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The Tithing: It’s Not About The Money

Hank had been running freight along the old stretches of 66 for as long as he could remember, which was too damn long.  It wasn’t nearly as busy now that the interstates had taken everything over, but there were still plenty of places that needed goods delivered.  Inching closer to forty than he’d like to admit, he was ready to settle down.  He wanted what he thought was the idealized normal life for a man. An attractive wife, younger of course, whose sexual hunger for him was incessant and only matched by his manly needs.  In his eyes, he was a man’s man, and he had a lot of needs.

He'd run hard all day, trying to add a little extra to the kitty he was saving up for the big weekend in Vegas.  The one he'd been dreaming about for a while now. Hot women, loose, if he played his cash and his charm right.  He worked hard, and he deserved to feel appreciated, if only for a night.  Sure, he wanted a wife who knew how to treat a man such as himself, but until then, he'd enjoy whatever he could get, however he could get it.

The neon-lit sign flickered, casting a pale glow in the darkness ahead. Blue letters outlined in half-burnt-out yellow edging, with a faded red underline below. Like lipstick on a pig, trying to make it look like more than what it was. The 'Double-Six', calling out to road-weary truckers like Hank, and all the myriad others just like him that came before.

He pulled in, setting the brakes and killing the engine with visions of a quick meal and the open road to Vegas in his head. The full-length glass door, one half of a pair, swung open on squeaky hinges. His faded cowboy boots slapped the linoleum tiles in a self-proclamation of his presence. Hank was all about the show, striding in like he owned the joint, eyes fixed ahead. He spied an empty booth at the far end of the diner and sank his ass down. Into the faded orange vinyl bench seat, dried out and cracked in more places than it wasn't.

He picked up the menu, his eyes roaming over it without paying it much attention. The menu at the Double-Six was the same as the next, and the one before it. It wasn't the menu that had him distracted though. It was a strange sense of unease that had begun with glossing over menu items and then progressed to a full-blown prickle crawling slowly up his spine. He felt... watched. It was a flight response borne of ancient instinctual fear, of being prey, and it was entirely unwarranted. So he thought. He tried to shrug it off. He almost did. Until he looked up and saw... her.

Wavy chestnut locks curled around her head, where a solitary white satin ribbon gathered them within its slippery embrace.  They fell into a loose ponytail, tumbling down her back, with errant, beguiling strands framing her face.  In her twenties, she was the very picture of innocence.

A white sundress, its tiny blue flowers clinging to the whisper-thin cotton, barely veiled her bare breasts beneath. Her pert nipples pressed forward, bold and unapologetic, calling to any unsuspecting man who met their gaze. Born and raised locally, she had long since left a trail of shattered egos and emptied wallets in her wake.

That’s why she had already marked Hank, long before he strolled in. An apex predator, she didn’t need to wonder who would walk through the door—only that a new rig had rolled to a stop. And a new rig meant a new opportunity. To take what could be taken.

That wasn’t quite it though, because anybody with even half a sense of the human condition could take.  No. What she hunted for, what she thrived on, was the opportunity to... own.  And if the opportunity didn’t present itself, she would create it.

Their eyes met, and despite having shamelessly sized up countless women before, this time Hank blushed, realizing she’d caught him drinking her in.  Those eyes, vivid green and piercing, stripped away the armor of his ego, leaving him caught in their amused gaze.  He was startled.  Women looked at him with interest or indifference, but he wasn’t put on this earth for anyone’s amusement.

“Whatever,” he huffed under his breath, brushing off his irrational thoughts. Still, he couldn’t explain the relief he felt when the waitress appeared between them. With his view interrupted, he drew a quick breath and bantered with the waitress, feeling more like his normal self.

‘MARY’ was printed in blue capitals on cheap knockoff Dyno tape and pressed on an angle onto the plastic tag pinned to her low-cut black t-shirt.  It was tight, and her tits looked damn good, especially this close to his face from where he sat.  He couldn’t quite focus though, haunted by vivid green eyes dancing in his memory.  He noticed the cat-caught-the-mouse look Mary was giving him, the corners of her mouth hinting at a smirk.  His fingers fumbled with the menu.  She leaned in, pen and pad in hand, her smirk deepening.  His pulse raced as he looked at Mary’s figure, but saw only those green eyes.  Placing his order, he chided himself for getting distracted as she shifted one hip toward him.  The notepad slid into the back pocket of her tight jeans, and he figured it was all just her way of flirting.

He watched Mary walk away, the notepad bobbing left and right, denim hugging the curve of her ass down to her thighs.  Mary glanced toward the woman at the bar, a quick flicker of a nod passing between them, unnoticed by Hank. Telling himself he was just tired from driving, Hank looked with renewed confidence toward the woman who’d wordlessly kept him against the ropes.  He sucked in his breath.  From another booth, a trucker groaned, but quickly stifled it.

