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It had been a couple weeks since his fun night the back of the Bedlam Lounge with Carla and Susie, and after taking some time to give the whole thing some more thought, Matt was sure. He would open up his services again, specifically to pairings of women who were interested in having a three-way session with him.

Matt's services, of course, were secret and very much closed-door dealings, as a male sex worker for the network of clubs throughout the city owned by the Lancer Corporation. And even among that small and select group of hidden employees, he was special and offered something that no one else could. A big dick. Thirteen inches big, and thick enough so that for most women, wrapping one hand around it wasn't possible. He'd been losing his spark for meeting clients in the secret rooms in the back of the Bedlam Lounge over the last couple years, but his first professional threesome, and his first real life opportunity to see two women go at each other and make each other cum had revitalized him. He wanted more of that.

He needed more of it.

So tonight, he decided to bring his intent to Marcy, his direct boss at the Bedlam Lounge both for his more official bartending job as well as the more scandalous dealings in the back rooms. He stepped into the Bedlam Lounge a little after 5 o'clock, about an hour before his bartending shift that night would start. After dealing with a little good-natured ribbing from his coworkers about showing up well ahead of time for once, Matt proceeded through the club to hunt down Marcy.

The lounge wasn't packed at this time of evening. That would come later, of course, but there were still a good deal of patrons milling about, drinking at one of the two bars or patronizing the sexy, flexible dancers on three of the stages who worked the poles. Matt tipped a wink to Esmeralda, who caught him walking by out of the corner of her eye and gave him a little smile. She had been a backroom client of his a couple years back, and he had recommended her for the job at the lounge. As far as gentlemen's clubs went, the lounge was ritzy enough and not a bad gig at all for a dancer.

He found Marcy coming out of the back office hallway, which had been where he was headed next to look for her anyway since he didn't see her out on the floor. She wasn't the type of manager who hid in the back all day, which Matt appreciated, at least when she wasn't bugging him. But ever since he had done her the favor of giving her friends Carla and Susie an evening in the back rooms, she had been more predisposed to be helpful to him. Even though in the end, it was really more like she had done him a favor.

"Hey, Marcy," Matt said to her, really more of a yell over the throb of the music in the background, which was something they were all used to.

Marcy raised an eyebrow at seeing him. Her eyes flicked down to her phone so she could check the time, and she said, "You're here early."

"That's what everybody's been telling me." Matt shrugged. "I wanted to talk to you real quick, can we just step into the back?"

"Yeah, sure." Marcy turned, opening the same door through which she had just emerged and ushering him in.

The door closed behind them, sealing them into the plain and unadorned concrete hallway of the club's office rooms, which was a short L-shaped hall that had five doors spread across its minimal length. The entry door had thick stripping, which helped to block out the noise of the club and made it a lot easier to talk.

"You wanna go into the office?" Marcy asked him, waving her hand a little ways down the hall toward the on-duty manager's door.

"Nah. Just real quick." Matt glanced to the left just to make sure that the door was still closed. Most employees of the club knew about the sex work that happened in the back rooms, but it still never hurt to be careful. "It's about Carla and Susie, sort of."

"Oh," Marcy said. "Nothing wrong, I hope."

"No, nothing like that," Matt said with a quick shake of his head. "I don't know if you know this, but they were my first two-women pair I had back there."

"You hadn't had a threesome with clients before?" Marcy asked, surprised.

Matt nodded. "And to be as candid as I can be, it was a good time. You probably noticed that I'd been taking on fewer and fewer clients over the last couple years. It feels like Carla and Susie gave me some juice." He laughed. "So to speak."

"Well, that's good news," Marcy said, in a tone that indicated she was waiting for him to get to the point.

"Right." He coughed. "So I was wondering if I could take on more clients like that. I've been working the Bedlam for a while and have never been approached for a threesome with two women, but I know that Lancer has a lot of other clubs around the city. Do you think there would be one that's more...predisposed to that kind of hook-up?"

