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			A Peach to Devour

			A woman is hired by two married men to keep them company on their anniversary.

			Content Notes

			trans m/cis m/cis f, D/s dynamics, age gap, sex worker/clients, threesome, nipple play, oral sex, face fucking, strap-on, anal, double penetration, dirty talk, praise kink

		

	
		
			A Peach to Devour

			Club Chaos used to be one of those places where you could score drugs in the bathroom from some guy wearing angel wings and Doc Martens. Then, for whatever reason, someone bought it and promptly renovated it into a high-end adult destination that requires an exclusive membership to enter.

			Or, if you’re lucky, you’ll be invited by two of the club’s most prominent members, granting you a temporary pass inside.

			I haven’t been to Chaos since the renovation, but it wasn’t exactly a frequent haunt beforehand. The exterior of the building is unrecognizable, the crumbling brick repaired and painted over smoothly. A mural circles the building, two red snakes braided against a black background, reminding me of a detailed back piece. Teardrop lamps dangle from an industrial metal awning that marks the front entrance, with two bouncers and a valet standing watch out front.

			I’m accustomed to clients who choose white tablecloth restaurants for our first meeting, but the stark difference of locale isn’t the least bit intimidating. I’d accepted the job knowing what would be involved and where it would take place, with all assurances that safety would be the foremost concern.

			The bouncer closer to the door waves me forward as I approach, the click of my heels against the sidewalk a pleasant reminder of how much effort I put into looking nice. I reach into my clutch for my phone, unlocking it and searching for the QR code I was forwarded as the bouncer eyes me.

			“I’m expected,” I say, smiling sweetly as I present my phone.

			The bouncer grunts, holding up his own phone to scan the code. “First time?” At my nod, he flips his phone around and says, “Need your fingerprint.”

			I press my index finger to the screen each time it prompts me, until it gives me a CONFIRMED message and the bouncer tucks his phone in his pocket. He opens the door and waves me through.

			Before I step into the dark club and succumb to its pulsing bass, I glance up and spot security cameras dotting the edge of the roof. And just because I can’t help myself, I face the closest one and blow it a kiss, just in case my clients are watching. If they’re not, hopefully I just made some tired security guard’s week.

			Club Chaos’s main interior is unremarkable in terms of nightclubs, but it’s evident some serious dime was dropped to make it look better than it used to. A spectrum of string lights criss-cross the ceiling like neon fishnets, and surrounding the sparse dance floor are high-back booths, most of which are empty and dark. I’d been told it would be a slow night, the sort where people come more for a fancy cocktail and privacy over being seen. At least the DJ looks like he’s enjoying himself in his half-hidden alcove.

			My instructions are to head to the second floor, the stairwell guarded by another set of bouncers. One of them gestures to the fingerprint scanner on the wall, which accepts my touch instantly. The club bass dampens as I ascend to the carpeted second floor landing, which expands into a forked corridor. From there, all I have is a room number—230.

			I brush off the temptation to remove my heels for the walk, if only because I tell myself it can’t be that far. But following the number plaques posted outside each room feels like it leads me around the entire damn building in a maze. 

			I pass frames bordered in neon strip lights, large black and white portraits of models in various rope work and leather restraints. Each one seems to sear itself into my brain, and the fact that none of them repeat at least tells me I’m not going in circles. 

			By number 216, the rooms begin to space out; eventually there’s no question that the double doors at the end of the hall are my intended destination. If this were a hotel, I’d take it to be the honeymoon suite.

			The ringer has a camera built in, but I press the button anyway. I don’t expect a voice to actually respond, though.

			“It’s open.”

			At those three, raspy syllables, followed by the sharp click of the door unlocking, my coat suddenly feels tight and stifling. As I push down on the handle of the right door, I hope it’s too dark for the camera to pick up the blush that’s most certainly showing on my face.

			The light hardly shifts as I step inside the suite; it’s just as dark, but now the light is soft white instead of neon. The foyer decor both matches the club and is distinctly unique. I shrug out of my coat, hanging it along with my clutch on one of four hooks designed to look like giant bolts screwed into the wall. The rest of my outfit is what they’ll want to see, anyway—the frilly cream blouse with black accents, black pencil shirt, black pumps. I’d been tempted to pick up a pair of reading glasses just to complete the slutty secretary look.

			Caged industrial bulbs hang from the ceiling, no brighter than candles as I follow them from the foyer to a parlor. There, I find my clients waiting for me.

			Barrett Gardner, forty-seven, Senior Vice President and CEO of Astral Corp; his business partner and husband, Ethan Stanton, thirty-six, Chief Science Officer of Astral Corp.

			Not even a full week before they reached out to me, I’d coincidentally seen them on the front of a business magazine, the cover copy stopping me in my tracks: Business partners. Co-entrepreneurs. Husbands. The profile in the magazine had called them “the queer power couple of big tech.”

			They sit casually in cushioned arm chairs, both dressed as though they just came from a fundraiser auction. Barrett is missing his signature cowboy hat, always worn for public appearances and board meetings to cement his Texas roots, but otherwise he looks exactly as he does in press photos. Stocky but graceful, like a panther with a salt-and-pepper coat.

			Ethan is almost willowy by comparison, but his suit jacket clings to the muscles in his upper arms. Normally pictured wearing thick black frames, he must have switched to contacts for the occasion. Without glasses, his cheekbones are more prominent, his brow sharper.

			Barrett speaks first after clearing his throat, his voice the same baritone that I’d heard through the doorbell speaker. “It’s nice to finally meet you in person, Gwen,” he says, gesturing to the empty sofa across from them. “Please. Have a seat.”
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