She was sliding off the barstool, and every devil on his shoulder cheered in unison as her dress slid up her hips.  Simple physics choreographed a mesmerizing moment.  Her smooth thighs lifted away as she stood, the cotton clinging briefly, held back by the vinyl cushion’s taunting kiss of friction.  The dress fell back down to a length between the promise of heaven’s sweet nectar and the overt suggestion of a glistening, moist kiss.  It rested just above mid-thigh, hinting at a good girl’s restraint yet barely clearing the curves of her tight ass, teasing what might be glimpsed beneath.  If the wind blew just right, or if she were to dally a moment longer the next time she dismounted her vinyl throne...

Hank remembered to breathe as she walked toward him, one foot slowly placed before the other.  Bare taut thighs flexing, strappy heels clicking, announcing her presence with echoing taps on the worn linoleum.  One unhurried step at a time.  Like a runway model, a lady, or a queen commanding her court.  Or perhaps a huntress, stalking slowly, certain her prey could not escape.

Hank glanced around. I can’t be the only one watching this. Holy shit!

He frowned.  Every booth between him, the door, and her was occupied by road-worn men like him.  Yet not one was laying their eyes on her.  Each man, without exception, stared down at the table before him.  As she halved the distance to Hank, she paused, inches from a table where a scruffy trucker sat facing him.  About thirty and fit, the man should have been unable to resist looking up from his barren placemat, and his hands pressed white-knuckle flat onto it.  The hem of her dress teased the air, nearly brushing his arm.  A slight frown creased his brow, and he looked tense as hell, but he didn’t move, keeping his eyes fixed downward.  Even as, for reasons that were her own, she trailed a fingernail across the table’s battered surface past the man’s hand. The sound of her nail scraping over worn varnish raised the hairs on his hand as she almost touched it before lifting it away.

When Hank glanced up at her, she was waiting for him.  She flicked her eyes over the man beside her, then back to Hank, a satisfied smirk pulling at the corners of her mouth.  Resuming her languid pace, the diner was silent but for the sound of her heels, and Hank’s heart hammering in his chest.  He couldn’t figure it out.  This woman was stunning, yet as much as he’d love to nail a looker like her, an impending sense of nervous unease gnawed at him.

What’s wrong with me? His eyes flickered over the row of booths with men pointedly looking down, then back to her.  What’s wrong with all of them?!

That was all he had time to think before she reached his table.  He opened his mouth to speak, but she was already sitting down.  He closed it dumbly, but not fast enough to prevent the knowing twitch of her lips as she settled across from him.  She shifted her weight onto one hip, crossing her legs beneath the table.  Hank’s mind’s eye conjured smooth upper thighs and bare cheeks pressing into the faded seat.  Maybe she’d decided on a white satin thong matching the innocence of her vexing dress, or maybe nothing at all, propriety be damned.

His eyes followed her slim fingers as they traced the necklace dangling between her breasts, the thin cotton dress hiding the rest from view.  Her fingers worked graceful magic, revealing a small silver key that glittered under the harsh fluorescent light.  She caressed it, adjusting it into place, and Hank’s mind flashed to those digits sliding over his cock instead.

He snapped out of it, realizing he’d lingered too long on her hands, lost in the wicked thoughts her presence stirred unbidden.  Raising his eyes to hers, he felt a blush creep up his neck.  Her lips, pulled into a pouty smirk, told him she’d seen it all, and he knew he had to take control.  This woman was a handful, but this wasn’t his first rodeo, dammit!  He knew exactly what he had to do.  He opened his mouth to say something a little smart-ass, a little crass, and a whole lot flirty.  Instead, he choked out a, “H—.”

Eyes wide, cheeks blazing, all illusions of sweeping her off her feet and onto her back were shattered.  He cleared his throat awkwardly and tried again. “Hi, I’m Hank.”

“I’m sure you are.”  Her expression was neutral, but her eyes danced with an unspoken challenge to do better.

There was no way he was going to let this little filly lead, regardless of how wild she seemed.  She just hadn’t met the right kind of man... yet.  She needed a stallion to show her how things were supposed to be.  It was simple when you broke it down like that, and Hank liked simple.  He cleared his throat, just in case, and gave it his best shot.  Cocky as he was, he couldn’t help feeling the stakes were high.  As if this were the final round in a game that had only just begun.

“I’m sure about a lot of things, mystery lady. Why don’t we start with your name, and then”—he cast a deliberate glance at her breasts, lingering on her full red lips before meeting her eyes—“you can let me buy you a drink.”

He wasn’t asking.  He said it with conviction, as if the shiny key hadn’t pulled his eyes away from the delightful swell of flesh it lay between.  As if her nonplussed reaction to his bold gaze didn’t faze him.  Offering to buy her a drink felt like the right move, one that had worked with other women plenty of times before.

