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Burlesque Night at Club K was always a huge affair. Anyone who worked for the club could get a spot on the performance list. Over the months I’d been working there I’d seen strip teases, rope dances, drag kings and drag queens, soulful spotlight singers and athletic pole dancers. I sometimes performed, I knew a few moves, what some of the others called ‘boylesque’.

In preparation to blow Thaddeus’s socks off, I’d dressed in tight shorts with a simple leather chest harness that looped my shoulders, cut across my chest and had two straps running down to hook to my shorts like suspenders. On my legs I wore fishnets, and ankle boots with a bit of a heel to them, that made my legs look ten times as long. 

I did my makeup, focusing on a classic smokey eye and a little blush to lean into the Vaudeville era. 

In terms of preparation, I used a lot of lube and one of my smaller toys to tease myself open, then inserted one of my more comfortable butt plugs. I wanted to be ready for him, and although performing with the plug in would be uncomfortable, I wanted badly to surprise him. I didn’t make myself orgasm, I wanted to save that for him, too. 

Finally, I secured the collar he’d given me around my neck. I left the leash off, not wanting to give any clients but Thaddeus any ideas. As the club opened, I waited near the door, watching for him. He had said he’d return, and I mentioned to Athena that if he did, I would agree to whatever he wanted to book. 

Some of the club regulars came in, I nodded to Gage and Brand, a very cute vampire/human couple who had done something some time ago to earn lifelong Gold membership. 

I was getting impatient, ready to see Thaddeus, longing to, really. And not just because we had a blood bond now, although that was a part of it. I could practically feel my blood singing out to him. A frisson went up my back as I realized I could sense he was getting closer. Athena pressed a small bottle of water into my hand and I downed it in one gulp, feeling butterflies in my belly as the feeling of closeness got stronger and stronger. I was practically giddy with the desire to see him. 

Thaddeus walked in shortly afterwards. I went to stand by Athena as he booked me for the night. 

“Be careful, you two,” Athena said, smiling indulgently. “Has a blood bond kicked in?” 

I nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.” 

“We’re both enjoying it,” Thaddeus added. 

“All right. Joey, you’re up soon on stage, after Nefertiti.” 

“On stage?” Thaddeus took my arm, and we walked into the club like boyfriends, I dug the leash out of my pocket and handed it to him. 

“Mmhm.” I’d put a reserved sign on a table just for him, right up the front. I led him there, smiling. “It’s burlesque night. I thought I’d show you my moves.”

He sat at the table, which seemed extra tiny compared to his generously wide shoulders. “Do you want a drink? I’ll be on stage soon, but I should have time for that.” 

Thaddeus, bemused, nodded. “Red wine, thank you.” 

I kissed his cheek, quite enjoying getting to play waiter for him, looking after him just a little bit. It didn’t take long to get a house red and return to Thaddeus with it. I was bending to set it on the table when he hooked a finger through the D ring on my collar. 

I swallowed, instantly hot, and he tugged me in to kiss me, so softly, so intimately, I nearly climbed into his lap right then. 

But I had a whole plan, and the emcee had just announced Nefertiti’s act, which meant I was up next. I kissed him back then gently tugged away. 

“I hope you’re ready for a show.” 

“I can’t wait.” Thaddeus’s hand moved to squeeze my ass and I licked my lips. I liked how large his hand felt on me, the promise in the force of the grip. I also liked the faint touch of lust I could sense from him. He’d be able to feel my excitement I’m sure. 

I walked away, swaying my hips, and ducked backstage. 

Nefertiti (real name Ganna), was doing a truly gorgeous chair dance, slowly shedding clothes as she teased the crowd. The audience was filling out — Burlesque night was always a crowd-pleaser — and she was being offered singles along with the whoops and cheers the audience gave her. 

I limbered up, gently stretching my hamstrings  — gentle to not dislodge the plug — and going over my choreo in the back of my head. As Ganna’s song wound up, I opened the large case that held my fans and took them out. 

Ganna stalked off stage, one of the Club crew picked up her discarded clothing, and her singles off the stage to give to her later. I nodded my head to her, grinning. “Gorgeous, as ever.” 

“Thanks, darling,” she slipped on a silk robe and fluffed out her hair. “Now to see who has offered the most for some time with me. Have fun out there, Joey.” 

“I will, have a great night.” 

The emcee led another round of applause for ‘Nefertiti’ and then announced me, using my real name since I’d never bothered to come up with a stage name. 

The emcee walked to the other side of the stage and the lights dimmed. I strutted on stage and took up my position. 
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Dancing always brought me a sense of peace, and even though I was prepped and looking forward to a session with Thaddeus, it worked tonight as well. 

I’d trained with a professional to know how to use the fans, and I moved with confidence. Peeking out from behind the feathers here and there but hiding my body for the most par. I’d expose a leg, then an arm  but the dance was always, always teasing. Every time I showed my face from behind the fan I zeroed in on Thaddeus, who was always laser-focused on me. 

My heart rate increased from the physical movement but also from the intensity of his stare. He was getting aroused, I could feel traces of it through the bond. Faint, but definitely there. I was getting aroused as well, knowing I was teasing the Hell out of him and would likely pay for it. 

My dance was seductive — the typical ‘a little at a time’ fan dance, that was built on the idea of the tease. I loved to dance, so as the music went on, I relaxed into the movements, giving a bit more to my shimmies and body rolls. I moved up the stage, getting closer to the audience, graciously accepting a few singles, incorporating it into the dance. 

I put my all into it, and when the music finished, I held the fans to one side and bowed, soaking in the admiration of the audience in general, but specifically Thaddeus. 

I strode off the stage and returned the fans to their case, careful to lock it and set it out of the way. I listened as the applause came up again for me, and then the next act was announced. I was buzzing. I could feel Thaddeus’s arousal, and I knew he’d be able to feel some of my performance high from the simple act of performing. I licked my lips, excited for what was going to follow.

I stepped out from the black velvet curtain into a large, muscular chest. One that smelt incredibly familiar. 

A leash snapped into place on my collar. 

“How did you —”

I didn’t have a chance to complete my question, Thaddeus had yanked me against him. His mouth found mine, possessive, dominating and almost animal in his ferocity. He shoved my back against the nearest wall, his hands roaming up my sides, over my arms, squeezing me, awakening every nerve. 

I moaned, panting still from the dance but also from the heat of his attention. 

I could feel his desire, hot as fire and just as intense. I basked in it, soaking it up and loving every second. He wanted me as much as I wanted him, perhaps even more going by the intensity. 

I couldn’t feel any nuance to his emotion, just pure need. He growled, practically mauling me with his hands, touching, possessive.

I responded by going still and raising my hands, allowing him full access to me. 

He grunted and pulled back. 

“Room. Now.” 

Before I could move, he lifted me bodily and slung me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. 

“Well, okay then.”

The impact slightly winded me, but I had to say it didn’t bother me, in fact I’d always nurtured a teeny-tiny ‘rescued by a fireman’ fantasy. It was really rather enjoyable to be hauled off.

He strode across the club floor with me. The audience, naturally, paid more attention to the current act on stage, but I did hear a couple of hoots as I was carried away. 

I could have raised my head, given a wave, but I was too busy staring at Thaddeus’s ass in his perfectly tailored suit pants. Well, that and the strength of his need now that we were touching was having the same effect as a few glasses of beer.

My head was swamped with it and my body responded, feeling ramped up, every place my body was touching his felt like fire, and my hardness was pressing against his chest. He had to be feeling that. 

The desire thrumming from Thaddeus was more... primal than anything I’d felt before. 

Not just desire, but Need with a capital n. 
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