as it stands, there is a shortage of housing and we must take what we can get,” Michael hurriedly explained.

“But a BDSM club?” I questioned. I envisioned being strapped in leather while some man whipped me with a stock whip. I shuddered at the thought. There was no way I was going to survive it.

“It’s a very tasteful club. I know that BDSM sounds scary. But that’s not how Asher runs his club. The people there understand boundaries. No one will cross it. If you don’t want to participate then you have that right to say no.”

I frowned at Michael. “Do you go there?”

Michael’s face suddenly tinted pink, which answered my question. “I am a member, yes. The memberships are very expensive, which makes the club more exclusive. Not just anyone is allowed to join. Asher designed it that way to keep the patrons safer. Ever since the popularity rise in BDSM kink, there have unfortunately been several abusers who use BDSM as an excuse to rob submissive’s of their boundaries. Asher won’t tolerate that.”

My frown deepened as I thought about what Michael was saying. I was glad that there were going to be boundaries. But was I going to be expected to join in? “What does he want me to do?” 

“You will be working behind the bar,” Michael answered.

“So, I don’t have to do,” I swallowed hard. “Stuff?”

Michael shook his head. “No.” Michael pulled the car over to the side of the road and turned in his seat to face me. “Monroe you will never be expected to do anything that you are not comfortable with. If someone puts that pressure on you, I want you to take it to Asher at once. You are to be kept safe there. Asher is a bear shifter and an alpha. He is very protective of his employees. He won’t let anyone lay hands on you that you don’t want to. But I need you to understand there will be things that you see that might make you feel a bit uncomfortable.”

My frown was deep as I listened to Michael. “Like what?”

“Like submissive’s kneeling. Grown adults pretending to be babies or toddlers. Some may be breastfeeding, adults dressed as puppies, and kittens. There is a kink for just about everything you can possibly think of.”

I nodded my head. I was aware of just how deep the kink world went. I’d done quite a deep dive as I tried to discover my own sexuality. Some of the stuff I knew that I was not at all interested in. Others I wouldn’t have minded trying. Not that I had anywhere or anyone to try it with.

“Are you a Dom or a submissive?” I asked.

A small smile formed on Michael’s lips. “I’m a Dom. A Daddy Dom actually.”

I nodded my head. “Do you have a little?”

Michael’s eyes widened slightly at my question before he schooled his face. “I do. Her name is Tabby.”

“Does she go to the club too?”

Michael nodded. “She does. You will see us around. Tabby likes to spend her time in the play room though with the other littles mostly.” I nodded my head and took in everything he was saying. I was still terrified, but I was less scared than when we first started our drive towards the club. “Does that answer all your questions?”

I nodded my head. “For now. I’m sure I’ll have more later, but I’ll find someone to ask.”

Michael smiled and reached over to brush a hand over my head. “You will be fine Monroe. I just know it.”
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The club wasn’t anything like I had expected. In my head, I had this idea that it was going to be some seedy strip joint. I expected half-naked coked-out women hanging off poles while old fat guys sat salivating after them. KINK was not that at all. Instead, as we walked through the main set of glass doors a stylish reception desk sat along one wall. A beautiful woman who I was introduced to as Freya sat behind the desk. Her red hair matched her eyes and from the visible fangs I worked out quickly, she was a vampire.

After talking to Freya, and discovering that Asher, the owner was in his office, Michael led me through large wooden doors into the main room of the club. Michael explained while technically the club was open for business, not many people were around during the day. It was true on that day. The music played low fi jazz through the speakers. The lights were dimmed, but the room was empty apart from a man who sat kicked back in a booth. A woman in a collar and chain kneeled beside his feet. 

I stared at the man as he fished a piece of ice from his drink. He licked it before slipping it down to the woman’s lips. She looked up at him through her eyelashes and opened her mouth obediently. The woman sucked in the piece of ice and licked over the man’s fingers. The whole scene was so erotic that I felt like I was intruding by watching. When the man looked up and caught my eye, his lips tweaked into a small smile. Reaching down he stroked his hand over the hair of the woman at his feet. She glanced up at him with the most intoxicated look on her face. Like she was getting off just on the tiny amount of attention he was showing her.