She wasn’t other women.  Impassive, she raised an eyebrow, raking her eyes over him as if weighing his worthiness of a reply.  Several awkward seconds passed until he broke eye contact and glanced away.  A faint smile tugged at her lips when he looked back.  Feeling he deserved an Oscar for his delivery, he couldn’t fathom what he was doing wrong.

Like a maestro, she knew precisely when to pluck his next string.  Sensing the silence had pushed him far enough, she slowly extended her hand.

“Lila.”

His large hand engulfed hers, smooth, delicate fingers pressed into his palm, and his cock twitched.  Her mere touch was electric, and he struggled to appear unfazed.  He swallowed and cleared his throat yet again.  The playbook he’d walked in with, the one that had gotten him laid countless times, was crumbling.  But she was here, she’d given her name, and her hand was in his.  Nothing to do but press forward with conviction.

“That’s a pretty name for a pretty lady.”  He paused, letting his suave words linger a moment.  They liked it when he did that.  “So, how about that drink?”

As amazing as her hand felt in his, and all the dirty things he was doing with her fingers in the dark corners of his mind, he started to pull away.  He didn’t want to look desperate.

His eyes widened in surprise when her small hand tightened around his, holding him in place.  She brought her other hand up to sandwich his, her smile warm as sunlight breaking through clouds.  The cold chill she’d made him endure vanished, crafted solely for this moment.

“Pretty, huh?” Her eyes flicked over his mouth, then toward the parking lot, before locking onto his.  “So, where are these strong hands”—she slowly rubbed her thumb over the back of his hand—“driving that pretty truck out there?”

With one word, she stroked his ego; with another, she teased the macho pride he surely had in his big rig.  He felt conflicting emotions surge, but they faded as her light thumb strokes sent a jolt straight into his pants.

He adjusted in his seat, pretending not to see the knowing twitch of her mouth. Damn, what is it about her?

Women found his truck manly—the chrome exhaust pointing skyward, daring the road to eat its smoke.  Or they couldn’t care less.  But calling it pretty? That was a first, and he didn’t know what to make of it.  Yet her thumb stroking his ‘strong’ hand made him think she might not yet realize what a catch he was.  She wanted him to impress her!  Tipping his chin up, he flashed a cool-dude wink and gave her what she needed.

“I’m heading to Vegas. Got a few bills in my pocket, itchin’ for a good time.”  He looked meaningfully at her hands over his, then back into her eyes.  His heart skipped as he fell into their unnerving, knowing depths, but he plowed forward.  “Maybe if you’re a... good girl, I’ll let you come along for the ride. In my... pretty truck.”

She stared for a long moment, then a slow smile spread across her face, warm as a sunrise.  The dark chill of her silence, which had deflated his eager dick, melted under her gaze.

“Well... Hank, I don’t think I know how”—her thumb moved from tracing small circles to sliding back and forth between them, like she was fucking his hand—“to be a good girl.”

Her thumb paused, and she tilted her head, lips forming a pout as she frowned. “But isn’t it good to be”—her thumb slipped forward and pressed hard enough to make his eyes widen in surprise—“bad?”

He gulped and shifted on the bench seat.  The vinyl creaked in the silence as he tried to accommodate the renewed boner pressing awkwardly into his pants.  His pounding heart and uncomfortably hard cock went ignored as his now-fried brain tried to come up with a response.

She gave him a full five seconds, then pursed her lips in a mischievous smile.

“Tell you what, Hank. Why don’t you show me your truck and I’ll decide who rides what, and where?”

He nodded dumbly, and they stood, her hand still gripping his.  He felt the illusion of any control over the direction of his night with Lila ripped away.  Behind him, the seat was still warm with the caress of her lips through the cotton, still heavy with the scent the hunt had stirred in her.  Traces of the remnants of his delusions were but a pleasant aftertaste to one with refined... senses.

His eyes followed the sway of her hips, her heels clicking against the floor, his cock throbbing lockstep with her beat.  Her hair swung down her back in lush waves, seduced by the shimmering white satin ribbon into a private dance and swaying to a rhythm of their own.  He glanced along the row of booths and was once again taken aback that not one man looked up as she passed.  Hands shook, foreheads furrowed in concentration, and jaws clenched, but not one set of eyes dared lift from their lonesome tabletop.

Until they reached midway, where the scruffy trucker sat, whose arm had nearly brushed the hem of her dress as it breezed by.  As she reached him, his eyes flickered.  It was but a moment, and could have easily been missed.  Yet, Hank caught the look of raw hunger silently screaming for fulfillment.  A moment was long enough for the man’s eyes to rake up her smooth legs, follow the lines of her petite waist, linger on her breasts, and gaze upon her face before dropping furtively back to the table.  A moment long enough for her to notice, and not just Hank.

She paused, and the room’s silence turned deafening as she stared down at the man.  Hank held his breath, unsure of what was happening, but as transfixed by her presence as every other man there.  When she spoke, her tone was light and playful, yet laced with a hard edge.

