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Nobody who saw Matt would suspect what he was packing between his legs. Maybe somebody who has a big dick didn't have a particular look, but if they did, Matt probably wasn't it. He was in shape, but he was mostly a cardio guy and didn't lift a whole lot of weights. He had brown hair that was usually messy and made him look younger than he actually was, which was in his early thirties. Business casual was about as fancy as he ever dressed, but he usually didn't need to. 

Matt's work didn't take place in an office building. Matt's work took place at the Bedlam Lounge, an exotic club where the dancers and the drinks were on the books, and the sex that was arranged behind closed doors was not. 

Matt didn't do that kind of sex work terribly often, but when he did, he was paid well for it, because the women who asked for him knew exactly what they were looking for. Outside of those arrangements, to keep the lights on, Matt tended bar at a few different clubs around the city, but mostly at Bedlam.

As a matter of fact, on this night, he was just finishing up a shift. Only a half hour left before he would punch out, and the tips had been pretty good tonight. Especially for a Thursday. He had seen Marcy floating around, but she hadn't really been paying any attention to him, which was fine. She was the front supervisor, and he owed her a couple of favors thanks to her arranging to get some shifts covered for him. She liked to tease him about it, but eventually she was going to make square on what she was owed, and he just hoped it wouldn't cost him too much.

Bedlam was pretty busy tonight, with the music loud and the lights somehow also loud. Matt was behind the bar, a surprisingly elegant-looking thing of stained oak, though the mirror obstructed by the bottle shelves behind it made it look decidedly less fancy. The bar was toward the front of the club, and the dancers' stages sprawled all around it. Bedlam Lounge was a pretty big place, with six different stages and then a normal dance floor on the opposite side that had another, larger bar behind it. Matt preferred working the front bar, though, where the music wasn't quite as loud and people seemed more free with their tips. Maybe that was because they hadn't given all of their cash to the dancers yet. Usually.

"You sure you don't want to stay any later?" The question, mostly in jest, came from his coworker Claire, who grinned at him as she crushed mint leaves against ice in a glass. She was petite and blonde, her hair behind her in a ponytail. The lean muscles on her arms betrayed the fact that she dominated her kickboxing class three times a week.

"Boy, it's tempting," Matt answered, returning the smile. "You know how I usually come here on my days off, so it makes sense that I would stay here after my shifts, too."

"Yeah, don't be a stranger," Claire said. Matt laughed. Even if he could enjoy a free drink or two, he tried not to spend any more time at his place of work than he had to. He preferred getting paid to be here. Otherwise, there were better places to be.

Nevertheless, as his shift wound down, he looked up to see Marcy approaching the bar from the area over by the third stage. He finished with the bottle he was swapping and wondered what she might want. Marcy usually floated around the whole club, not really needing to supervise the bar area unless there were new hires, so her heading over here right at the end of his shift was probably not a coincidence. She was coming to talk to him, and unless something had changed in this week's schedule, she was coming to talk about what he needed to do for her.

Matt sighed internally and tried not to let his annoyance show on his face. He would have preferred to pick up shifts at a couple other spots that had better-paying customers on the weekends, but if she needed him to work this weekend to make them even, then he would do it just to get it out of the way. He liked Marcy, but not when she had one up on him.

"Hey," she said, coming up to the bar and leaning one elbow on it while getting Matt's attention. "Talk to you real quick after you punch out?"

It wasn't really a question. Matt gave her a nod and told her he'd just be a minute. Marcy waited by the bar, turning her attention back to the club. She was a slim woman, with dark hair she kept cut short, dressed in one of her typical flowing shirts, with sleeves that could almost be described as billowing, like she was a dancer in the Middle East or something. This one was dark purple with rich blue sleeves. It was a strange style, but Matt had to admit that it suited her.

When his shift was officially over, Matt punched out and went over to the far side of the bar, where Marcy was waiting for him.

"Is this about some kind of favor?" Matt asked her. He was still behind the bar, leaning forward against it while Marcy rested her elbows on the front side. They were ten feet from the nearest patrons, who wouldn't be able to overhear them with the music blaring in the background.

"Yes. You're so insightful," Marcy said with a little laugh. "Are you free tomorrow night?"

"I can make myself free," Matt said, wanting some more details so that he could figure out what was going on. "Where do you need me and what's the shift?"

Marcy tilted her head. "It's not a bar shift," she said.

"Okay..." Matt turned up one of his palms. "What is it?"

Marcy gave him a knowing look, then gave the tiniest jerk of her head toward the back of the club, where the secret rooms lay hidden behind the stages.

"Oh." Unconsciously, Matt nibbled at his lower lip. "I haven't taken on clients in a while. Don't you have other guys?"

"Sure, I have other guys," Marcy said offhandedly, "and I can recommend other guys to people if they ask. But the women in question who are looking for a fun night here at Bedlam are some good friends of mine, and specifically, they're interested in you."

Matt noticed the pluralization of the word 'women.' He thought as quick as he could while Marcy was staring him down. He enjoyed the sex, of course, and you would think that getting paid for it would just be a cherry on top, but he'd taken on fewer and fewer backroom clients over the years because he just wasn't finding as much joy in it as he used to.

"Come on," Marcy said in a loud whisper. "Don't let that big dick go to waste."

Matt rolled his eyes, but he cracked a smile. The women that Marcy knew weren't asking for him because of his sparkling personality or the seventeen-dollar shirts that he bought at Cole's. They heard what he was packing between his legs, probably from Marcy, and they had gotten attached to the idea. Meaning that Marcy couldn't exactly just turn them over to another guy to have a session with. Even though Bedlam had an extensive network, and in fact their services extended to many other clubs that they owned— none of them could offer what Matt could offer.

There were more unpleasant things that he could be asked to do. After his short silence, Matt gave Marcy a quick nod. "Okay," he said, "as long as this squares us up. I assume they're good with the rate and everything?"

Marcy nodded, a smile creeping into the corners of her lips.

Matt was a little less excited that her two friends were sure to tell Marcy all about the time they would have with Matt— it was a little weird to know, but it was part of the business.

"All right, so tomorrow night," Matt said, "and then when does the other one want to come in?"

Marcy shook her head. "It's not going to be two sessions. They're both coming in tomorrow night together."

"Both of them?" Matt hesitated. Ge had been offering his services for a little over five years, admittedly dwindling down the last couple years, and he had never had a session with more than one client at the same time before. There had been offers for threesomes with another man, but that wasn't something he was into, so he had always politely declined and recommended someone else. And the concept of two women who were so interested in the idea of a threesome that they were willing to pay for it had not materialized for him.

Well, until now.

"Hello? Matt, you look like I've just given you bad news. I thought this would be the opposite." Marcy stared at him, tapping her fingernails on the bar.

Matt shook his head. "No, no, I'm just wrapping my head around it is all." He cleared his throat. "Yeah, that's fine, I can do both of them. What time tomorrow?"

Marcy smiled at the commitment, and told him to come back tomorrow at ten at night. Their business now taken care of, Marcy turned and departed so that she could go walk the floor and handle the rest of her shift.

Matt came out from behind the bar, his head spinning. He gave a brief wave to Claire before grabbing his jacket and heading out the door into the slightly chill wind of the end of winter. He got in his car around the back of the club and headed home, trying to get his thoughts straight.

The last time he'd had a sex client was a little over three months ago, a gorgeous woman probably about ten years his senior, and she had been very enthusiastic and Matt thought she had had a good time, but he didn't feel like he could draw on that experience to prepare himself for a threesome. This would be different from some casual threesome— not that he'd had one of those, either. He didn't have any issues with his
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