

    
        
          Blood for Hire: Joey and Thaddeus Night Three

        

        
        
          Club V - Vampire human BDSM MM kink club, Volume 3

        

        
        
          D Lamarque

        

        
          Published by Kelpie Heart Studio, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLOOD FOR HIRE: JOEY AND THADDEUS NIGHT THREE

    

    
      First edition. March 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 D Lamarque.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230429708

    

    
    
      Written by D Lamarque.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter one

Chapter two

Chapter three

Chapter four

Chapter five

Also By D Lamarque

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter one 


[image: ]


I got into the club just as the sun went down, a bundle of energy. I’d slept well and eaten and drunk as much water as I could before prepping myself and heading to work. 

Tonight’s outfit was a sheer knit cold shoulder sweater in black and black jeans, since Thaddeus had said he liked me in black, I figured I could give him a treat. 

“Can I have another of those cocktails?” I asked Saul. “Thaddeus said it made me taste extra-delicious.” 

“He said that?” Saul raised an eyebrow as he started to mix. 

“Well, something along those lines.” 

“As long as you have a big drink of water as well,” he said. “Athena said you’re working hard this week, and need extra care.” 

“Fine,” I took the water glass he offered me and downed half of it. “But I’m looking after myself just fine.” 

I wondered, briefly, what it would be like to live with Thaddeus and be his full-time boyfriend. He’d want to feed every day, and I’d love it if he did. I’d be so well looked after though, I just knew he’d spoil me rotten. All the steaks and drinks I could stomach, probably chocolate dipped strawberries and satin sheets as well... he was old-fashioned, after all. 

It was a nice dream.

“What are you smiling about?” Saul slid the drink towards me. “As if I couldn’t guess.” 

“He’s just so hot, okay? He pushes all my buttons,” I said. “Do you know he thanks me for being allowed to drink my blood? I’ve never had a client thank me before.” 

“Here’s Mr Dreamboat now,” Saul said. 

I whipped around, fast enough to spill a little of the cocktail and locked eyes on Thaddeus. 

He was smiling, his eyes raked over my outfit and he nodded approval. 

“Good evening, my darling,” he said. 

“Hi, Thaddeus,” I said, setting my drink down. 

It was such a boring greeting, but I could hardly throw myself at him and beg to be a live-in pet. It wouldn’t be professional. 

He looked wonderful though, a tailored charcoal suit with a crisp white shirt and a blood-red tie. A little on the nose for a vampire, but he carried it off. 

He slipped an arm around my waist and pulled me in for a kiss so intense my knees threatened to give out. 

“How are you? Did you eat?” 

“Yes, Sir,” I rolled my eyes. “You said it and Athena said it, and then she even had a steak donburi meal delivered to my house. I’m well-fed and watered, and I’m ready to play with you.” 

“Good boy.” He let go of me and slipped the collar onto my neck. “I like your outfit.” 

“Picked it out just for you.” Something about him looking at me and having his collar on made me stand up straighter. 

“Good. Now, what are you in the mood for tonight, puppy?” 

His hands on my waist drew me back in again and I slipped an arm over his shoulder, enjoying the casual nature of the contact as I considered. 

“Maybe you could strap me to a cross? Or down on the bed? That might be fun.” 

“Might?” He grinned wickedly. “It will be a lot of fun, pet. Don’t you worry about that.” 

I hummed and kissed him, playing like I didn’t know if I believed him. “If you say so.”

I considered taking him back to the same play room we’d used the previous two nights and had a better idea. 

“You like shibari, right? How about we use a special room?”  
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Thaddeus was intrigued, allowing me to lead him down the hallway of doors and past the usual rooms. “These ones cost a little more, and you have to take off your shoes, is that okay?” 

“Fine.” He had his hands in his pockets, watching me as I tapped my code into the panel by the door and opened the traditional Japanese inn-style room.

It was a beautiful place, tatami mats on the floors, paper paneled screens dividing the room and a huge selection of ropes and straps to play with. The cross in this room was made of large bamboo poles, and the bed was a futon. 

The rooms at Club V were all soundproofed, but this room had extra muffling. There was a water feature on the back wall, so if you were perfectly silent you could hear the water falling over rocks. There were ferns and other greenery built into the back corner as well. The lighting was soft and white, giving everything a bit of a glow. 

On very quiet nights, I’d sometimes let myself in here just to relax. 

I’d never brought a client in here before, they never agreed to the steeper price. Thaddeus didn’t care. Just that simple gesture made me feel more worth it, somehow. 

We removed our shoes and left them in the recessed cubbies for that purpose. I peeled off my socks as well, liking the feeling of the cool tatami under my bare feet.

Thaddeus followed suit. 

I went to the wall that had all the ropes on it. “You can use these to tie me up...” I said, feeling suddenly shy for some reason. Maybe because I’d brought him to my favorite spot? Maybe I was just excited about what was about to happen. 

“Yes, I can.” He ran his hands over the hanks of rope and picked up a rough-looking hemp, in several small coils. 

He looked at the futon. The wall it was positioned against had a series of metal hooks fastened onto it, in case you were missing a headboard. I’d assumed he’d choose the cross and gone ahead and said that, but I’d initially mentioned a bed. Was he considering it now? 

“Why are you still dressed, puppy?” His growl startled me out of my reverie and I hastily pulled my top off. It didn’t seem at all right to just toss clothing wherever in this room, so I folded it and placed it on the shelf near the door. Doing the same with my jeans and underwear, making as neat a pile as I could manage. 

“Now undress me,” he ordered. 

That was a command I was only too happy to obey. I ran my hands up over his chest and grasped his tie, tugging him in for a kiss as I unfastened it. 

He went with it, something I hadn’t at all been sure of. It was a bold, assertive, almost controlling move, maybe he’d punish me for it later? Although I wasn’t at all sure my ass could take any more paddling after the night before. 

He kissed me back, soft and sweet, and I tugged his tie free and then started on unbuttoning his shirt. I took my time, touching him while I was able to. Feeling the hard planes of his chest and abs, the faint scars from who-knows-when, and the coolness of his skin. 

I stepped back to ease his jacket and then his shirt off his shoulders, taking his garments to fold and place beside mine, hanging the jacket on a hook on the wall. 

He was waiting patiently, so I decided I could maybe tease him a little bit. 

I walked back over to him, naked except for the leather collar, and sank to my knees. I leaned in, using my teeth to unbutton his suit pants. I looked up at him through my lashes. He was watching intently, his eyes flashing with desire. A hint of red blood-lust in them, something I’d come to recognize over my time working at Club V. 

I used my hands to finish undoing his pants and pull them down, mouthing over his boxer briefs as I did so. He smelled so good. I closed my eyes and moaned, enjoying this bit of freedom to touch him and worship him. 

His hand found my hair and I moaned as his fingers gently carded through it, just a hint of a tug, nothing too forceful yet. 

“Don’t tease me, pet,” his voice was a low warning. Something that promised punishment if I didn’t obey him. 

I didn’t want punishment, not tonight when I was feeling unexpectedly vulnerable already. I pulled his underwear down, licked a stripe up his cock and sat back on my heels, looking up at him. I felt dangerously affectionate, my heart beating like he was about to tell me he loved me or something like that. 

I tried to ignore the feeling, trying to breathe slower, relax my shoulders, try not to read too much into each gesture. I had no idea what he was thinking, after all, aside from the fact he’d booked me three nights in a row, so he obviously liked something about me. 

Thaddeus gripped my hair with a firmer hand and pulled me to stand up. 
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