“This way,” Michael said pulling me from my voyeurism. Subtly I adjusted myself. I couldn’t believe that something so small could be so powerfully hot.

Michael led me along a long hallway. “These are the private rooms. Clients can book them out for scenes,” he explained as we passed several rooms. I glanced at one of the open doors, where it was an empty classroom. “Some people like to be watched so they will leave the door open during a scene. While others keep the doors closed for private sessions.”

I nodded my head becoming more and more intrigued as we walked through the halls. Most of the doors of the private rooms were open and empty. I found myself slightly disappointed that it was the case. I didn’t realize how much of a voyeur I was. But after seeing the people out in the main room I couldn’t help but think how hot it would be to just stand in the dark watching. I shook my head. I needed to get my thoughts under control and off sex. I was about to meet my boss. I couldn’t be thinking about sex. Scrubbing my hand up over my face, I focused on following Michael through the darkened passageway.

Finally, we reached a large glass door that had the word private printed across it. Michael pressed on a button beside the door. The door opened and a huge man with the skin of ebony stepped out. The glare on his face was terrifying. His scent was all alpha and a bear shifter. My fox pushed hard against me as he tried to take over and send me to the back. I just managed to hold onto my control.

“Michael,” the man said, his face morphing into a grin, which completely changed his whole vibe. He quickly shook hands with Michael before looking towards me. “And you must be Monroe. Come on in, Asher is expecting you.”

I gave the man a quick smile and shook his offered hand. “This is Newlyn. He is head of the security team here.”

I looked up at the man who easily stood at six and a half feet tall. Compared to my five foot five he was monstrous. 

“They need security here?” I asked.

“Not all the time. Occasionally though someone will slip through the cracks that doesn’t belong here. I’m just here to make sure everyone stays on board. That all safe words are used, that sort of thing,” Newlyn explained.

I nodded my head. It made the place even more appealing knowing that Asher took the safety of his patrons so seriously. When Newlyn stopped in front of an ornate door, he wrapped his knuckles on it, not waiting for anyone to answer before he swung the door open. I held my breath as I expected the person on the other side to reprimand Newlyn’s intrusion.

“Michael,” the voice said joyfully. Michael stepped in behind Newlyn. I followed close behind. The man that spoke stood from behind a massive oak desk and stepped towards Michael. He was gorgeous. His hair was greying on the sides and his beard had flecks of grey streaked through the dark strands. He oozed Daddy vibes if I ever saw it. “And you must be Monroe,” the man said with a broad smile. He reached out his hand for me to shake. When I placed my hand in his I was surprised at how soft, yet firm they were.

“Hello Sir,” I said quietly, realizing suddenly I had no idea how to greet Asher.

The man shook his head and scoffed. “None of that sir business here. My name is Asher. And it’s lovely to meet you, Monroe. Tell me. Do you know much about the world of kink?”

I frowned and shook my head. “No, sir, I mean Asher,” I stammered. I didn’t know why I was so nervous in Asher’s presence. It was because I thought he was so attractive. It was because he oozed Dom vibes. Or it was that I knew he was about to be my landlord and boss. 

“Alright, Michael, Newlyn, leave us, please. I’d like to have a chat with Monroe,” Asher said. My eyes widened in fear at the thought of Michael leaving. I looked up at him pleadingly. Michael smiled and nodded his head. He squeezed my shoulder.

“You will be fine, Boy. I will be just outside the door,” he said reassuring me. It didn’t help.

Once the two men had left, Asher returned to his seat behind the desk. He waved his hand over at the chairs that sat on the other side of the desk. “Have a seat, Monroe. I’m not here to scare you.”

I bit into my bottom lip and sat nervously down in the seat. Looking down at my hands. I couldn’t bring myself to look up at Asher. 

“Look at me, Boy,” Asher said. Like my head was connected directly to his command I looked up. My cheeks blushed. I was so uncomfortable. I almost wanted to kneel at his feet, like that woman was doing. Asher smiled warmly at me. “You are most definitely submissive. I’m going to make you a promise. You will never ever be expected to do more than you are comfortable with. If you do not want to take part in the club then there is no pressure to do so. If anyone makes you feel uncomfortable then you are to speak to me, or Newlyn and they will be told.”

