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		“The Come Bet”

		

	
		

		“Can I buy you a drink?”

		

		It was a question Denise was frequently asked, followed by that same stupid and arrogant grin the man displayed.

		

		“From the waitress who brings complimentary alcohol in order to keep gamblers’ heads fuzzy, thereby generating a larger revenue stream for the casino?”

		

		The sweetness of her smile collided with the venom of her words, rendering him confused.

		

		He half-chuckled while his buddies laughed at his rejection.

		

		“Uh, yeah?”

		

		“Already got one, thanks,” she raised her drink in emphasis.

		

		His buddies laughed some more, which prodded him to continue.

		

		“You’re almost out. Offer still stands.” He flashed his sure-fire, home-run smile as he raised his glass in a mock peace offering.

		

		“But I’m not quite out yet. Rest assured, hubby, that when I am in need of quenching a future thirst, I’ll take care of it on my own.”

		

		“Ooooh,” his buddies sang.

		

		The man hastily moved his left hand under the table, as if doing so could make her un-see his wedding ring. Redness crashed into his face, and he downed the rest of his drink.

		

		“Another scotch and soda for me, darlin’,” he said to the waitress, slamming his empty glass on her tray.

		

		In an attempt to save face with his buddies, he turned to Denise and asked, “So, you one of them feminist bitches, then?”

		

		Denise wasn’t offended: The man was predictable. Plus, she knew she wouldn’t be required to respond.

		

		Almost immediately, his buddies let out a collective “whoa” and tried to calm him down with pats on his back and murmurings of, “Settle down, Roger.”

		

		At the same time, the pit boss drowned out their whispers. “Hey! I don’t tolerate that kinda talk at my table, y’hear?”

		

		“Thanks, Randy, but I’m okay. Denise smiled at the pit boss, who nodded while continuing to glare at the guy. “Besides, he’s entitled to his pencil-dicked opinions since he got his poor wittle feewings hurt.”

		

		The guy’s friends tried to hide their snickering.

		

		“Where are the dice, Randy? I’m here to play some craps!” Denise redirected the action.

		

		“Get the dice out,” Randy told his stickman.

		

		* * * *

		

		Denise Tracewell loved to vacation in Vegas but was there for a business conference. Her game of choice was craps, and her choice of casinos was Harrah’s.

		

		She’d known Randy since he first began as a dealer, when she noticed his payouts weren’t correct as a stickman. Instead of ratting him out to the pit boss, she approached him as he went on break.

		

		Knowing the policy against fraternizing with guests, Denise told Randy to meet her in the Margaritaville Casino, which people used as a pass-through to the larger casinos.

		

		“When you’re on stick, you’re forgetting to subtract the original bet from your payout,” she explained. “I mean, it’s good for me but you’re new, and your films will be watched. You’ve got a nice way about you, and I like you, so I don’t want to see you get fired.”

		

		Randy considered her assertion. “No, that’s not right because you bet a dollar on the hardways, and a hard ten came up. The odds are eight to one, and I flipped you a ten and asked for two back.”

		

		“That’s a very good memory, Randy. Accurate, too; as far as the memory goes. But what’d you do with my original bet?”

		

		Randy’s eyes widened as his eyebrows raised. “I left it on the table.”

		

		“As you’re supposed to do--”

		

		“But it’s also why I’m supposed to subtract the bet from the payout! It makes sense now.”

		

		“They’ll let it slide ‘cause you’re new.”

		

		“Thanks, Ms.?”

		

		“Denise.”

		

		“Thanks, Denise. I won’t forget this.”

		

		From then on, she always sought his table. They managed to keep their friendship from management. Even when Randy was promoted to pit boss.

		

		Any female with a knowledge of craps was a novelty. Add in long, dark hair with a face and body that men wanted to fuck, and the explosion was a colorful burst of fireworks! Randy always protected her from drunken advances, though she could handle her own.

		

		While Denise never spoke of her conquests, he knew she was a player. Even though he couldn’t quite figure out her game plan, the side show was always entertaining.

		

		* * * *

		

		The snickering of his buddies incensed Roger. He turned his head slightly to the left while he leered at Denise to his right. “You think tha’s funny?! With her potty mouth and insults? She’s the one askin’ for guys like me to buy her drinks, dressed like that!”

		

		He took a step toward her, and Randy bristled. Denise held up her hand, though, to let him know she’d handle it.

		

		“Yess, when I got dressed before coming here, I thought, hmm, which outfit will best attract a come-on by an out-of-shape, middle-aged, married douchebag who thinks ‘What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’ gives him carte blanche to cheat on his wife with any little nugget he fancies?”

		

		Randy chuckled to himself and made eye contact assurance with his crew. This wasn’t Denise’s first rodeo, and it would be a quick demise for the poor bull.

		

		The guy took another step toward Denise, who was at the end of the table. The gaggle of buddies moved with him in an attempt to prevent him but only served to fuel his fire.

		

		One guy, however, stepped in between them with his back to Denise and his arms up to Roger. “Hey, Roger, take it easy. Just walk away from this one, okay?”

		

		“You heard what she just said--”

		

		“Doesn’t matter--”

		

		“--she’s askin’ t’be put in her place, Blake.”

		

		“No, she’s not.”

		

		“Then wha’s she askin’, huh?”

		

		“To be left alone, Roger.”

		

		“Y’want me t’walk away when that whore displaced my name ‘n th’other stuff? Nah. I know women, Blake. And I know y’ain’t had one in a while, but I got this bitch. Step outta my way.”

		

		The man tried to push Blake.

		

		“You’ve had a few too many.” Blake grabbed his arm and held it.

		

		“Tha’s got nothin’ t’do with it.”

		

		“It does.”

		

		“Gimme one good reason why I shud listen t’you.”

		

		“I’ll give you three: Mary, your son and your daughter.”

		

		The two men had a staring contest until Roger nodded and took a step back, and Blake released his arm.

		

		“I doubt you will, but you should apologize to the lady, Roger.”

		

		“The fuck I shud! And tha’s no lady!”

		

		The gaggle suggested another casino.

		

		“I ain’t goin’ t’nother casino. We’re stayin’ here. She dossn’t like it, she can leave!”

		

		Roger did, however, move to the opposite side of the gaggle, away from Denise.

		

		Blake remained in place as a bookend closest to Denise, at whom he shrugged. “I’m sorry.”

		

		“It’s not your apology to provide,” she replied.

		

		“I know, but it’s all you’re gonna get, I’m afraid.”

		

		“I’ll accept your sentiment but I won’t allow you to speak for him.”

		

		She turned to Randy. “I think we’re done with these playground antics. I’d like to see the shooter hit his point!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. Send out the dice. Point’s six.”

		

		Denise placed her forearms on the railing’s leather cushion, and watched the shooter across the table, thereby dismissing Roger and his gaggle, including Blake. Her boobs nestled in her arms and provided a target of sorts. “C’mon, shooter. Gimme a hard six!”

		

		Following their script, Randy walked next to Denise to whisper, “You know, he’s got a point about your outfit, right?”

		

		He spoke quietly; the intent not to be heard but to give the appearance that they were engaged in an intimate and humorous inside joke, which also served to convey that Denise was supported by the casino.

		

		Denise laughed on cue. “Really? This old thing?”

		

		“This old thing” was skin-tight black jeans, a white button-down blouse which revealed a blue bra trying to restrain D-cups, and five-inch, black leather hooker boots.

		

		Sucking loudly on her ice cubes, she signaled she’d reached the end of her drink.

		

		Blake turned toward the noise and smiled. Denise regarded him with a raised eyebrow.

		

		He blushed and looked away. When he glanced back, she was still staring at him, which made him blush even deeper, and he felt pressured to speak.

		

		“I, uh--you--with what he--s-sorry. I’m sorry, but I can’t help noticing you have reached the end of your drink. And with the waitress just leaving with drink orders, she won’t be back for a while. I was about to head to the bar. Without trying to--I mean, I’m not--if you’d like a refill, I’d be happy to get you one.”

		

		Knowing where the exchange was heading, Randy had discreetly signaled another waitress, who appeared just as Blake had finished speaking.

		

		“Speak of the devil,” Denise said. “I’ll have another, please,” she told the waitress.

		

		“Yes, of course. What’re you drinkin’, honey?”

		

		“Rum and Coke,” she answered but kept her eyes on Blake.

		

		“Comin’ right up!”

		

		Randy coughed and stared pointedly at the waitress, who nodded and turned to leave.

		

		“Excuse me, miss, but I think you have another customer,” Denise nodded to Blake.

		

		“Oh, I’m so sorry, sugar!”

		

		After she left with all the orders, Blake addressed Denise again. “Well, I guess you can handle your… quenches, was it?”

		

		Denise grinned. “That, it was; quenches, indeed.”

		

		“You here with your husband?”

		

		“Seven out!”

		

		“Shit. Look, if you wanna chat, start playing. I don’t talk to anyone at the table who’s not playing. Bad karma.”

		

		“Oh, well, I was just--”

		

		“Put up or shut up, Blake.”

		

		“New shooter! Come out roll, seven, eleven, craps!”

		

		“Dollar yo,” she tossed a chip to the stickman.

		

		“Dollar yo, bet. Five, no-field five. Mark the point; five.”

		

		Blake watched as she tossed chips onto the felt and said, “Forty-four inside,” to the new dealer.

		

		“I--I’m afraid to admit that this isn’t my game. I’m more of a poker player, actually--”

		

		“Dice are out.” She held up her hand for him to stop speaking.

		

		“Six, soft. You want your hard six back, miss?”

		

		“Yes, thanks,” she tossed more chips, “four for me and one for you guys.”

		

		“Two-way hard six from the lady at the top of the key,” the stickman tapped the stick on the felt in front of Denise. The others thanked her.

		

		“I can’t keep up with you,” Blake admitted, smiling.

		

		“Toss a C-note on the table, Blake, and I’ll make sure you don’t fall too far behind.”

		

		She stared at him in silent warning that that was the last thing she’d say if he didn’t comply. Then she turned her attention to the action on the table.