Marcy raised an eyebrow in surprise. "Well, I'm sure my bosses wouldn't complain if you were able to attract more backroom attention to the other clubs. Let me think on it and talk to some people, and I'll see if I can put your name out there and recommend a place."

"That's all I ask." Matt thanked her, and the two of them returned to the floor so that they could each go about their business.

His shift was busy and went by pretty quickly, and by the end of it, he'd almost forgotten that he had asked Marcy to look into this at all. But she caught him on his way out from behind the bar and asked him to walk her to her car, which wasn't unusual when you worked until one in the morning in the city.

Once they were out in the parking lot, Marcy talked to him. "About your request," she said to him, with a teasing little smile. "I talked to a couple other club managers. It looks like Bedlam is hardly the exception when it comes to threesomes. What I mean by that is, they're not very common even in the other clubs unless it's two workers and one client, which is still rare enough. So if you're looking for two women willing to pay for one man, it might be a little harder than you think."

"I didn't think it was going to be easy," Matt said, a little defensively, because he did have his hopes up that they would just come running to him somehow. "I appreciate it, though. Maybe just tell Susie and Carla they can send any of their friends my way."

"I didn't say it was impossible." Marcy stopped, her short heels clicking in the parking lot. "There's a club that caters to women, and has back rooms. Lemon Tree, over on Elm and Fifth."

"Yeah," Matt said, thinking. "I know the one. It's a lesbian club?"

"Not exclusively," Marcy said, "but yes, it's a lesbian club."

"Okay..." Matt didn't see how that was particularly helpful. "Would they really want me there?"

"Not everybody." Marcy smiled. "But like I said, it's not just lesbians that go there. There are women. Bicurious women. Straight women looking for a different scene. From what Jessica told me—the night manager over there—the male sex workers get a decent amount of action. Not very many threesomes, from what I've heard, but...more than zero." Marcy shrugged.

"Wow. Okay." Matt absorbed this information, running it through his head.

"I put your name in with her, and she knows who you are already. Word gets around to the managers and the owners, as you know."

Matt nodded at that. There had been times he provided services and sessions at other clubs, when he'd been asked for. It had just never happened at Lemon Tree, perhaps unsurprisingly.

"Still, you should make an appearance over there, okay?" Marcy gave him a little hit on the shoulder, getting his attention as his mind wandered slightly to people he had fucked at other clubs. "Go meet Jessica, go see some of the clientele. You're more approachable if they can put a face to you, and not just the promise of a dick."

Matt let out a little chuckle. "That's fair. I'll get there as soon as I can. Thanks, again. Really."

Marcy smiled. "I like you, Matt, and I wouldn't do it just for money. But it doesn't hurt that our club gets a cut if you work the back rooms elsewhere, so that makes things a little smoother."

"Oh, my hero," Matt said, putting a hand over his heart and making Marcy give him another smack.
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LEMON TREE DEFINITELY had a different vibe than the Bedlam Lounge, though Matt thought that the outside looked more friendly and inviting. The letters in the sign were big and cartoony, bright yellow and overlapping in some places. The name and design didn't quite give away what kind of place it was, but anyone who went to clubs or worked in the industry knew what the opaque doors and lack of windows on the front meant. He looked over the red brick façade before stepping in through the door.

The club was smaller than Bedlam, but it seemed to stretch back farther, a little narrow at the front and then wider as you continued inside. The first, main room was big and devoted solely to the bar, which was the size of both of Bedlam's two bars combined. The lighting was brighter in this room than Matt expected, showing the woodgrain of the bar over on the left side of the room where it stretched all the way up the wall and then along part of the back wall in an L shape, with a brass rail sliding along the front and giving it a classy look. The stools had red velvet cushioning and no backs, and the women in them—everyone here was a woman except for some of the bartenders and staff—faced every which
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