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	I looked at the artwork on the walls of the reception room while I waited for the hostess of the Gentian Club to finish talking to the shifter in front of me. The shifter was in human form, so I guess he could have actually been a human, but this was Little Tartarus, and humans didn’t spend a lot of time in this part of the city. 

	But the art on the walls: I knew fine art featured tasteful nudes quite frequently. I just wasn’t sure these nudes were…tasteful. The oil painting of an ogress reclining in a field of yellow flowers, for example. Her legs were splayed, and her vulva painted in exquisite detail. It made my pants feel too tight. 

	I caught a glimpse of myself in a framed mirror on one wall: neatly trimmed beard, tweed suit, tusks white and polished. I'm half ogre and half orc, and it shows. I've got the build of my ogre father—brawny and round-bellied, bulky with both muscle and fat, hovering just over eight feet tall—and the coloring of my orc mother—skin the color of jade, hair a green so dark it could be mistaken for black. I spent most of my childhood with my mother in an orc neighborhood, and my mannerisms reflect that. My ogre cousins think I'm a pushover, but I think I'm simply mild-mannered. They call me pretentious, but there’s nothing wrong with spending an evening reading a book on history instead of attending a wrestling match.

	“May I help you?”

	I turned to the hostess, a she-dragon. The shifter had disappeared through a door to the right.

	“Yes, I’d like to eat at the Garden Room,” I said.

	“Of course. May I see your ID?” 

	This was an odd request for a restaurant. Maybe only those of drinking age were allowed in? After checking my ID, she tapped a few keys on her computer. “Let me show you to your table.”

	I’m a food critic for the Little Tartarus Herald, the pre-eminent newspaper for this part of the city. Someone had told me the Garden Room at the Gentian Club had amazing food and I had to try it. I had never heard of the Garden Room or the Gentian Club. I assumed it was a dance club, made a cigar club. 

	When I followed the dragon through the door, I immediately realized my mistake. 

	It was a strip club. 

	A gobliness in nothing but her birthday suit spun around a pole on a stage. On a second stage, a she-wolf was turning her transformation from wolf to human into a burlesque dance.

	I faltered a step, then continued following the hostess to a table. After she had left, depositing a menu in front of me, I took another look around the room. The walls were painted in a maximalist floral pattern of blue and lavender. There was a bar opposite the stages, with blue and green lights illuminating the bottles of liquor. I was at one of the tables on the bar side of the room. The tables transitioned into sofas and armchairs where people lounged and watched the nude females. 

	I glanced at the werewolf, currently strutting around the stage as a human with wolf ears and a tail, the nipples of her small breasts peaked. She playfully swatted the males nearest the stage with her tail.

	I cleared my throat and looked at the menu. When a server came (I determinedly made eye contact, not allowing my gaze to drift to the orc’s scanty bikini), I ordered their signature cocktail and the day’s special. The cocktail came, and I typed into the notes app on my phone:
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