		

		* * * *

		

		The gaggle had actually dragged Blake to Vegas to help him get over his ex-wife. It had been eight months, and he’d done little but lament. He was tall, good-looking and young enough not to be done with his life. He’d gone reluctantly--not to get laid but to take solace from his friends.

		

		He had seen her the second they had walked into the casino, as the craps table faced an entrance and she was facing the door.

		

		He groaned inwardly when they headed for the table, and groaned again as Roger had proceeded to embarrass the group as a whole. After Roger’s rudeness, Blake didn’t think there was a chance with the woman, who had so skillfully seen through the usually-suave bullshit and put Roger in his place.

		* * * *

		

		Being depressed and out of commission for quite some time, Blake wasn’t completely sure Denise’s comment contained innuendo.

		

		Regardless, his friends had distanced themselves, and he wanted to talk more with her.

		

		He held out a Benjamin.

		

		“Keep your hands up when the dice are out!” she admonished him.

		

		“Seven out.”

		

		“For fuck’s sake, you really don’t know anything, do you?”

		

		“I tried to tell you,” he smiled sheepishly.

		

		“Newbs. Okay, so they can’t take your money from your hand. You gotta drop it on the table now since they’re resetting.”

		

		“The table? Like, here or where?”

		

		“Just in front of you’s fine.”

		

		“Dice are goin’ to the lady!”

		

		“No, I’m gonna pass ‘em to the virgin shooter here!” Denise pointed to Blake.

		

		“Virgin shooter comin’ up! Seven, eleven, craps--you want a yo, miss?”

		

		“Five-dollar yo this time, and one for the dealers!”

		

		“Two-way yo, thanks to the lady!”

		

		The stickman dumped a pile of dice in front of Blake, who grabbed them all.

		

		“Only two dice, sir--” The stickman was about to provide instructions, when Randy held up a hand to stop him.

		

		“Hey, it’d be a much easier game if we could shoot six and pick the best two!” Denise twinkled.

		

		Everyone except Roger laughed.

		

		“Hey, Roger, Blake’s gonna shoot!” one of the gaggle commented. Roger grunted but refused to bet.

		

		The stickman tapped the pass line in front of Blake. “No bet, no dice.” Blake looked to Denise.

		

		“Put a red chip on the pass line.”

		

		Word got around the table about a first-time shooter, and action increased.

		

		“Whaddya say, Randy, a new rule for the newb here; let him throw all six?”

		

		“No can do, Denise.”

		

		“I tried, Blake.”

		

		“I appreciate it. Advice on which two to pick?”

		

		“Feel ‘em in your hand. You’ll know which two you should wrap your fingers around.”

		

		Blake’s cock pulsed, and he figured he was really undersexed.

		

		He shook the dice and let them dribble off his palm, closing his fist on the last two. Then he looked at Denise.

		

		“Toss ‘em at that end,” she said, pointing to the opposite end of the table.

		

		Blake threw the dice more up than across, so they landed near the four-point of the other side before rolling a bit.

		

		“No good; gotta hit the back wall!”

		

		“Randy, he’s a first-time shooter. He gets a warning,” Denise bypassed the stickman and appealed to the pit boss.

		

		Randy glanced at the dice before shaking his head, “And it doesn’t hurt that it’s an eleven, eh?”

		

		“Well, you know I’m strictly a rules girl, Randy,” she grinned. “The fact that the virgin’s first roll will pay me eighty dollars didn’t even factor into my thought process,” she grinned again.

		

		“Seventy-five, you mean.”

		

		“Plus my pass line bet, Randy.”

		

		Randy shook his head and rolled his eyes.

		

		“Eleven stands. Blake, you need to hit the back wall for your throws to count.”

		

		“Yes, sir. I--I’m sorry.”

		

		“Don’t be, it was a great toss,” Denise purred as she collected her winning chips. “And look, you won your first five. Pick up one of those chips or they’ll think you’re betting ten on the pass line.”

		

		Blake picked up a chip and slid it into the rack. The night was looking brighter.

		

		The dealers thanked Denise for their winning.

		

		“Move my yo to the seven, please.”

		

		“The eleven’s now a seven! We’ll move with you, miss. Thanks. Lookin’ for a point; dice out!”

		

		The cheers around the table quieted when the dice remained on the felt.

		

		“Remember to hit the back wall, Blake,” Denise prodded.

		

		“Huh? But I already rolled.”

		

		“Yes,” she smiled, “and you roll until you lose. You haven’t lost yet, Blake,” she winked.

		

		He smiled and felt his cock bang against the table. Shaking the dice in his cupped hands, he was about to toss ‘em--

		

		“Only one hand touches the dice!”

		

		“He’s right about that one,” Denise instructed. “Unless, of course, you require a two-handed shake?”

		

		Blake dropped the dice as his eyes flitted to hers.

		

		That was DEFINITELY an innuendo!

		

		“I guess I need to know the requirements,” he grinned.

		

		“Don’t worry, I’ll teach ya.”

		

		“I always liked to be in front of the class,” Blake said as he took a step toward Denise.

		

		She smiled. “Toss those squares against the back board down there with one hand.”

		

		Blake one-handed the dice hard enough for them to smack the wall and bounce out to the point-six.

		

		“Seven. Seven, winner. Front line winner! Thanks for the bet, miss!”

		

		Denise collected her winnings. Blake was a quick study and picked up his extra chip.

		

		“You goin’ back to the eleven, Denise?”

		

		“Nah, I’ll take it down, thanks. I’m ready for his point.”

		

		Again, his cock responded.

		

		“I’ve not heard anyone ask for it like that before,” he grinned, feeling the cobwebs dissipate from his pick-up days.

		

		“I’ll let you know when I’m asking for it, Blake. Right now, I’d just like a point,” she Vanna White’d the six numbers in boxes.

		

		“I see,” he nodded. “Any particular one you’d prefer?”

		

		“The four and ten have better odds.”

		

		Blake nodded again and then tossed the dice.

		

		“Four. Point’s four. Mark it and pay the field.”

		

		Blake dropped some chips and called to the dealer, “Six and eight, please.”

		

		“I thought you said you didn’t know how to play craps.”

		

		“I thought everyone knew how to bet the six and eight,” he grinned and picked up the dice.

		

		“Wait!”

		

		Blake dropped the dice, puzzled.

		

		“You need odds behind the line.”

		

		“What are my odds?”

		

		“Your odds will look a lot better if you drop fifteen behind the line.” Her eyes bore into him as she dropped a chip and said, “Five comin’.”

		

		“Come bet placed.”

		

		Blake looked at the capital-lettered, red-colored word “COME” on the felt then dragged his eyes back to Denise’s.

		

		“A come bet?” He licked his upper lip.

		

		“Indeed,” she held his gaze.

		

		He threw the dice with his eyes on her. “Care to explain what it is?”

		

		“It’s got better odds.”

		

		“Five, no-field five.”

		

		“I’m in favor of better odds.”

		

		“You’re not ready for it yet.”

		

		“For the come?”

		

		“Indeed.”

		

		Denise collected her winning chips and placed five red ones down. “Odds on the five and five comin’.”

		

		“Bet.”

		

		“You’re on all the numbers but ten.”

		

		“All the come talk got me distracted.”

		

		She threw a five to the stickman. “All the hard ways, and a ten for the dealers.”

		

		“Hard ways bet; we’re with her on the ten. Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Hard ways?”

		

		“Doubles. Four and four, five and five. Y’think you can give it to me hard, Blake?”

		

		“I’m sure gonna try.”

		

		“Ten, the haaaard way!”

		

		Denise punched Blake’s forearm. “Way to go, Blake! I do like ‘em hard!”

		

		“Thanks for the bet, ma’am. Are we still playing or taking it down?”

		

		“Y’got more hard in you, Blake?”

		

		“I can go for a long while.”

		

		“You heard the man, you’re still with me on the ten!”

		

		“Dice out! Ten again. Back-to-back hard tens! Thank you, miss.”

		

		Blake was ready the second time. When she moved to punch him, he intercepted her wrist and redirected it as a high-five to his other hand.

		

		She smiled wryly. “Taking control already?”

		

		“Oh, I’m controlled...and saving my arm,” he grinned.

		

		“I like a man who can keep the hard coming.”

		

		There was no mistaking the innuendo that time. Blake reached for the drink he left behind and adjusted himself.

		

		His next three rolls were nine, five and another hard ten, which sent chips flooding to Denise but none for himself.

		

		“Isn’t there something about kissing the shooter for luck?” he fished.

		

		“You can kiss the dice.”

		

		“What if I need more?”

		

		“Okay, shooter. I’ll make ya a bet. You shoot snake eyes in the next three rolls, and I’ll kiss you.”

		

		“And if I don’t?”

		

		“You lose.”

		

		“What if you lose?”

		

		“I never lose. I’ll play the field for the next three rolls.”

		

		He chuckled. “I’m not sure what you said or what I have to roll, but here’s to us both winning.”

		

		The next two rolls were back-to-back elevens.

		

		“How’re you feelin’, gambler?” she asked.

		

		“I haven’t felt this good in a while,” he admitted.

		

		She smiled, and he impulsively said, “Blow,” as he brought his cupped palm to her lips.

		

		“How do you ask?”

		

		“Please, blow for good luck.”

		

		Denise stared deeply into his eyes as she blew onto the dice.

		

		“Snnnnnake eyes! Double the field!”

		

		The stickman pointed in front of Denise and called out her winnings. Then he tapped it in front of Blake.

		

		“A kiss for the shooter.”

		

		Denise glanced at Randy, who’d been keeping tabs, and waited for him to scold the boldness of his stickman.

		

		Instead, he responded, “A bet’s a bet, right, Denise?”

		

		“Indeed.”

		

		She took a step toward Blake and pressed a chaste kiss on his cheek.

		

		Blake chuckled. “While that may be semantically correct, I believe everyone at the table knows the bet was for this.”

		

		He grabbed the back of Denise’s head and pressed his mouth on hers. When her lips parted, he pushed his tongue in and performed a slow tango.

		

		Blake’s buddies were back on his side with catcalls, and everyone at the table clapped. All except for Roger.

		

		“Dice are out, lovebirds,” Randy punctuated.

		

		He gave Denise a warning look but she only shrugged.

		

		“Preferences, milady?”