“That... is going to cost you another three months.”

The man’s stricken expression confirmed to Hank it was anything but playful, though he had no idea what the hell it all meant.  There was no time to contemplate it further as Lila resumed walking, tugging on Hank’s hand to follow.  He shook his head and took in her bare legs flexing with every step.  Her perfume, a little floral and dangerously tempting, ensnared him in its wake.  All thoughts of the hapless, scruffy trucker faded.  Whatever had passed between those two wasn’t Hank’s problem.

Lila stopped them at the till.  Mary, waiting with a small ice bucket and an unnerving smirk, handed it to a bewildered Hank.  He glanced at the smattering of cubes glinting coldly at him, then back at Mary.  It was, however, Lila who spoke first, relieving him of the faux-chrome plastic bucket.  “Why don’t you and those bills in your pocket, pay Mary for the dinner you so rudely ordered without eating?”

Hank wasn’t wasting any time and didn’t give a damn that he was paying for a meal he wouldn’t eat.  He pulled out a wallet stuffed with bills, throwing discretion to the wind in his haste to get Lila out to his truck.  Unsurprisingly, he didn’t notice her eyes widen briefly at the stack within as he fished one out.  He paused, then, wanting to show both women he was the kind of man who played hard and spent accordingly, he pulled out a second.

His self-satisfied smile faltered as he reached out to place the bills in Mary’s waiting palm.  She didn’t close her hand around them, didn’t acknowledge them.  She kept her hand open and shook her head slowly, a pitying look teasing her mouth into a pouty smile.

The edge of the wallet had barely touched his pocket when Lila’s suggestion sliced through his delusions of grandeur. “Don’t forget the ice. After all, Mary got it ready just for you.”

His mouth opened with a whole lot of questions, but every single one remained unspoken.  Thoughts of that sundress flaring over her hips and her perky nipples practically begging for someone to suckle them silenced all outward dissent. 

What the hell do I need ice for? He thought as he pulled out another bill for a handful of ice cubes worth less than a penny.  Mary frowned as he placed it into her palm, and Lila sighed. What. Is. Going on here?

Lila moved closer, the heat of her expectation searing his senses as she leaned in and whispered, “You’re going to love the ice... trust me.”

He gulped and removed another, his dick urging him to hurry up.  Mary’s face lit with a condescending smile as her fingers closed over the bills, brushing his.  Basic manners led Hank to half-expect at least an acknowledgment of his generosity. Yet, her fleeting touch was fuel on the fire, already impatient to ignite between his legs.  Her silence as she pocketed the cash was all the acknowledgement he would get.  Lila once again tugged lightly on his hand, and that was the end of giving a shit about manners.

“Come on, Hank. Show me your big truck.”

Her nipples protested angrily through the thin cotton dress at the whispered breath of the presumptuous cool night air.  Hank saw it, there was no way he couldn’t, but he wasn’t cold. The sight drew a thin bead of nervous sweat across his brow, while his cock twitched eagerly in his pants. He cussed inside.

Dammit, man! You’ve ridden hotter women than this senseless, but you’re carrying on like a nervous teenager!

Had he though?  Hotter than Lila? He knew he wasn’t sure about that.  Not with her hand in his and the echoes of her heels on the pavement growing louder as they approached his truck.

They stopped at the rig, and she let go of his hand.  She stepped forward, tracing a finger over the ornate, cursive lettering on the door: Big Hank.

Her fingertip lingered on the ‘B’ as she half-turned to gaze inquisitively at him. “Well, are you, Hank?”

He blinked as she turned fully, leaning in and pressing the ice bucket into his hands.  His mouth hung open as she finished the question he was quite unable to answer. “Big?”

Somehow, he pulled himself together.  This was no time to hold back, to show weakness.  She wanted big, and a woman like this needed bold.  He puffed out his chest, and she laid her hand on it, eyes wide with excited expectation.  Hank delivered. “Oh, you bet I am, little lady.” He paused, then added for effect. “Ain’t never heard no complaints!”

She winked at him, stepped back, and twirled, the dress flaring up around her bare thighs before settling as she laid her hand on the door. “Well then, you should definitely show me inside.”

Hank had the door open and was helping her inside in the blink of an eye.  He was almost a gentleman too.  He tried.  He truly did.  The urge to know was powerful, though. Flirty red, or perhaps contrasting and bold black? Good-girl white?  Time slowed as she lingered, one foot on the floorboard and a knee bent over the seat.  He tried so very hard.  Then he gave in to his base desire to know, and looked up.  Up her dress, and realized she’d fooled him.  She wasn’t wearing any panties at all.

He followed her up into the truck, a little less casually than he would have liked, his hand slipping off the seat as he hoisted himself onto it.  He told himself it wasn’t his fault she was distracting him by slowly crawling over his bunk.  She shot him an over-the-shoulder wink as her dress hiked indecently upward, barely covering the teasing glimpse of the moist prize between her legs.  Uninhibited, her sweet scent escaped the confines of her dress and wafted over him.

