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I slept most of the day, grumbling when my alarm went off at three thirty in the afternoon. I fumbled with my phone and hit the off switch and rubbed both hands over my face. I’d hoped to dream about Thaddeus, but I didn’t think I’d dreamt at all. 

I hauled myself out of bed and opened the blackout curtains, letting in the late afternoon sunshine. 

I paid very little for how nice my little one-bedroom apartment was. The benefit of living in the building Athena owned — she liked to keep us safe, and cheap rent was the reward for us. Well, and the security. I’d heard rumors of people like me being followed home after work, in the bad old days. 

Athena did everything she could to avoid things like that, including paying for drivers to take us to and from work, no matter where we lived.

With the money I made at the club I could afford to live somewhere bigger, but I didn’t need a bigger place. Besides, cutting costs in whatever way I could allowed me to send more money home to my sister, Melody. Ever since her husband had died suddenly of a brain aneurysm she needed all the help she could get. I thought of her home in small-town Nebraska, and missed her. 

I picked up my phone to text her, just to check in. She was older than me, but I worried about her... she probably worried about me too. She knew I worked at a nightclub, but she’d never asked and I’d never told her what exactly I did at the club. She also had no idea that vampires were even real. 

Unbidden, I thought of Thaddeus and shivered. My neck throbbed where he’d bitten me last night, and I smiled, biting my lip. 

What’s up, big sis? How are the demon niblings?

She replied quickly with a photo of my niece and nephew, both of them with aprons tied on and paintbrushes in their hands, making a mess of two big canvases. There was far too much paint on the canvases and the kids.

I wished I could visit more, but life was what it was. 

The phone buzzed again with a message. 

Adorable as always. 

Tell them Uncle Joey loves them 

I will. G2G the paint has found the wall 

I chuckled, sent back a kissy face emoji and got up to start my day. 

I had long ago adjusted to eating breakfast at four in the afternoon, and now it just felt normal. I made myself a generous helping of scrambled eggs and tossed in a bag of spinach. Iron and protein — with a side of a protein shake and water. Lots of fluids, all the right stuff to stay healthy while feeding my blood to vampires in the night. 

Dancing along to the radio, I wondered if Thaddeus liked music... and if so, what kind of music? He probably only listened to classical or something. 

I shook my head and sat down in front of the TV with my breakfast. Children’s programming was on. It would help me not think about Thaddeus. 

I was hardly thinking of him at all. I was definitely not remembering the strength of his grip, or how I thought I’d seen faint fingerprint-shaped bruises on my hips when I pulled on my pants that morning. 

I was thinking at all about the intensity of his gaze, that was for sure. 

Or remembering the way his voice dropped, and he softly said ‘Joey, my darling’. 

Okay. So... I was totally screwed. Already whipped and daydreaming about a man I’d met once. 

He’d said he’d come back, but would he really? Did he just say that? 

I shook my head at myself, I was being completely ridiculous. 

I had to distract myself. Remind myself that even if I never saw Thaddeus again, I’d had a wonderful night. 

I did my dishes, took a long shower and dressed in a black silk shirt and tight pants. I fixed my hair in the mirror and nodded. I was ready to head to Club V.
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Wednesday nights at the club were live music nights, so it’d be busier than Tuesday. 

Athena had booked a band that did retro-styled covers of modern pop songs. The vampires all loved to hear old-timey music, it made them feel all nostalgic. 

I arrived just as Rocky was letting in the first guests. 

“Hey Rocky, how’s it hanging?” 

“Pretty good,” he held the front door open for me. “Have a nice night.” 

Inside, Athena was chatting to Tilly at reception. She beckoned me over, smiling slyly. 

“Joey, darling, how did your big six-hour session go?” 

“Divine,” I said, then blushed, it sounded way too enthusiastic for a client. “He was a real gentleman.” 

“I should hope he was.” Athena picked a piece of fluff off the shoulder of my shirt. “I’ve known Thad for a hundred years at least.” 

I forgot how to breathe. “You know him? He’s a friend?” 

“Wasn’t about to let you take a long session with just any old new client, I do keep an eye on those room bookings you know.” 

I nodded. “Right, of course you do. But... you know him?” 

“He’s an old friend, yes. He used to drop by the club all the time when he lived locally. Last night was the first time I’d seen him since... oh, the nineteen seventies?” 

I opened my mouth, ready to ask all about him, when a loud group of young vampires came in. They were all wearing Vegas hats, like they’d been on a road trip or something. 

Athena winked at me and turned to greet them. I skedaddled to the main bar area. 

Saul was on again. He waved me over and handed me a cocktail. “See what you think of this? It’s a new recipe for me.” 

I sipped the drink, it was a delicious balance of dry and fruity. I nodded. “Delicious.” 

“Good.” He grinned. “How’re you? Big night last night, wasn’t it?” 

“Uh huh, he was great.” I turned to scan the room, sure I’d have noticed if Thaddeus was already there but double-checking all the same. I felt antsy. I sat down on a bar stool but then got straight up again. 

Saul raised his eyebrows at me. “You okay?” 

“He said he’d come back tonight.” I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. Then I realized I was moving about so much I risked sweating into my silk shirt. I sat down again. 

“Relax, Joey, he’ll come or he won’t, you worrying about it won’t change anything.” 

I licked my lips. He was right. 

Besides, if Thaddeus didn’t turn up, I might need to consider looking for another client for the evening. I hated that idea. I wanted Thaddeus. 

Time stretched on. I finished Saul’s new cocktail and switched to ginger ale. I never had more than one drink when I was working. I kept checking the door, hoping to see him striding through, only to be disappointed each time. 

The band started their first set.

Saul shooed me away from the bar. “Go sit on display, Joey. Your nervous energy is scaring the customers.” 

I sighed, rolled my eyes and approached the mezzanine that housed special armchairs for the other workers like me. A few were up there already; I could at least have someone to chat to. 

I had my foot on the lowest step when I heard a deep, familiar voice directly behind me.

“Where do you think you’re going, Joey?” 

My heart thudded and I turned around, not breathing, hoping that — yes, Thaddeus stood there. He had a more modern look on tonight, a red velvet bomber jacket with black sleeves, a black T-shirt and jeans. His hair was tied back in a low ponytail, and he looked devilishly handsome. Like the lead singer of a dangerous rock band.  

I felt his eyes rake over my neck. I never did too many of the shirt buttons up because I liked how long it made my throat look. 

“Thought maybe you weren’t coming,” I said, trying to sound dry and aloof. 

“I had some business to take care of, darling,” Thaddeus took my hand, raised it to his mouth and kissed the back of it. “Did you miss me?” 

Yes, I wanted to say but I kept myself somewhat professional. “Maybe.” 

“Good.” He smirked and pulled something out of his jacket pocket. “Are
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