		

		“We both win with a hard four, Blake.”

		

		“Another kiss?”

		

		“A fuck-ton of chips.”

		

		“Four, but it came soft. Little joey; pay the line!”

		

		“I’m sorry,” he offered.

		

		“S’ok, but I figured you had more stamina.”

		

		“So, I didn’t win?”

		

		“Au contraire, mon ami,” she pointed her head to the pile of chips in front of him.

		

		He collected his winnings but didn’t know how to proceed.

		

		His thoughts were broken by the stick tapping in front of him.

		

		“Come out roll! Yo, eleven, craps.”

		

		“I made my point...”

		

		“You did, but you didn’t lose. I said, you keep it up ‘til you lose,” she smiled wickedly.

		

		Blake wished he had worn khakis as opposed to jeans so he would’ve had more room in his crotch. His cock pulsed twice against the zipper to no avail.

		

		* * * *

		

		The gods of karma smiled down upon the Harrah’s craps table and its virgin shooter. Blake was on fire. The more numbers he hit, the louder and bigger the crowd became.

		

		Everyone wants action with a virgin.

		

		With Denise’s help, Blake maximized his pass line odds and managed to pull in a meager profit, compared to the others’ growing stacks. Denise filled an extra tray and a half with chips, with a nice collection of green and even a black chip.

		

		Their flirting grew as the chips and drinks kept coming. Blake knew he shouldn’t drink and gamble but he gave in to fun. It had been too long since he could remember fun.

		

		Besides, Denise was keeping pace with him, and she frequently touched his arm or shoulder. A few times she grabbed his wrist to blow on the dice.

		

		He considered making another “kiss bet” but decided against it. If his rusty instincts were correct, the evening promised many more private kisses with the beautiful woman.

		

		* * * *

		

		Randy kept a watchful eye on the table and on Denise in particular. His instincts were sharp, and he knew she’d chosen her night’s companion.

		

		There was no cause for worry, and it wasn’t his duty, but he felt the need to protect her, despite her always choosing carefully. Their relationship hadn’t ever crossed over friendship lines yet he remained loyal to her.

		

		He’d watched her set-up many times. He was even a part of it--it was his duty to make sure the waitresses knew she only received two drinks with alcohol in it.

		

		She’d wink at him when the first one was to come, which coincided with her wind-up. If the batter didn’t swing, she’d move on and begin again.

		

		If he swung, the game was on and, during the ninth inning, she’d signal Randy for another loaded drink.

		

		The drinks were a façade, designed to make it appear that Denise was keeping up with the batter when, in fact, her Rum and Cokes contained only the latter.

		

		Randy had asked her about the ploy over dinner many years ago. “The first drink is just in case he’s bold enough to smell or taste my drink. He’ll know there’s alcohol in it. The second is to make sure he can taste alcohol in the kiss.”

		

		She’d winked at him, signaling both that he was now a co-conspirator and that she was done explaining her actions.

		

		Randy never asked anything more about her “batters”.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Do you think I’m ready for the come bet yet?” Blake couldn’t help but ask.

		

		“No, but it’s because I’m superstitious. I don’t believe you should change your style of betting in the middle of a shooter.”

		

		“So you’ll educate me after I lose?”

		

		She giggled. “Yeah, I guess you could look at it that way.”

		

		“Well, then that’ll take the sting outta the loss, and give me something to look forward to.”

		

		“Just keep throwing numbers.”

		

		“Seems like, either way, I win.”

		

		Denise licked her lower lip. “Indeed.”

		

		“Would you like to request a number?”

		

		“Well, the point’s six, and you know I like ‘em hard, Blake.”

		

		“Hard six, comin’ up.”

		

		“Three, craps, three. Pay the field, take the come.”

		

		“Halfway there,” Blake grinned and shrugged.

		

		“I think that’s the first time you’ve failed me, Blake. You’ll need to be punished.”

		

		She’d emphasized “punished” strangely, and Blake gave her a sideways glance as his cock screamed for attention.

		

		“What about the one-warning rule?”

		

		“That’s not in my rulebook.”

		

		“You have a rulebook?” He hoped she was kidding.

		

		But as he thought about it more, he thought he might, perhaps, wish she was serious.

		

		“Should I join you on the hard six bet?”

		

		“Normally I’d be completely in favor of you joining me. However, I’m superstitious, as I said. And your ‘friend’ Roger down there just tossed out a bet before you threw that three. He hasn’t bet throughout your entire roll. I don’t like people jumping on a shooter like that. It’s bad karma. Plus, I’ve seen enough sevens that follow threes to believe there’s a pattern.

		

		“So, my new friend, Blake,” she slid her hand down his arm, “I’m going to advise against coming with me--something I rarely do.”

		

		She smiled at him as she spoke to the dealers. “Pull me down for this roll, guys.”

		

		“Lady’s bets are off.”

		

		“What does that mean?”

		

		“It means I’m betting against you this time, Blake.”

		

		“Oh, I don’t like the sound of that.”

		

		“Not to worry; it’s just for one roll.”

		

		“Dice out!” The stickman tapped impatiently in front of Blake.

		

		Flustered and intoxicated, Blake threw the dice.

		

		Denise sensed it the second they left his hand. The dice crashed onto the table, bounced against the wall and came to a screeching halt.

		

		“Seven out.”

		

		Blake turned to her, astonished. “How’d you know?”

		

		“I could just feel it.”

		

		There were cheers of “nice job, shooter” and applause around the table from everyone except Roger.

		

		“Yes, you did amazingly well for a virgin.”

		

		Why did everything she say tickle his dick? He was glad to be around the table’s corner so she couldn’t see his bulge.

		

		“New shooter comin’ up!”

		

		“Did I just lose?”

		

		“The dice, yes.”

		

		“Ah, but now I get to be educated by you, right?”

		

		She looked straight into his eyes as her lips spread across her face. “That’s right, Blake, you do get to be educated by me.”

		

		Fuck, was craps a dirty game or was she a sexual goddess?

		

		“Dice out!”

		

		“Get your hands outta the way!” Denise took a step toward Blake and pulled his arm from over the ledge. Her heel came down angled, however, causing her to press against his body.

		

		“I’m sorry,” she straightened herself, “but you shouldn’t touch the dice--they’re being thrown toward us now.”

		

		After feeling her boobs against his body, Blake took the opportunity to snake his arm around her waist. “You okay? Had too many Rum and Cokes?”

		

		She smiled at him. “That must be it, but I’m very passionate about the game, Blake.”

		

		“Okay. I’m eager to learn, but it’s more important that you’re safe,” he winked.

		

		He rubbed her lower back and dared to place his hand on the apex of her ass.

		

		She didn’t push him off nor back away.

		

		Blake was happily encouraged.

		

		“Six, point’s six. Mark the six.”

		

		Blake was about to toss out twelve for the six and eight. “See, there’s no reason to bet the six again, because you’ve already got it covered--with much better odds--on the pass line. Pull back a buck and put five on the come instead.”

		

		“I have no idea what you just said, but I’m thinkin’ there’s some come-on here?” He smiled as he slowly placed his arm at his side.

		

		“On the come, not a come-on.”

		

		“If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear you were working in cahoots with the casino.” He glanced at Randy for confirmation.

		

		“Denise could work here but she doesn’t. She’s actually giving you great advice,” Randy told Blake.

		

		“Okay, okay. I’ll happily follow the beautiful lady.”

		

		“I’m glad you’re willing, Blake.”

		

		She smiled again, and it caused him pain. Pain because, since her stumble, he was now next to her, so he needed to press against the table to hide his arousal.

		

		“Eight, easy eight.”

		

		“Now you wanna lay your odds out.”

		

		“What’s that?”

		

		“Well, not lay the odds but you can drop up to twenty-five on the eight.”

		

		“That’s way more than I was betting before!”

		

		“You bet six to get seven before. This way, for every extra five you bet, you’ll get seven. So, say you just put five on the odds. That raises your bet to ten but you stand to win twelve, which is five more than you could win your way, with only three dollars more! Plus, they’ll match the original five, so ten more, making it twenty-two! And actually, you already have a place bet up, so you can move your place bet on the six to your odds on the eight and pocket a buck now.”

		

		Blake glanced at Randy, who nodded.

		

		“Again, I have no idea what you just said, but I’m in. You want me to drop another red chip, is that it?”

		

		“No, no, Blake, it’s about what you want.”

		

		He regarded her and took a sip of his drink.

		

		“Look, can you afford to be gambling, Blake?”

		

		“I only gamble with money I can lose.”

		

		“That’s very good. Why not go all in, Blake? Drop a green chip for the odds and take your place bet back.”

		

		She was intoxicating--or was it the scotch?

		

		“Okay, pretty lady.” He dropped a green chip.

		

		“You have to tell them it’s odds on the eight and that you want your place bet on the six back.”

		

		“Odds on the eight and place the bet back,” he slurred a bit.

		

		“Dice out!”

		

		“Do I take--”

		

		He dropped his hand and pointed to the felt, and Denise pulled his arm back in time.

		

		“You gotta stay outta the way of the dice!”

		

		“Sorry.”

		

		“I’m keeping this arm, Blake, at least until the dice get shot over there.”

		

		“Keep it as long as you like,” he grinned.

		

		“Eight, the haaaard way!”

		

		“What’d I tell ya?”

		

		“Many, many things, mysterious dice lady.”

		

		“Pick up your chips, winner,” she smiled.

		

		He automatically tried to move his right arm, which she held, so the result was a brushing against her tits.

		

		“Yeah, this one’s mine, remember? Use your other hand.” She ignored the inadvertent touching.

		

		“All this is mine?”

		

		“That’s what I was trying to tell you!”

		

		“I’m all yours now. What do I do?”

		

		“I like you even more, Blake.”

		

		Denise proceeded to direct Blake’s betting through the next couple of shooters, creating large piles of chips for them both.

		

		Blake was aware of his growing stacks but gave up trying to comprehend. He knew if his head were less fuzzy, he’d grasp it better. But he also knew the game wasn’t as important as what Denise was doing to him sexually.

		

		At least, he hoped she was doing things sexually.

		

		As the alcohol swam through his veins, Blake became bored with the chip game and grew bolder with his own game.