Blushing like a fool, he compensated by moving directly into her space as he joined her on the bunk.  She was pivoting, tucking one leg under her as the dress flared out over her thighs.  She had just enough time to bring both hands up to his chest.  His face was inches from hers, naughty assumptions dreamed up as the lonely miles sped past on the road written all over it.

Her voice was playful, but firm. “Whoa, big guy...”

He pulled up short.  Before he could say anything, she leaned in, gripping his shoulders.  Her breath was suggestively warm in his ear as she manoeuvred him onto his back. “Relax, Hank. You’ve had a long day on the road. Let me do the driving tonight.”

He hadn’t expected anything like this when he’d pulled in for a quick bite.  Whatever this was, he was rolling with it. If she wants to drive, who am I—

Lila had slid her hands from his shoulders to his wrists, pinning his arms above his head as she climbed on top.  She pushed down firmly, looking him in the eye as her mouth hovered tantalizingly over his, making her intention clear.  Their breath mingled, hers hot and full of promise, his ragged with anticipation.

Message delivered, she sat up.  Her breasts pushed proudly outward as she arched her back, tossing her locks in waves through the air to brush over his crotch.  Her fingers disappeared into her hair as she looked coyly down at him. “Do you like games, Hank?”

“Sure!”

“Yeah, how about betting on one you think is a sure thing?”

“You bet!”

“Really?”

Her hair fell over her shoulders as the white satin ribbon bade those feminine strands of perfection goodbye.  She dangled it, teasing his nose, leaning forward so those same strands formed a chorus around his head, heralding what only a woman could give. To the man adventurous enough to play along and win a chance at receiving it.

“Yes!”  He didn’t know what she was going on about.  He just wanted her to get on with it.

“Hmm.” She brushed her lips over his but pulled quickly away as his tongue flicked out, hoping for more.  She slapped his face once.  The crisp sound echoed around them in the small cabin.  Before he could react, her hands were pinning his wrists once again, a silent reminder. She brought her lips down to his and breathed. “I’m driving tonight, Hank. Understand?”

His eyes were wild with shock and tinged with shameless want. He shook his head, biting down on his initial response while his dick suggested the proper one. “Yes!”

Lila touched her finger to his nose playfully.  Hank had never been gaslit before, but she sure as hell was acting like she hadn’t just left a handprint on the side of his face.  He was OK with that.

She pulled her head back, her lips pursed to stifle a smile.  Suggesting this was nothing more than a longer way around to giving him what he craved. “OK, Hank. Let’s make a bet.”  Her silent stare gave him a moment to digest her words. “I bet...”—she wiggled, driving her hips down into him—“I can make you forget all about going to Vegas.”  She giggled at his incredulous look. “Just let me finish!”

He cocked an eyebrow at her, his smirk daring her to go on.

“Instead, you’ll beg to be allowed to visit me again in one month.”  She wiggled into him again, and his cock positively jumped in his pants. “If I fail, you win. If you win,”—she leaned over, her breath in his ear warm and moist—“you can have me anyway you like.”

Hank couldn’t nod fast enough, the ‘yes’ racing his eager motions to the finish line.  She chuckled, low and sensuous, her vocal cords resonating straight into his dick.

“OK, Hank.”  She brought her mouth to his ear, and he felt her fingers tracing the length of his forearms up to his wrists.  Gripping them lightly, she urged them slowly toward one another.  They lay crossed over his head as her warm breath teased his ear.  “Let’s play.”

What is that? It took a moment to discern the cool slippery sensation gliding over his wrists.  It was faint, so feather-light it almost wasn’t there, it felt... narrow, thin... Then it hit him as she eased it between his crossed wrists. The ribbon!

He began to move his wrists, his head rising with his body in a reflex of self-preservation.  Lila was ready.  She gripped his wrists and pressed herself into him, her mouth firm against his ear.  The heat of her body pinned him down where her physical strength never could. “No, Hank. We made a bet, and you agreed to play.”  Keeping her hands on him, she pulled back and looked into his eyes with a playful frown. “You’re not afraid of a little girl and her pretty ribbon, are you, Hank?”

His ear burned inside and out from the touch of her lips and the warmth of her breath.  One seared his flesh, the other flowed in a moist caress deep into both of his brains.  First the big one (which should have been thinking clearly), then the small one (that most definitely was not), a millisecond later.  While he didn’t understand the rules to this ‘game’, he settled back down, heart pounding and cock throbbing.  As his body relaxed, she resumed guiding the ribbon on its path of silken restraint. Her smile of approval could melt butter as her fingers deftly tugged the ends into a knot only she could see. “Oh, good boy, Hank.”