I nodded my head and let out a shaky breath. His promise filled me with the hope that this could be a good place to work. “I would like that,” I said quietly.

Asher nodded his head and gave me a warm smile. “I know that this is scary. This is your first time on your own, isn’t it?”

I nodded my head. “Yes,” I practically whispered as I felt tears burn in my eyes. 

“Alright. I would like to have you try to work the bar. You won’t be on your own. But I’d like to see you give it a go for a few weeks at the very least. If it becomes too much, then I will pull you from there and find you something that is more background. Now I know that you are an omega. Have you been through a heat yet?”

I nodded my head. “Yes. I started my heats when I was thirteen.”

“Very good. I want you to tell me when you are a week away from the due date of your heats, I will make sure that you have that time off.”

I sighed out another breath of relief. It was well known that when an omega went into heat it would make it near impossible for alphas to resist. At the foster homes, I was lucky enough to either be with human foster families or other omegas that they were able to keep me protected. 

Asher reached into his desk drawer to pull out some paperwork. “Alright, this is all the contracts for your work. These are the keys to the apartment. The apartment isn’t anything special. It has a bed, bathroom, kitchen, and small living space. The apartments are above the club, Michael will show you where they are. No patrons from the club are allowed up there without your permission, so you will be safe.”

I smiled feeling a lot more at ease than when I first came in. I was still terrified, but I was a lot less scared. Asher was above board. I thought it might have been possible to do this. My fox agreed as he relaxed inside me and stopped trying to push forward to make me shift.

“Thank you,” I said with a genuine smile.

Asher looked at me and gave me a warm smile in return. “You’re welcome, Monroe. I promise you will be safe here.”
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Chapter Three
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My head was spinning by the time Michael left in the late afternoon. He wasn’t happy to leave until he was assured that I was going to be alright. The apartment that Asher was letting me rent was far nicer than I could have anticipated. It had everything I could want and then some. Whilst I was meeting with Asher, Michael had organized with Newlyn to get me some groceries. It was enough that I wouldn’t have to worry about food until my first paycheck.

The bed was covered in thick blankets. It hadn’t taken me long to put my clothes away. Just before Michael left, Freya popped her head in with some jeans and t-shirts that were the uniform for me to wear while at work. I wasn’t sure that the jeans were necessarily part of the uniform, but I appreciated them all the same. I didn’t have a lot. In some of the foster homes I’d gone to, I was forced to leave all my belongings behind. Relying on the new foster family to buy me new clothes.

Most of my clothes would come from second-hand stores. I never complained. I was just grateful to have clothes that covered me. The jeans that Freya dropped in were brand new. And far more expensive than anything I’d ever owned before. Even the feel of the denim was more luxurious than anything I owned.

Michael showed me where the communal laundry facilities were. Newlyn and Freya told me that they too lived in the apartments. Everyone I met was welcoming. It helped me to overcome some of the nerves. Everyone seemed to be going out of their way to help me fit in. By the time Michael left, I wasn’t as scared as I had been.

I was by no means brave. My hands still trembled at the thought of having to start work the next day. Asher left me with a schedule. My first two shifts would be during the day, it was to allow me time to get used to the place. I was going to be working with a man named Gunner. He was a gargoyle omega. I hadn’t met him yet. But from what Freya said he was easy to get along with.

The following morning when I woke up with a smile on my face, after having the best night sleep I think I’d ever had, I got out of bed with a bounce in my step. When I looked in the fridge, I saw that Newlyn had brought me bacon. My stomach growled at the thought of devouring some bacon sandwiches.

After I’d finished my fill of bacon sandwiches and showered, I glanced up at the clock. I still had just over an hour before I was expected downstairs for my first shift. I wasn’t sure if it was acceptable for the employees to go down to the club early. Michael showed me that there was an entrance to leave the apartments without having to go through the club. I considered going for a walk before I had to start.

A knock prevented that. When I swung the door open, it was a man I didn’t know. He had short brown hair and dark eyes. “Hi, Monroe?”