		

		Especially since Denise had brought his hand to her side, and was increasingly moving it toward and teasing it with her sex.

		

		“Is there another meaning to this come bet thing?”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“I dunno, one tha’s a little more intimate, maybe?”

		

		“Whaddya have in mind?”

		

		“Oh. I don’t, I mean, I was jis askin’...but I can come up with one, ha. If y’like.”

		

		“Sure, lay it on me, Blake.”

		

		His right hand was positioned at her thigh-brow, and he squeezed her inner thigh.

		

		Her smile forced a sense of sobriety to attack his brain and figure out a come bet innuendo.

		

		“I know!”

		

		He was a bit loud, and people stared at him in expectation of his discovery. Shaking his head for them to mind their own business, he leaned against Denise to whisper.

		

		“I’ll tell ya in a sex--I mean sex--shit, sec!”

		

		She giggled.

		

		“Seven out. Pay the field and come bets!”

		

		He leaned in again and inhaled her scent; equal parts vanilla, alcohol and pussy. If they made it into a drink, no one would ever be sober again.

		

		“Hows’bout you ‘n me make a sep’rate come bet?”

		

		She placed her palm flat against his chest. “I’m listening.”

		

		“Yeah, like, here comes a new shooter, right? Hows’bout you ‘n me see who can get the most chips on his roll.”

		

		“I like it. And what does the winner get?”

		

		“Well, I mean, it’s a come bet, see?”

		

		“Sooo, you’re gonna gimme your come bet? Five dollars?” She grinned widely.

		

		“Nooo, you know tha’s not what I mean.”

		

		“You mean like if I win, I’d get to do whatever I want to you in my hotel room?”

		

		Precum actually squirted in his briefs. But he didn’t want to assume he’d heard her correctly.

		

		“Come again?”

		

		“If I win, I’ll do just that, Blake!”

		

		Fuck, he just wanted to lick that wicked grin off her face! He had heard correctly!

		

		She held out her hand to seal the deal.

		

		He went to shake it but stopped.

		

		Something wasn’t right, though.

		

		“What happens if I win?”

		

		“That’s not gonna happen, but whaddya want?”

		

		“We go to my room.”

		

		“Deal.” She stuck out her hand again.

		

		Blake’s cock drowned out the nagging little voice, and he shook her hand with authority.

		

		“Clear out your front tray, and put fifty dollars in it. That’s how much we’ll get to spend on this next shooter. All winnings go in that tray, and we’ll tally the chips at the next shooter. Good?”

		

		“Yeah,” he marveled at her. His idea was barely formed, and she’d quickly given it a detailed life.

		

		“New shooter! Craps, yo, eleven, horn bets!”

		

		“Five-dollar yo,” he called, tossing a red chip to the center.

		

		“Yo bet, in the corner!”

		

		“You’re not jumpin’ on the yo?”

		

		“Not this time.”

		

		“You like it when there’s a new shooter.”

		

		“I do, but not this shooter. He’s a numbers guy.”

		

		“Should I take mine down?”

		

		“Dice out!”

		

		“Too late, besides, you’re on your own. We’re battling, remember?”

		

		They were battling?

		

		“Six. Point’s six. Mark it; six.”

		

		The shooter was hot and made four points, after splashing the dice across many numbers. Blake was lost trying to play the game on his own.

		

		Denise didn’t play fair, either, since she still controlled his hand. When she deliberately rubbed it against her crotch at critical times, Blake forgot to make his odds bets.

		

		“Seven out. Dice are comin’ back to you, Denise.”

		

		“We’re done, guys. Give us a second to count some chips first.”

		

		She graciously gave Blake his hand so he could count.

		

		“I’m up two hundred and twenty. How’d you do?” she asked, though she already knew she won by the amount of chips and their color difference.

		

		“One hun’erd ‘n forty.”

		

		“I think that’s your total. If we’re including the original fifty, I’ve got two-seventy.”

		

		“Either way, you beat me.”

		

		“Looks like it. Put your chips in color stacks and set ‘em behind the pass line after they pick up the dice. They’ll count everything and give you bigger chip denominations so you don’t hafta carry it to the cage like that.”

		

		Blake sorted his chips. “Actually, I guess I won, kinda, too...”

		

		Having been out of the pick-up scene for nearly twenty years, he still wasn’t convinced they were on the same page, despite the alcohol, her words and the way she smelled.

		

		“I hope you think so, Blake!”

		

		That grin!

		

		“Pick up your chips and I’ll walk you to the cage.”

		

		He figured he was thinking with his cock, as there was nothing sexual about a cashier, regardless of how delicious Denise looked while she said it.

		

		Blake said good night to his friends, who patted him on the back. All except for Roger, who scowled, but no one paid attention to him.

		

		* * * *

		

		Denise always stayed at the Bellagio. It was classic, beautiful, and she felt at home. She didn’t like to stay and play in the same casinos: Harrah’s for craps and pick-up, then back to her love den at the Bellagio.

		

		Due to the traffic, heat and people, Denise used Lyft to transport her prey. The semi-private ride provided a transition for establishing ground rules, which she explained without them ever knowing they were being guided or admonished.

		

		While Blake was exchanging chips for dollars, Denise ordered a Lyft.

		

		“I must say that I’m a fan of craps,” Blake grinned as he walked toward her. His walking was much straighter than his sloshy speech. “It’s a fun game.”

		

		“Indeed. Very fast-paced.”

		

		“I’m sure I’d’ve caught on better without the alcohol.”

		

		“You did just fine.” She patted his chest.

		

		Standing next to her, Blake took the time to visibly devour her. The sexy heels brought her close to his height and, from the angle, he had a nice glimpse of her blue bra. When his eyes met hers, he smiled sheepishly.

		

		“I was concentrating on the dice so much that I didn’t get a good chance to look at you. I like.”

		

		“I’m glad.” She walked away.

		

		He caught up to her. “Have you eaten yet?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Would you like a drink?”

		

		“No.”

		

		She was walking fast, and he found it difficult to walk and talk.

		

		“What’s the rush?”

		

		“Lyft. If we don’t make it there in time, the car will leave.”

		

		“Lyft?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		When she stopped to face him, he ran into her.

		

		“Sorry--”

		

		“We’re going to my hotel. Remember?”

		

		Without waiting for an answer, she turned and resumed her fast-paced walking. Blake watched her ass bounce, and those heels! How was she able to walk in them at all, let alone so quickly?

		

		He sped to catch up, not fully believing his luck.

		

		They walked the rest of the way in silence, with Blake a full step behind.

		

		“Traffic must be bad, because it now says he won’t be here for another three minutes,” Denise said after she looked at her phone.

		

		“I think we can cover the three minutes, no problem.”

		

		She raised an eyebrow and regarded him.

		

		Taking her stance as an invitation, Blake wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her close, while he leaned against the railing. As he kissed her hungrily, he slid one hand over her ass and the other into her hair.

		

		Denise liked this part of the game--it was usually the same. The guy would attempt to claim her with a kiss. She’d always give him a bit of leeway. It was a kind of test to see how he handled her, how he kissed, how far he’d go.

		

		Blake was unique, though, because he had proposed the kiss bet at the table, so Denise already knew he was a good kisser.

		

		Moreover, he was quick-witted and had practically kept up with her the entire time. She also agreed with his assertion on his game play: If he hadn’t been drinking, he probably could have won the final bet.

		

		And that couldn’t happen.

		

		She had created the game, and the rules were hers.

		

		The biggest rule was: she won.

		

		Always.

		

		As Blake pulled her close and kissed her, he was amazed by how much she awakened his senses. He hoped the Lyft driver would be stuck a little longer so he could make the moment last.

		

		It wasn’t the driver who separated them, however; but Denise.

		

		After she’d indulged herself in the kiss, she playfully pushed against his chest and took a step back.

		

		“I don’t believe this was how the bet went, Blake.”

		

		He wiped his lips with the back of a finger. “Excuse me?”

		

		“You heard me.”

		

		“Well, you’re right,” he smiled, “I heard you but I didn’t understand you.”

		

		“Then say that.”

		

		“That?”

		

		Her head went back as she laughed, and he could see the veins in her neck, which seemed to beckon to him.

		

		“I don’t know what you’re laughing at, but I think I want to bite your neck.”

		

		She giggled some more. “You didn’t mean to say ‘that’ as a joke?”

		

		“No. I mean, I’m told I’m humorous, but no, I didn’t intentionally make one.”

		

		She burst into a deeper laughter, and he grabbed her again and bit her skin where her neck met her shoulder.

		

		It didn’t hurt as much as it startled Denise.

		

		“Ow!” She reflexively smacked his face.

		

		“Ow!”

		

		She glared at him.

		

		He instinctively took a step back and reached for the railing.

		

		“I’ll say it again, Blake, that I don’t think this is how the bet went.”

		

		“Okay. Then I think it’s my turn to say that I don’t understand you.”

		

		She smiled, scruffled his hair and said, “Good boy!”

		

		The car appeared, and Blake didn’t get a chance to respond.

		

		His cock did, though.

		

		Once seated in the Prius, Blake shifted to face her.

		

		Denise waited for his next move.

		

		They always made the next move.

		

		That, too, was part of her fun.

		

		He took her hand and ran his thumb across the back of it.

		

		“I’m sorry. I honestly have no idea what came over me. I--I’ve never done that before.”

		

		That was NOT a move!

		

		She looked from his eyes to her hand then back to his eyes.

		

		“Then let’s blame the alcohol, the game and Vegas.”

		

		He smiled at her, brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. “I, uh, think I should tell you that it’s been a really long time...”

		

		Also, NOT a move!

		

		Denise pulled her hand from his grasp and shifted it slightly so that her fingertips were against his mouth.

		

		“Shh.”

		

		He stared into her eyes, and she pressed against his lips.

		

		“Suck them,” she whispered.

		

		Without hesitation and still holding her gaze, Blake opened his mouth and sucked in two fingers while swirling his tongue. He started out lightly before his sucking became more insistent.

		

		She watched him and pressed against his tongue.

		

		He continued, happy to be engaged in a simple act; his cock notwithstanding.

		

		She shifted toward him and whispered a commanding, “Kiss me.”