Not wanting another slap, though some guys were into that, Hank kept his arms limp as she finished her knot and sat up.  Lila looked down at him, a slight smirk on her face that made him uneasy, although he wasn’t sure why.  Not giving him time to process, she wiggled down onto his thighs, undoing his belt buckle and the button of his waistband in a flash.  She lifted herself clear and, with a no-nonsense tug, had his pants down to his knees.  His boxers followed even as he let out a surprised ‘Ee-haw!’

“Not so fast, you dirty boy.”  She yanked the belt from his pants and slid her hot mound over his flesh, working her way up to his chest.  She made sure to steer clear of his dick as she moved, a tease he’d only catch while reflecting on this night afterward. “I need to make sure you let me drive.”

Once again, her lips hovered over his, daring him to give her a reason to move away as she looped the belt around the ribbon between his wrists.  He started to move, but one raised eyebrow was enough to still him.  Her warm breath poured between his parted lips and into his mouth, sealing the deal.  She looked up, found the metal D-ring on the sidewall of the bunk, and tied the belt off with a sloppy knot.  Hank found solace in the pert breasts hovering over his face, jiggling with her efforts, just beyond the reach of his tongue.  She gave the belt a tug to ensure it was set, then locked eyes with him again, her breath stoking the fire rapidly leaping from hot coals to roaring flames inside him.

“Now we can play.”

She was perched on his thighs a moment later, and his cock, semi-hard already, started to bob upward eagerly.  She flicked the head, hard, giggling as Hank sucked in a breath.  It paused its upward surge long enough for her to swing a small purse dangling from her shoulder off her hip to the front of her.  It was tiny, like something a woman would wear out with just the bare essentials inside, and the shiny white vinyl blended with her dress.

Where did that come from?  He wasn’t overly surprised to see a purse, just that he’d been so engrossed in eye-fucking her that he hadn’t noticed it.  What did surprise him, or at least confuse him, was the silver ring she pulled from its shallow depths.  He didn’t notice the two short protruding arms, each ending in a hollowed-out cylinder welded perpendicular to its length, the pair set close together.  Nor the matching recesses drilled partway into the ring beside them.

Hank sucked in another breath, then let it out in a rush as she brought it between his legs, deftly slipping one nut through and then quickly working at the other.

“What the hell?!”

Hank began to sit up, a frown on his face and his dick softening as the second nut slipped through with a painful, silent pop that resounded in his head. Lila moved like a wraith in the muted blue and red glow of the neon sign outside.  Leaving his protesting balls, she shimmied up his torso and then onto his face, her knees pressing his arms into the sheets to halt him in his tracks.  Her slick pussy mashed onto his mouth as her dress enveloped his head in a cotton shroud of femininity.

“Mphh!”

“Shh. Hank, just relax.” Lila ground down, and he stilled as his tongue flicked out of its own accord, lapping at the juices beginning to drip out of her. “You’re not afraid of a little cock ring, are you?”

She gave him another moment to taste what she was offering, then slipped down onto his stomach to bring her face close to his. “Don’t you want to stay hard for as long as you can?”

Hank licked his lips and immediately wanted more of the sweet nectar he’d only begun to taste.  He relaxed, telling himself that while this was fucked up, he certainly did want exactly that.  He nodded.

Lila brushed her nose over his, then gave it a soft peck. “Good answer.”

Hank watched as she slid down to his thighs, her lithe fingers working his shaft through the ring to join the company of his two best friends.  Her hands were warm, and they felt good. Apparently satisfied with her manipulations of his body and his surrender to them, she began to stroke him hard.  He closed his eyes. “Mmm”

“Hank...” She whispered softly, her hand gripping his shaft tightly.  When he didn’t respond, she stopped moving but didn’t let go. “Hank...”

His eyes opened, and he tilted his head upward, wrists crossed and bound over the sheets above him, forgotten. “Hmm? What?”

“You never asked me about the rules.”

He thrust upward, and she loosened her grip so his shaft barely grazed her skin. He grunted. “I’m all in, let’s”—he thrust again, uselessly—“play!”

Lila smiled like the cat who knows the mouse doesn’t see it coming. “I get to do anything I think necessary to get you beg to return in one month.”  She gripped him but didn’t move, and the slow shake of her head told him not to even think about it.  “And”—her thumb pressed into the soft flesh of the head of his dick—“I get to do whatever it takes to make you beg for me to reach into that fat, Vegas-bound wallet of yours and show myself the appreciation we’ll both know I deserve.”

His mouth opened to protest the insanity she was spinning.  There’s no way she’s gonna...  He lost his focus for a moment as her thumb pulled away, and his dick clamoured for more.

“Ughh.”  He blinked and exhaled to relieve the frustration her wayward thumb had left him with, grasping for a moment of clarity.

No way is she gonna outshine all the pussy waiting for me and my stuffed wallet in Vegas!

She stroked upward, stopping just beneath his engorged, shamelessly wanting head. His mouth snapped shut as his eyes pleaded with her hand, just wanting to get on with it.