I nodded my head and felt a small frown pull on my brow.

“I’m Gunner. I thought I’d come and introduce myself. We will be working together today.”

I smiled and nodded my head. I was relieved that it was Gunner at my door and not some stranger who had found their way into the apartments. “Come in,” I said glad to have the chance to meet Gunner before my shift.

Gunner followed me inside and sunk down on the leather couch. Everything in the apartments was luxurious. There was no expense spared which made me wonder just how much money Asher had.

“So, you got here yesterday?” Gunner asked.

I sat on the other side of the couch and nodded my head. “Yeah. My social worker brought me here.”

“Michael, right?”

I frowned but nodded in agreement. “Yeah, how’d you know?”

Gunner chuckled. “He was my social worker too. Two years ago. I was brought here on my eighteenth birthday after my time in the system was up.”

My eyes widened. “Yeah, me too.”

“Most of us are from the system. Some of us grew up in foster care, some came out of breeding facilities. But we are all a rag-tag bunch that Asher has picked up along the way. It’s good in a sense because we all understand where each other has come from.”

“Yeah, I guess so. I’d never thought of it like that.”

Gunner grinned. “So, what is your story. I can scent that you’re an omega and a shifter. But not what kind.”

“I’m a fennec fox. And yeah, an omega. I don’t have any great stories. I was put in the foster system when I was four. Don’t even know if my biological mothers are still alive or dead. I turned eighteen yesterday and was brought here.”

Gunner’s smile was warm. “Well, now you have a chance to make your own story.”

“Yeah, I guess I do.”
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Coltrane

It felt like it had been months since I’d been to KINK. The club had become my second home to let off steam. There was always a willing sub who wanted to take the edge off as much as I did. It worked well. I got a stress release and filled the need to Dom, while a sub got brought to the highest heights of pleasure.

Asher was one of my closest friends. Bacchus’s brother had been a Daddy Dom for as long as I’d known him. I’d picked him the minute I met him at one of the Shifter Unit barbecues at Bacchus’s house. It was after a late-night drunken conversation that he confessed about his dream to open a BDSM club. I of course encouraged him. It was purely selfish on my part. I wanted somewhere to let off steam.

Months later and the place was up and running. I was one of the first members on the books. Since that humble starting, KINK had exploded. There were so many members that I didn’t even know all their names anymore. The club had been extended to include a play space for littles, dungeons for sadists, medical rooms for those into medical play, and a kennel and cattery for pet play. If you had a need, KINK had something or someone that would help you scratch that itch.

For me. I had a breeding kink. In a time of safe sex and fear of body fluids, it was hard to find others that wanted to play. But KINK took care of that need. There was a small group of us that all shared the same desires. We loved cum play. Sometimes that crossed over to piss play too. I didn’t have anything against it, piss play just wasn’t high on my list of desires. But to see a sub laid out with buckets of cum dripping from their pussy or ass. Now that, that was my jam.

Once a month a group of us got together and booked out one of the rooms. It usually consisted of one sub, who was our dump for the night. They of course had a safe word they could use at any time and all play would cease. The sub would be fucked over and over and covered in cum. It was an intoxicating night. I never liked being the first guy to use the dump. I loved nothing more than sinking my cock into an already used pussy or ass. Feeling the warmth of the cum surrounding my cock as I pushed into the stretched-out pussy or ass.

Yeah, it had been too long. I needed to get laid. It’d been a hellish year. With the work of shutting down Morpheus, and then Ettore escaping, I needed some time to let go and think of nothing but pleasure. There was no group night organized, but that didn’t bother me. I was happy to just find a willing sub and play for a few hours. 

Dressed in a tight pair of black jeans and an opened white button-down shirt, which exposed my chest and let the lights catch on the diamonds in my nipples. I swung the doors open of KINK. “Coltrane,” Freya purred with a wide smile. The vampire Domme was gorgeous. I’d played with her occasionally but the fact that she didn’t have a submissive bone in her body meant we weren’t compatible as partners.

“Freya,” I smiled leaning over the reception desk and pressing a kiss to her cheek.
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