		

		The beginning of his kiss was passionate and deep. Soon, though, his long-unused hormones came to life, and he pulled her close and groped her like a teen.

		

		There was the move!

		

		Denise slid away and perfunctorily slapped his cheek. It did nothing more than underscore her control.

		

		Which was the point.

		

		“What did I tell you to do, Blake?”

		

		“Kiss you?”

		

		She grinned, ruffled his hair and told him, “G’boy.”

		

		Her bi-polar emotional responses were designed to confuse.

		

		And it worked.

		

		“You don’t want me to touch you?”

		

		When she didn’t speak, he tried again. “You only want to be kissed?”

		

		“That was what you were told to do; yes, Blake. Remember the bet?”

		

		He tried to think but, since his cock had become reacquainted with testosterone, it was difficult. “Yes?”

		

		“Tell me.”

		

		“You won.”

		

		“What did I win, Blake?”

		

		“That we go to your hotel room?”

		

		“And?”

		

		“And...I get to kiss you?”

		

		She smiled despite herself. He couldn’t be this innocent and sweet, and so ready to follow. Had she misjudged?

		

		“Only because I told you to, Blake.”

		

		“Only because you told me to. Okay,” he nodded. “I kinda don’t remember that part.”

		

		“That wasn’t a part of it.”

		

		“Okay. I’m confused.”

		

		“I know. The part you’re missing is that I get to do whatever I want to you, Blake.”

		

		His eyes widened and dilated.

		

		Again, the driver interrupted him. “Bellagio.”

		

		Rideshare services were relegated to the back of the hotel, which was actually closer to Denise’s room.

		

		She took Blake’s hand and walked him into the majestic building.

		

		“Should I be nervous of what you want to do to me, Denise?”

		

		“Are you nervous?” she smiled and pressed his hand against her upper thigh.

		

		“A little bit, yeah.”

		

		“There’s nothing to worry about, Blake.”

		

		They rode the elevator alone. “What would you like to do to me, Blake?”

		

		He grabbed her with more force than he’d shown up to that point and began an urgent kiss before she slapped his face with a bit more force than she’d shown up to that point.

		

		He took a step back and grabbed the hand railing.

		

		“Do you know why you were slapped?”

		

		“Not a clue.” He wondered whether he’d read the situation completely incorrectly.

		

		For a sobering moment, he wondered whether he’d gotten himself into some type of sex scam.

		

		He also wondered why his cock responded.

		

		Denise waited for the ding of the elevator to announce her floor, and spoke as she exited. “I merely asked you what you wanted to do to me, Blake; I didn’t tell you that you could do it.”

		

		He tried to process her statement as he watched her leave. By the time he decided to follow her, the elevator doors had nearly closed.

		

		“It’s a nice room,” Blake commented while he nonchalantly searched for people ready to jump him.

		

		“I insist on a suite. The company demands I fly out here, the company can pay my accommodations.”

		

		Blake nodded, more comfortable since he hadn’t been attacked yet.

		

		She walked to the bar. “Drink?”

		

		“No, thanks.” He was on heightened leery status and wished he hadn’t drank at all.

		

		She mixed a Rum and Coke for herself and smiled inwardly as she recognized Blake’s sense of entrapment.

		

		“The fun’s just beginning. Sure you don’t want a drink?”

		

		“I’m sure.”

		

		“Suit yourself. Please; sit.” She motioned to the couch and watched him slowly lower himself onto it.

		

		He tried to detect any difference in Denise’s demeanor. If anything, she looked far more relaxed than when she was playing craps. He sat at attention, ready to defend himself at a moment’s notice.

		

		She plopped down facing him with a leg bent under her. After taking a long sip, she smiled.

		

		“I feel like I should ask you again, Blake.”

		

		“Whether I want a drink? No. I don’t but thanks.”

		

		“Not that question.”

		

		He replayed the prior several minutes in his head before smiling. “You mean what I want to do to you?”

		

		“Ha, no, Blake. Not that one, either.”

		

		She shook her hair off her shoulders as she took another sip, and he was mesmerized by her neck again. The impulse seized him.

		

		He bridged the space between them and landed his top teeth against her skin before she forcefully shoved him back.

		

		Denise smacked the back of his hand, and they glared at each other.

		

		“I’m not sure why I feel compelled to do that, but there’s something about you--”

		

		“Holy fuck, are you part werewolf or something, Blake?! ‘Cause that should’ve made its way into the bet at the time it was being discussed.”

		

		He chuckled. Her joke had eased the tension.

		

		She was not pleased by its effect.

		

		“No, I’m not a werewolf. Besides, you’re safe because I’m pretty sure there’s not a full moon tonight.”

		

		“Okaayy. Well, I was about to ask you whether you were still feeling nervous, but I guess it’s moot now.”

		

		“As to your other question, I guess I’d have to answer that I want to bite your neck.”

		

		“Notice how that question wasn’t asked again, Blake.”

		

		Her hard stare penetrated so deeply that he throbbed.

		

		“I thought you might like to know so you can incorporate it into whatever your plans are for me.” He grinned but his eyes challenged her.

		

		“See, that’s the thing, Blake. Whatever it is you’d like to do to me doesn’t matter anymore since I won the bet. I get to do whatever I want.”

		

		She stared at him until he looked away.

		

		They always did.

		

		She rose, though her glass was more than halfway full, and he briefly wondered if she would send him packing.

		

		“My jeans are a tad confining so I’m going to change into something more comfortable. If you change your mind about that drink, help yourself.”

		

		He watched her swaying ass disappear around the corner.

		

		As he settled into the couch, he canvassed the room again and listened carefully for any strange noises.

		

		This was when something usually happens in the movies.

		

		To drown out his paranoia, and because Denise was taking a long time, he fixed himself a scotch and soda. He was back in position with the glass half-empty before she returned.

		

		When he saw her, he choked and his face turned bright red.

		

		About half of them had the same general reaction.

		

		“Are you all right?”

		

		Denise walked faster, still in her boots but bare legs replaced the black jeans, and her top had been swapped for a blue, satin robe, tied loosely at her waist with a thick sash. Her long, flowing hair was pulled behind her head.

		

		“I’ll be fine,” he coughed.

		

		She resumed her seat facing him and picked up her drink. He was trying to clear his throat as she placed her palm against his polo.

		

		“You sure you’re okay?”

		

		He nodded.

		

		She sipped in silence for several minutes, allowing the tension to build as she stared at him.

		

		Normally they would attempt another dominant move during the interlude.

		

		But not Blake.

		

		He was somewhat unpredictable.

		

		The uncertainty of his responses were shocks of electricity to Denise.

		

		When she was sure he wasn’t going to do anything, she spoke.

		

		“Now that we’ve ruled out werewolves, you acknowledge that I get to do whatever I want, right?”

		

		“Yes,” he nodded and chuckled.

		

		The alcohol strove to calm him but the fire that had been smoldering for hours refused to be extinguished.

		

		He’d been there long enough to rule out an ambush and, once the fear had dissipated, testosterone took over.

		

		It also pushed away his nerves.

		

		She was sexy as fuck in her “comfortable” clothes, and he wasn’t afraid of what she wanted to do to him.

		

		Denise fished a die from her robe and set it on the table.

		

		He watched her, bemused.

		

		“Did you steal that from the casino?”

		

		They always made a cute remark. A last nervous attempt at dominance.

		

		“Nope; this one’s blue.”

		

		He nodded and looked from her to the die and back again.

		

		She waited.

		

		They always tried another dominant joke.

		

		Again, though, not Blake.

		

		She raised her eyebrows, put her palms up and shrugged.

		

		He mirrored her gesture.

		

		“No other witty comeback?”

		

		“I learn quickly; usually.”

		

		“About craps?”

		

		“About slaps.”

		

		She bit a smile and swallowed it.

		

		“You think you’re a fast learner?”

		

		“My reflexes are dulled but I’ve come to know that look.”

		

		“Oh?”

		

		“Yes, when you expect something, you sit back and wait with that piercing stare. I’ve come to learn that no matter what I say, I get slapped. Ergo, that look and your stance mean you’re ready to pounce.”

		

		DID she do that?!

		

		Normally, they weren’t that astute.

		

		Normally, she’d already have taken him into the bedroom.

		

		Denise realized his checkmarks in the unique column far outweighed the normal one.

		

		She also realized she just dripped onto the couch...and it wasn’t her drink.

		

		“All right, Blake,” she glanced at the die and then at him, choosing to ignore his observations, “you get to play a game--”

		

		“I like games.”

		

		She smacked him lightly.

		

		She had to.

		

		“Don’t interrupt me.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		He said it automatically.

		

		“You’re going to roll that die, Blake. If you roll a one or a two, you’ll face my crop. A three or a four will acquaint you with my flogger. And if a five or a six come up, you’ll meet my paddle.”

		

		Wait, WHAT?!

		

		Caught between disbelief and not wanting another sting on his cheek, he slowly reached for the die while holding her stare.

		

		“Do I get a say in this?” he asked while shaking the die.

		

		“Of course; your fate’s in your hand.”

		

		He released the die and it bounced and clinked on the table. The small tinks challenged his heartbeat.

		

		It spun rapidly before stopping on a one.

		

		“The ever-trusty crop. Okay. Roll it again.”

		

		“If you’re just going to do all three, what’s the point of rolling?”

		

		“Roll it again.”

		

		There was no malice in her voice, and there was no glare in her eyes. She spoke with simple confidence.

		

		He picked it up, shook it and dropped it.

		

		As it was deciding which side to land on, she explained. “One or two means five strikes; three or four get you ten; and five or six, you get twenty.”

		

		They were in an upscale suite at the Bellagio that overlooked the fountains. It wasn’t a dungeon.

		

		She wasn’t a threat.

		

		And... and... his cock was curious.

		

		Would she actually do what she said? Everything about her said she was serious. Still, he saw no toys around, and she certainly didn’t have any on her person.

		

		He’d never participated in BDSM. Sure, he’d watched a little D/s porn; who hadn’t? But the D was always a man.

		

		“Four means ten. Roll again.”

		

		He didn’t hesitate.

		

		“Six. Blindfolded.”