“If you can resist me, then like I said,”—her thumb followed the trail of a solitary tear of precum and pressed into the head of his dick once again—“you can do anything you want with me.”

Without a thought, and completely confident she was off her rocker, Hank agreed. “Hell yeah, darling!” He grinned like she was the fool and gave her that famous wink of his. “Wait until you see what fun we’re going to have together.”

She grinned back, albeit wickedly, but he didn’t see it because she was already sitting back on his face.  He might have heard her giggle, but he was too busy moaning as her hand stroked his cock.

Fast, and his tongue shot out and probed.

Faster, and he probed harder.

Slow, and he teased her clit.

So maddeningly slow, and he suckled her clit desperately.

Cool, empty air, and his hips thrust uselessly.

And then, her on his chest, staring down at him like a Goddess.  One who could grant pleasure, or... nothing.

“So, Hank. Should I show myself some appreciation?”

“Yes!” He didn’t hesitate.  His dick bobbed in the air, pathetic and alone.

Lila slid down so her ass was within a hair’s breadth of the head of his dick.  He couldn’t see it.  He couldn’t feel it. But his dick knew it was there, throbbing like a pressure cooker about to blow, the release valve just too damn far away.  She grabbed his jeans and found the wallet, then dropped it onto his chest, where it fell wide open.  The two sides splayed apart like he wished her legs were.  Her finger moved in between them like he wished his cock was.  Her fingernail tugged one lip of the billfold open to reveal the wad of cash inside. Blindly, it slipped under the edge of the first bill, paused as her eyes locked with his, then skipped down a dozen more.  Her thumb joined in, and together they angled the small pile outward, presenting the top corner of bills toward Hank’s chin.

He strained his neck to look down at what she was showing him, then met her gaze once more.  A moment of silence passed between them—his dick throbbing, her eyes smouldering with the heat of the feminine power brewing within, his clouded by lust.  Then, she sighed, inching away from his dick. Her fingers remained on the bills. “I don’t know, Hank. I’m not sure this feels right.”  She drew a breath, her breasts floating upward as her chest swelled. “Do you really want me to have this?”

Mph!” The sound came out low and frustrated.  He just wanted her hand back on his dick.  He wanted more than that, but was more than happy to get that hand of hers back into action.  He nodded, then again more vigorously.

She stared impassively, not moving.  Finally, as he began to frown in confused frustration, she explained it to him in simple words his long-empty-lonely-road-pussy-starved brain could fathom.  “Beg me, Hank.”

Dammit!  He hesitated, despite his need for more of that small, lithe hand. Then, he reasoned that he wasn’t begging like she had outlined in the bet.  He wasn’t giving her everything.  There were still plenty of bills in that wallet.  He’d wet his dick in her, then move on to all that pussy waiting for a man like him in Vegas.  He’d get this little tart piece of cake, and he’d eat it too!

“Jesus, yes! Just take it!”

She didn’t move, and then Hank clued in.

“Lila… please… take it!”

She slowly removed the bills, folded them, and slipped them into the purse that floated over the side of her hip.  Hank winked, knowing that while it wasn’t his first wink of the night, the ladies couldn’t resist it.  He tugged slightly on his bindings.  He really needed her not to resist it!

Lila left the wallet where it lay on his chest, and without a word, mounted his face again. Her hand remained motionless as she began to grind into his mouth.  Faster.  Harder.  Message clear—use that tongue, and then you can concern yourself with what my hand is or isn’t doing.

She tasted sweet and pure.  Like the summer morning’s rays shining brightly through heavy dew drops laden with the all-natural juice of all that was heaven on earth.  That they were delivered upon flower petals of the devil’s wiles was of no concern to him.  His tongue dove deep, dragging itself along the upper inside of her pussy so that as it came out, it lapped over her now-swollen clit.

She moaned, ground harder, then reached for his cock.  Slowly, right out of the gate this time, with no fast strokes, she began to work his shaft.  In no time at all, he was thrusting upward but to no avail.  The higher his hips rose, the lighter she gripped him, and the faster her hand moved away.  He tried valiantly, but no matter what he did, he just couldn’t get anything more than what she was willing to give.

With a frustrated roar into her wet pussy, he yanked upward in a desperate attempt to grab her hand and hold it where it was teasing him with where it could be.  The white satin ribbon shimmered in the crass neon light, delicate and pretty, but it would not yield.  Its feminine beauty was stronger than his manly want.  His own belt worked with it to hold his wrists over his head.  He was helpless.  Like a damsel in (sexually frustrated) distress, but the damsel was riding his face, and emptying his wallet, and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.

She froze mid-thrust onto his face, her pussy forming a perfect seal over his mouth and nose.  She waited, hand still.  One leg twitched, then the other, and a moment later both began to dance for air.  Then, as his situation became clear and he finally relaxed his arms back down into the sheets, she resumed fucking his face.  He gulped frantic breaths of air in between lapping at her clit with every forward stroke of her mound against his mouth.