		

		“You didn’t tell me what the numbers would be before I rolled.”

		

		They never realized that.

		

		By this point, they were usually settled into their submission and too excited to question anything.

		

		Or was it that she normally stood up and removed her sash as she called out the number and meaning?

		

		She quickly rose, slid the belt out of its loops and wrapped it around her wrists. Pulling it taut in front of him, she commanded, “Lean forward.”

		

		He looked up at her questioningly, debating whether to speak.

		

		When he glanced between the belt and her face without speaking, she tied it around his head.

		

		“All of the numbers yield the blindfold. Stand.”

		

		He smiled and stood, realizing how the rest of his senses took over for the lack of sight. The hum from the mini-fridge suddenly screamed to be heard, and it was the first time he heard the roar of the fountains.

		

		The swish of her robe made him throb.

		

		After she’d removed the belt, the robe had pillowed open and highlighted the slopes of her breasts. It was the last thing he’d seen.

		

		“Take a side-step directly to your left, about a step and a half.”

		

		They normally balked at the blindfold.

		

		They either put up a hand or otherwise attempted to prevent her.

		

		Even though Blake had acquiesced, there was an underlying hesitancy. He didn’t offer a complete submission.

		

		Her pussy twitched.

		

		Impulsively, she kissed him passionately. Fuck, he was a good kisser!

		

		He grabbed her as if he could see and, for half a second, controlled the kiss.

		

		She broke it off and told him that since he was a good boy, he’d been rewarded.

		

		The kiss and the good-boy comment danced directly on his dick.

		

		“Follow close behind and you won’t walk into anything,” she said, taking his arm and leading him into the bedroom.

		

		“I feel like I’m in a B-rated movie.”

		

		“There’s nothing B-rated about me!” she laughed.

		

		He joined in. “Definitely not, but this is very strange.”

		

		“Well, if you feel like any monsters are getting too close, say ‘monsters’ and they’ll back off.”

		

		“And what if they don’t move far enough away?”

		

		“Then say ‘farther’, and they’ll disappear forever.”

		

		He chuckled. “That sounded kinda like safewords.”

		

		“They are.”

		

		“Monsters and farther?”

		

		“Indeed.”

		

		Denise had never issued nor used safewords in the past. She felt she could handle these types of encounters, and no one had ever complained before.

		

		Blake was different.

		

		She led him to the side of the bed closest to the window, and turned him around.

		

		“If you move your right leg slightly to the right, you’ll feel the bed.” She watched him do it. “While I’m getting my crop, I’ll need you to carefully remove your clothes.”

		

		He heard the almost imperceptible crunch-squeak of her boots on the carpet, and his head followed their path.

		

		“If you remove or jostle that blindfold, you turn your ten into twenty, Blake.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Why was he so quick with that response?!

		

		He carefully stripped down to his briefs and dropped his clothes to the left.

		

		Another calculated pause kept Denise standing in silence with her eyes on him.

		

		Her toys were at the ready, having preset them before going out. It was time to watch for error and listen for protests.

		

		Half of them fumbled the blindfold.

		

		Everyone broke the silence.

		

		While he kept the blindfold in place, he did two things out of the ordinary.

		

		The first was that he left his underwear on.

		

		No one did that.

		

		They all were proud to show off their junk.

		

		She wondered about his size or whether it was disfigured somehow.

		

		And the second was how he broke the silence.

		

		As he waited for her to return, he began to feel foolish. Was she not going to return? Was this the entire game? Leave him naked--or nearly so--and blindfolded, with a “ha, joke’s on him” kind of thing?

		

		No, that made no sense at all.

		

		That wasn’t her style.

		

		Time without alcohol had made him a tad more clear-headed. He used the blindness and silence to review the recent past.

		

		Then he cocked his head several different ways in an attempt to glean a stronger “sight”.

		

		Seeing nothing, he chuckled. “You’re waiting for me to speak.”

		

		He seemed to know exactly where she stood, as he directly faced her when he spoke.

		

		“How do you know where I am?” she couldn’t help but ask.

		

		“I guessed. It’s the last place I ‘heard’ you.”

		

		“And what about not following the direction given, Blake?”

		

		Her voice grew louder, and he knew she was walking toward him. He reflexively stood up straighter.

		

		“I wanted to make sure you saw the coincidence of my briefs matching the color of your die,” he smiled.

		

		She smiled, too, and was glad he was blindfolded.

		

		“But this is about what I want, Blake; not you.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		There it was again!

		

		Denise lightly rubbed her crop in tiny circles against the pointiest part of his briefs before tapping gently.

		

		“Off,” she said simply.

		

		Hooking his thumbs into the waistband, he slid it slowly over the tip of his cock, and it peeked at her.

		

		The bulge had proven he wasn’t small, and the drop of exposed precum made her lick her lips; again, she was grateful for his lack of sight.

		

		He hesitated before removing them completely, while holding onto the bed, and tossed it on the pile.

		

		She flattened her hand between his nipples and ran it in a straight line to his glistening tip. He pulsed at her contact, and throbbed with her trail.

		

		“Climb onto the bed on your back, Blake, and try to get in the center.”

		

		Denise crawled over him. “Put your hands above you.”

		

		Crawling onto the bed, he noticed the bedspread had been pulled down, and he settled against the sheets. As soon as he raised his arms, Denise swiftly secured them in the restraints she’d previously affixed to the mattress.

		

		“What the--”

		

		But he stopped himself.

		

		He could feel her inner thighs hugging his hips. If anything bad was going to happen, it already would have.

		

		Then, he tensed.

		

		His wallet and phone were in his jeans.

		

		They contained everything: his gambling money; his credit cards; his license; his entire identity!

		

		She was a little disappointed that he’d reacted like all the rest at that point, and she sighed deeply.

		

		Still, he hadn’t verbally protested.

		

		“Ten was your number, was it not?”

		

		“It was.”

		

		“You have a chance to change that number, Blake. Earlier tonight, you were told you’d be punished because you’d done something wrong. Do you remember that?”

		

		“Um...”

		

		“If you can tell me what you did, I’ll cut the number in half. If you can’t remember, though, I’m going to double it.”

		

		“Can I ask three questions?”

		

		“No, you can answer my question, Blake.”

		

		As he strained to recollect, he was acutely aware of her vanilla-and-sex scent and her naked proximity. Both drowned out cognizant thought.

		

		“No answer, then?”

		

		He shook his head. “I don’t remember doing anything on purpose to displease you, except leaving my briefs on. And even then, it wasn’t done to displease you.”

		

		Again, a smile crept across her face.

		

		“Too bad for you but good for me.”

		

		No one ever remembered.

		

		She was glad because she wanted to double the amounts. Twenty provided her with more creativity.

		

		“Ready to begin?”

		

		He nodded.

		

		“I need you to say, ‘yes, mistress.’”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“G’boy.”

		

		Denise slammed her crop against Blake’s left nipple, and he sucked in air as his body jolted. When she repeated the same to his right nipple, he expelled, “Gaa!”

		

		“Sorry, we need to start over. You didn’t count.”

		

		The initial pain wasn’t so unbearable; it was the shock that paralyzed him.

		

		Despite his predicament, Blake’s cock throbbed.

		

		Her two-tap nipple attack followed by the explanation of starting over always elicited a protest.

		

		But not from Blake.

		

		Denise returned the crop to the first nipple, and Blake cried “One!”

		

		“One what?”

		

		“One, Mistress.”

		

		“G’boy. See that you count like that for each one or you’ll have to start over again.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Thwack! went to the crop to the opposite nipple.

		

		“Two, Mistress.”

		

		Oh, he was fighting it. He wasn’t going to give in to the pain.

		

		She twitched.

		

		Randomly, to constantly catch him off-guard, Denise rained the crop to various parts of his body in an unrhythmic pattern. Right cheek; left nipple; right nipple; mouth; belly button; left forearm; right thigh; right nipple...without pause until Blake cried, “Fifteen, Mistress.”

		

		He’d never been blindfolded before.

		

		He’d never been hit before.

		

		He’d never been bound before.

		

		He never thought he’d enjoy it before.

		

		There were five more blows to receive yet she slid off of him. He turned his face to the sound of her nestling next to him.

		

		He figured she expected silence, so he preempted her. “I have five more to go, Mistress?”

		

		She dragged her crop in circles around his belly button. “You do catch on far more quickly the less alcohol you have, Blake. OR, perhaps you become more pliable when blindfolded and tied.”

		

		“Well, there’s that.”

		

		Even blindfolded, his smile gleamed.

		

		“Whichever the case, you’re right. The last five.”

		

		He felt something catch in his breath.

		

		Was he disappointed by her hesitation?!

		

		She saw his jugular pulse faster and his ab muscles contract. “Are you ready for them?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		There was a Thwack! followed by a sharp sting on the right side of his cock which preceded a Thwack! and sting to the left side.

		

		Blake sucked in air and automatically moved his hands to the affected area but the bindings held them in place. The result was a rigidly yanked torso with flailing legs.

		

		Denise waited until his body relaxed.

		

		They always needed a moment after the heavy blows to their cocks.

		

		When his breathing was more normal, she moved the blindfold onto his forehead.

		

		His eyes were tightly shut so she traced a finger over them. He cautiously opened one eye and then the other.

		

		He looked into her eyes, searching for an answer.

		

		“You have displeased me,” she said in her simple way.

		

		Her simple words, however, crashed loudly in the pit of his stomach.

		

		“I’m sorry.”

		

		“Do you know how you failed?”

		

		He shook his head.

		

		“Can you speak?” She tapped his cheeks.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Good. What were you supposed to do as I used my crop, Blake?”

		

		Oh no!

		

		“Count each strike.”

		

		“That’s right. So now can you answer how you failed me?”

		

		“I didn’t count the last two.”

		

		“G’boy,” she patted his cheek again.

		

		She prepared to start from one when he interrupted.

		

		“Is there a chance for redemption?”

		

		“No,” she automatically responded, but she was intrigued. “But what are you proposing?”

		

		“I dunno, maybe a little dice action? When you do something wrong in D and D, you sometimes get another chance to redeem or correct your past actions.”

		

		“Dominance and dominance?”

		

		“Dungeons and Dragons.”

		

		Denise smiled.

		

		No one had ever tried to use her dice game in his favor.

		

		“That’s very interesting. I’ll tell ya what, Blake. For your cleverness, I will give you a chance, but there will be obstacles.”

		

		She retrieved the die from the other room and sat on Blake’s left.

		

		“You may choose two numbers for your redemption.”

		

		“Two and six.”

		

		“Very well. However, if I roll a one or a three, I start over and go to forty. If a four or a five is rolled, I start over with a paddle and go to twenty.”

		

		“That sounds fair,” Blake said, even though he knew the odds were against him. He turned his head toward the night stand but couldn’t see it.

		

		Denise rolled the die but it landed on the carpet.

		

		“Well, Blake, it’s a six; however, it’s not on the table.”

		

		Hearing it was a six provided relief.

		

		And disappointment.

		

		He heard the clacking of the die and a sigh.

		

		“It’s your lucky day, Blake! It’s a two. You’ve won your redemption. But there are still three smacks left. If you don’t count those, we will start over and go to forty.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She repositioned his blindfold and trailed the crop down his left leg to his ankle, where she strapped it to the bed. Then she walked to the other leg, pulled it to the right, and locked it in place.

		

		Blake’s breathing accelerated.

		

		He didn’t have time to think before the Thwack! stung his balls.

		

		There was no hope of not expelling a low growl.

		

		Denise watched him, amused.

		

		Even the most hardened of them broke at this point.

		

		Blake’s growl turned into a staccato: “Eight-teen. Miss-tress.”

		

		The vast majority never remembered to count.

		

		Denise wasn’t sure whether she was pleased or irritated, so she opted for another blow directly to the balls.

		

		“Ahh Christ! Nine-teen. Miss-tress.”

		

		“It’s just you and me in here, Blake; no one else.”

		

		“Yes. Ma’am.”

		

		She moved the crop along his inner thighs. “Would you like to make another bet, Blake?”

		

		He exhaled an exasperated breath. “I’m. Not sure if. I’m able to. Focus,” he spoke between the pain.

		

		“Don’t you want to know what it is first?” She rubbed his nose with the crop.

		

		“Sure.”

		

		“My bet is that I can make you cry louder with the last one. If I’m wrong, and you hold it in, I’ll grant you an extra special reward. How does that sound?”

		

		“It sounds like you think I’ve suddenly become stupid when, in fact, I’m only in pain,” he struggled to get out.

		

		He couldn’t see her smile but felt the swat against his cheek.

		

		“That doesn’t sound like an answer to my question!”

		

		“Let me make it clear, then. No. I don’t wish to make that bet.”

		

		“Aww, why not?”

		

		“Because I concede.”

		

		Thwack! she smacked him on the tip of his cock.

		

		“Goddamn!” His mid-section contracted so much, it looked like a bowl.

		

		Denise went to assemble her toys for the next segment.

		

		They always forgot to count the last one.

		

		“Twen. Ty. Miss. Tress,” he whispered, breathing hard.

		

		“Well I’ll be damned,” her response was reflexive. “Congratulations. That--that’s never been done before.”

		

		“Thank you? What hasn’t?”

		

		“No one’s ever remembered to count the twenty.”

		

		“Sorry for the blindside.”

		

		“S’ok. While it would’ve been fun to see you completely broken, you’re a bit stronger than I gave you credit for. I’ll move on.”

		

		His breathing had returned to normal, though he felt anything but. If someone would’ve told him at the outset of the evening where he would wind up, he would’ve laughed.

		

		Had he been assured of the outcome, he would’ve stayed in his hotel room.

		

		Had he been told he would like it, he would’ve punched the guy.

		

		Yes, he was blindfolded. Yes, he was tied up. Yes, he was stinging everywhere.

		

		But he hadn’t felt so alive in a long time!

		

		Denise returned to straddle him. “This next part’s entirely your call.”

		

		“Uh-huh,” he said derisively.

		

		She smacked his cheek.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“That’s better. I have an object in each hand. Whichever hand you choose, I’ll use that object next.”

		

		“I’m blindfolded.”

		

		“You’ve actually been that way for quite some time now.”

		

		“No, I mean, how can I be sure that what I choose is what I’ll end up with? You could easily switch them.”

		

		Denise giggled.

		

		“You’ve already done that, haven’t you,” he realized.

		

		“You don’t get to ask questions. You get to choose--”

		

		“If you’re not gonna assure me the outcome is fair, then there’s no point for me to choose.”

		

		He had a point. She’d been worried that he may be too submissive but he was proving to be quite the challenge.

		

		She liked it.

		

		He was making her think; something she didn’t often do in these encounters.

		

		“Fair enough. I will touch each one to your cheeks, and you can choose from that.”

		

		She touched the center of a ribbed dildo to his left cheek and the center of a candle to his right.

		

		They felt identical to Blake aside from the texture. He had no idea what they were.

		

		“Right or left, Blake?”

		

		“Since tonight has already had many bumps, I’ll go with the smooth one.”

		

		“Here, this is what you chose; lest you think I’m switching them.”

		

		When she released one of his hands, he reached for where he thought her hand was and examined the object by touch.

		

		She slid off the bed and rummaged in a drawer.

		

		“A candle?” he asked when he felt the wick.

		

		“Indeed.”

		

		Blake, in his limited experience with porn, feared she was going to use it as a dildo.

		

		She straddled him again before taking hold of the candle and locking his wrist. He sucked in air when she moved closer to his hind quarters.

		

		“You’re not worried, are you, Blake?”

		

		He heard a chk-chk-chk before the smooth swipe of what he knew was a flame.

		

		“Uh--” If she was going to put a lit candle up his butt then he needed to remember the fucking safeword!

		

		The first drop of wax landed right above his navel but he was so focused on his back door that he didn’t react.

		

		“Okay, movie?” he tried.

		

		“Movie?”

		

		The second drop landed in his navel.

		

		“B-movie--ow!” he tried again.

		

		“B-movie? What are you talking about?”

		

		Normally there was a bigger reaction.

		

		“What was that?”

		

		“The alcohol should be wearing off, Blake. Let’s see. You chose a candle. You heard me light it. And now you’re feeling pain. I think you’ve got all the facts to answer your own question.”

		

		“You’re pouring wax on me?”

		

		“I knew you could do it!”

		

		“Oh, heh-heh,” he laughed in relief. He didn’t want to tell her it was far better than what he thought she was going to do.

		

		She continued to drip a line of wax to his crotch. As the skin became more sensitive, so did the burn.

		

		He braced himself for the heat on his pole but Denise instead made a line down the inside of his legs.

		

		It was far more arousing that the wax missed his cock. He almost felt like he was missing out.

		

		After the line stopped at his ankles, he felt the wax on his nipples. The shock and pain caused his stomach to ripple.

		

		Normally, they cried out.

		

		Denise was confused by Blake’s lack of response. She touched his lips to see if he was still awake, and he sucked in her finger.

		

		Yep, still awake!

		

		Blake was sexually charged. He couldn’t tell where she would strike next, which heightened the experience. And he was ready and willing for it all. His cock responded to everything and precum overflowed.

		

		As much fun as he was having, he wasn’t sure how much more he could withstand.

		

		“What color do you think you are, Blake?”

		

		“Um, red?”

		

		“Ha ha. I’m not talking about from the burn but from the wax. Since you’re into betting, let’s bet again. You guess the correct color and I’ll give you an extra special treat. You guess the wrong color and the heat level rises.”

		

		“How many guesses do I get?”

		

		“One.”

		

		“Can I ask yes and no questions?”

		

		“No, this isn’t a riddle. Pick a color in five, four, three--”

		

		Blake “visualized” the hotel room. “Blue!”

		

		“--two--yes! How’d you know that?!”

		

		“It was the color of the die you had, and your bra. I figured that was your favorite color and what you’d choose for the candle.”

		

		She marveled at how he was able to deductively reason in his position and while still under some effects of alcohol.

		

		It wasn’t a bet she ever made before, but she was pretty sure no one else would’ve guessed blue.

		

		Blake was tickled with himself but didn’t have time to guess what the special treat would be.

		

		Denise blew out the candle and reached across him to set it on the night stand. Then, she traced her fingers over his drying wax bits, which gave him goosebumps.

		

		She repositioned between his legs, and he felt her breath on his most needy appendage, which pulsed with each word.

		

		“Here’s your special prize.”

		

		She flattened her tongue at the base of his shaft and slowly licked to his tip. Her arms were over his thighs, and she watched him as she continued to lick. He tensed and moaned but never attempted to thrust into her mouth.

		

		They always thrust! Well, the ones she wanted to suck, anyway.

		

		It had been months since he’d had sex of any kind, and years since he’d had a blow job. His wife--well, ex-wife now--wouldn’t put her mouth anywhere near his cock.

		

		After the smacks and wax, it was pure heaven. The first lick had nearly made him spew. If he had seen her doing it, he knew he would have.

		

		He tried to envision the beautiful woman between his legs licking his cock but couldn’t get the full effect.

		

		The second her mouth descended, his hips rose to greet her. She felt it and pressed his cock against his stomach.

		

		“No!”

		

		Then she slid off the bed.

		

		The contrast from heaven to nothing quashed the urge. He strained to hear but couldn’t figure out what was happening.

		

		She was repositioned between his legs before he realized she’d climbed back onto the bed.

		

		Bouncing his balls in her palm, she spoke. “It’s been a long time, hasn’t it?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“It’s going to be even longer.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” He was on auto-pilot.

		

		“The bet is whatever I want to do.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“You don’t get to decide when to come.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She snapped on a cock strap. It was confining and a bit uncomfortable but the confident way she’d secured him was intoxicating.

		

		The strap curbed his urge when she engulfed his dick in one swallow.

		

		Denise enjoyed his cock, which was nice and thick and bigger than average. Since Blake kept himself firmly planted, she was free to concentrate on giving a blow job.

		

		Her skills were phenomenal.

		

		He listened to her suck and slurp, and he was pretty sure she moaned at one point. He pulsed at the thought of her liking his cock.

		

		When she brought his balls into the blow job, he nearly blew. She trusted the cock strap, though, and continued to bob as she gently kneaded him. Paying close attention to his cockhead, she circled her fingerprint around his back door.

		

		His cheeks clenched automatically even though the sensation was rather pleasant. While he knew that area housed a man’s G-spot, it had never been explored.

		

		In his state of edged arousal, he had a faint realization that he would most likely do anything she asked of him.

		

		But she didn’t ask.

		

		Having satisfied her oral fixation for the evening, she slithered off the bed.

		

		His cock immediately missed her. He’d been so close!

		

		She hopped back up and rubbed his dick. “Do you get to come whenever you want?” She unsnapped the cock strap and flung it on the floor.

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“I know it’s been awhile for you,” she ripped open a condom wrapper, “and your balls are pretty heavy, Blake, but are you still with me?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“G’boy.”

		

		She patted his stomach, and his dick tried to reach her hand.

		

		“Can you handle me?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“‘Cause I wanna fuck you.”

		

		He groaned. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She unrolled the condom onto his cock with him pulsing the entire way.

		

		“I want a nice, long ride, Blake.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		He felt like he’d been forever climbing that first roller coaster hill, never careening over the edge.

		

		“Who gets to do whatever they want, Blake?”

		

		“You do.”

		

		“Indeed.” She grabbed the base of his sheathed pole. “I won the bet, Blake, so don’t ruin this for me.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” His voice was barely a whisper.

		

		“Don’t you even think about coming,” she said as she slid down.

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		Fuuuuck!

		

		His entire focus was on the massage of her inner lips.

		

		Her entire focus was on her sex being filled to capacity with his joystick.

		

		She maintained the controlled bobbing of her body. Every once in a while, she’d stop to grind at the bottom, and Blake sighed.

		

		When she could stand it no more, she placed her palms against his stomach and increased her pace. Up and down for a while before grinding her hips forward and back.

		

		Girls had ridden Blake cowgirl before, but never with the amount of care and pleasure that Denise did.

		

		“Shut up!”

		

		He didn’t even know he’d been moaning.

		

		“This. Is. For. Me.” She said on every downstroke. “I. Like. Your. Cock.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“I--I--I’m--” her body tensed and her pussy clenched. Her nails dug into his flesh but it wasn’t painful. “I--uhnnnghh!”

		

		What he would’ve given to have seen her face in that instant!

		

		His cock pulsed, and she felt it. Then, he groaned.

		

		She leapt off his cock and stood above him. Without words or warning, she smacked his cock once to either side.

		

		Blake’s knees automatically drew up but they pulled against the restraints. He had been so close to that elusive edge!

		

		“Who won the bet?” There was an edge to her voice.

		

		“Y-you did.”

		

		“Indeed. So you don’t get to come.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She slid back down, and he groaned.

		

		Fuuuck!

		

		Blake didn’t have time to think of the cliché baseball statistics because he was on sensory overload.

		

		Denise rode him hard but concentrated on his tells because she wanted to control his orgasm. But first, she needed another one of her own.

		

		“Don’t you dare come,” she warned as she sped up.

		

		He grunted.

		

		“Don’t do it!”

		

		Another grunt.

		

		“I’m going to come again, and then I’ll let you.”

		

		Blake felt his body moving toward the edge without him. At the promise of going over, however, he anchored himself inches away. The restraint was far worse pain than anything she’d done to him.

		

		Her sounds of ecstasy came through in stereo.

		

		Finally, he could come.

		

		But she hopped off and flicked his balls.

		

		Blake lifted his head. “What the--”

		

		“You. Can’t. Come. Until. I. Say.” She flicked each word.

		

		His mind was a jumbled mess.

		

		“But you said--”

		

		“I know what I said, Blake, and I’m going to let you come. Just not right now!”

		

		“Fuuck!”

		

		She slapped and pinched both nipples as she slid off the bed. He heard a drawer open and close followed by the thfft of what sounded like a tissue leaving the box.

		

		When she returned to the bed, she was on her knees between his legs. He heard what sounded like another condom being applied.

		

		Oh god, no!

		

		Blake strove to recall the safeword to end everything.

		

		Zombie? Movie?

		

		A lid flicked open, and he envisioned lube for the dildo.

		

		B-rated? Warning?

		

		There was a cold, wet blob of lube applied to his hole.

		

		Shit!

		

		“Denise, listen, I--”

		

		“Shh.”

		

		If she’d said anything other than that, he would’ve freaked. Somehow, though, “shh” calmed him.

		

		Of course, it could’ve had something to do with the pad of her finger gently circling his virgin entryway. That wasn’t a dildo.

		

		“You’ve been such a good boy so far.”

		

		The praise pushed in with her first knuckle.

		

		His cock, still hard, pulsed in appreciation; his ego did as well.

		

		Denise rubbed around the inside of his opening, making it relax and stretch. Patience was key.

		

		Blake had no idea what time it was. The blindfold placed him in another dimension. While it opened up his other senses, it also acutely focused on what she was doing.

		

		Her finger in his hole became his entire universe.

		

		“That’s it, Blake. You just relax. Such a good boy deserves a special treat, right?”

		

		“Uhng.”

		

		She pushed in to mid-finger and held until his muscles accepted the added violation.

		

		“Mmm, you like that, huh?”

		

		“Uhng-hmm.”

		

		He didn’t care if he was saying words or jibberish.

		

		The circling began again, and his cock throbbed.

		

		“When it happens, it’s going to be quick.”

		

		“Uhng.”

		

		“You gotta pay attention to me!”

		

		“Uhn--okay.”

		

		Focusing required a super hero’s strength.

		

		She grasped his still-encased cock at the bottom, and it pulsated.

		

		“When I push in, you’ll fight at first. But then you’ll feel something like you’ve never felt anything else before, Blake.” She stroked him slowly.

		

		“Uhng.”

		

		“When you feel it, then you can come, Blake.”

		

		“Uhng.”

		

		“You hear me?”

		

		“Uhng.” He nodded vigorously.

		

		She’d worked in another finger while talking but he didn’t notice.

		

		The grip on his cock grew tighter, and her stroking increased as she fully inserted her fingers.

		

		He wasn’t sure if that was it but he sure did feel like coming.

		

		Then she hooked her fingers back, pressed against his prostate and rubbed in small, firm circles as her other hand kneaded his balls.

		

		THAT was it!

		

		“Ohhh sweet fucking Jeeeeeesus!”

		

		Denise disposed of her latex glove while Blake rode the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of his life.

		

		She removed his ankle restraints and then the wrist ones. The last thing she removed was the blindfold.

		

		It took a few seconds for him to get reacquainted with sight. When he did, Denise was carefully disrobing his shrinking cock.

		

		He hoped she wasn’t going to want a second round. The first one was a knockout.

		

		In fact, he struggled to stay awake.

		

		But there was a beautiful woman attending to his cock. He wanted the image implanted in his brain.

		

		“You okay?” She looked up and smiled.

		

		“Yeah. Fuck.”

		

		“Intense, huh?”

		

		“That’s a great word.”

		

		“Indeed. You’re free to take a shower and get off the wax before you leave.”

		

		He surveyed the blue wax lines and smiled. They were crusty but not painful. He expected to see bruising but there was none. There weren’t even marks around his wrists and ankles; not that he’d put up much of a fight.

		

		“Thank you, but no.” He wanted to take the wax with him as a souvenir.

		

		“No problem.” She motioned to his clothes. “You can get dressed now.”

		

		He was slow to move; from the experience, sure, but he was also reluctant to leave. Still, he put his clothes on and watched her move with unhurried purpose to “cover the crime scene”.

		

		When he finished, she walked into the living area, knowing he’d follow. He saw the couch where they’d begun their play. How many hours ago had it been?

		

		Her body faced him but she looked toward the door.

		

		“I, um, well, can I buy you a drink or grab some dessert?”

		

		“No, I don’t do that. But thanks.”

		

		It was over.

		

		She was dismissing him.

		

		They always left quickly.

		

		A plethora of emotions swirled, but empty was the frontrunner.

		

		“Sure.”

		

		He took a step toward the door, resigned to his dismissal.

		

		But no, goddammit. Everything that had transpired, it couldn’t simply end like this.

		

		He looked back. For a great craps player, she had a helluva poker face.

		

		Determined to make this mean something, he took her in his arms and kissed her. He felt her melt against him.

		

		On impulse, he dipped her, then pulled out of the kiss to stare into her eyes.

		

		Her eyes fluttered open, and she pushed against his shoulders. Once upright, she opened her mouth to speak but closed it. She held out his used condom.

		

		“I want you to take this back to your hotel without spilling a drop.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“You heard me.”

		

		“I did, but you can’t act like this didn’t mean anything. I want to see you again.”

		

		Most of them did.

		

		“Take this,” she said again, and he was forced to grab it.

		

		She motioned to the door, and he sighed as he walked toward it. When he reached the handle, she spoke.

		

		“While you were blindfolded, I got your phone and texted myself. I--I deleted the message from your phone. So, if I’m interested, I’ll contact you.”

		

		He gave her a slight nod before leaving the room.

		

		They both stood on either side of the door, and watched it click into place.

		

		* * * *

		

		When Blake returned to his hotel room, he considered the condom.

		

		I should just chuck this!

		

		Instead, though, he carefully set it against the lamp on the night stand. Then he stripped and crawled into bed.

		

		He picked off the wax and recalled the entire evening with a smile.

		

		A number of emotions swirled across his consciousness as he tried to process what had just happened.

		

		Maybe she was right, though, just let this be what it was. Nothing more.

		

		As he reached for the lamp switch, his phone buzzed with a text:

		

		It’s time for you to taste that cum, Blake. Take a picture as you do and send it to me.”

		

		Blake struggled. It was too over the top. Wasn’t it?

		

		What won him over in the end was the fact that she’d contacted him.

		

		He scanned his room and saw the champagne glasses. Roger had insisted they toast the occasion with champagne before the night of debauchery.

		

		Elated to hear from her and tickled with his idea, Blake walked to the table. He placed the condom in a champagne glass, brought it to his lips and snapped the picture.

		

		As he pressed send, he imagined her smile.

		

		Denise giggled at the picture and responded, “G’boy.”

		

		THE END

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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