Lila moaned, high on her sexual power and what was originally his unwitting, and was now his unwilling, submission to her pleasure and her whims.  She tugged on his dick a few times, then hopped off his face onto his chest.  This time, her fingernail trailed halfway down the thickness of the stack of bills before stopping.  She looked at him wordlessly and raised a questioning eyebrow.

Hank nodded without hesitation, his tongue scraping every molecule of her juices from his lips, eager for more.  His dick quivered hopefully, its little brain telling him to lie the fuck still and do whatever it took to pop the cork on the too-long unsatisfied swollen nutsack between his legs.

With a wicked grin, she withdrew the stack of bills.  He watched through a foggy haze of need as she took her time placing them alongside their friends in her purse.  She leaned over, letting her hair fall around his face, reducing his world to the endless depths of her eyes and the promise of her lips.  Those lips hovered over his, as his ragged breaths mixed with the calm, controlled rhythm of hers.

“Are you ready for a big finish, Hank?”

“Yes!”  He inched his lips toward hers, trying to cross the infinitesimal space between them, but this wasn’t her first kiss.

Lila pulled back, cupping his cheeks as she looked down at him, her own face flushed. Her eyes blazed with an inner fire, the trace of condescending pity doing nothing to quell their heat.  Men like Hank, who found themselves in their truck with Lila, were asking for exactly what they got, and the flames overwhelmed all else as she spoke.

“OK, Hank. Just remember our bet.”

Now it was her turn to wink. Her confidence contrasted with the innocence her youth implied as she glided down his body. His cock surged toward the heat beneath her dress as it passed over, but failed to brush against him on the way by.  She settled on his thighs, with her hands on his hips and her eyes on his. 

Hank closed his eyes, confident that pretty little mouth of hers was about to get busy and finally show him some real action.  He felt her body shift to the side, heard the ice cubes clink in the bucket, but didn’t register it until a moment later.  His eyes shot open and his arms yanked violently upward, only to be abruptly halted by his own unyielding belt.

“What the fuck?!”

He looked down at his rapidly shrinking dick, cocooned in handfuls of ice gripping it. He tried to buck her off, but she shifted one hand down to his balls and squeezed.  Hard.

Lila stared at him in silence, her hand doing all the talking.  When he stilled, she brought it back to his dick, scooping up the cubes she’d dropped in her haste to subdue him.

What is she doing?  He didn’t move, as his confused mind tried to catch up with his body currently responding to the five-alarm warning going off between his legs.  She adjusted her grip to ensure he was fully wrapped in her chilling embrace, then looked up and locked eyes with him.  Her lips pressed together into a merciless smile.  The beauty that could burn the sun now froze his heart as he struggled weakly against the satin ribbons binding him.  It wasn’t so much of a struggle as it was a subconscious movement of disbelief that he couldn’t stop her from doing whatever it was she planned to do.

“I know you thought you were going to fuck me tonight”—she let go of his dick and reached inside her small purse, pulling out a steel cock cage, the mating ends on the ring now visible to him—“but I’m going to give you something better than a quick fuck.” She leaned down, and too late, he realized what the key around her neck was for.  She adjusted the cage and locked it onto the ring, his shrivelled member sliding easily into its new home. “Or at least, better for me.”

The key slipped from her fingers, dangling freely from its chain over his dick that was most certainly no longer free.  She moved up his body.  With his cock out of the way, she dragged her mound over the cage and mashed her lips against it.  Now it was her turn to close her eyes.

The heat of her pussy quickly seeped into him, and his dick began to swell, ignoring the confines of its prison.  She moaned and ground into him as he stared incredulously—first at her, then down at the cage that was quickly reminding him just how desperate his situation had become.

“Lila!” He grunted loudly to her as his cock surged against the steel imprisoning it, then groaned.  Low and drawn-out, it came from deep within, where the primal beast cried for freedom and railed against the unnatural hell it was being thrust into.

She looked down at him, hips in constant motion, working the cage as far into her swollen lips as possible. She opened his wallet and tugged out the remaining bills, angling the corner of the stack toward him. She rocked back and forth, side to side, micro-thrusts pressing his caged dick back into his body in a cruel parody of fucking him.  Or, as his little brain saw it, a promise of what could be if the big brain only said yes to whatever she wanted.

He hesitated, unsure exactly what he was showing appreciation for, but at this point, he had nothing to lose compared to what he wanted to gain.  Thoughts of sex, hell, thoughts of cumming, were long gone.  He tugged discreetly at the satin ribbon, just wanting to be free of this fucked-up diner and the siren who haunted its booths.  He nodded, then his body got ahead of its reality and thrust his hips up into her.  It was all the action he could get in the moment, and sadly for him, it took two to dance.  His mind shorted out at the ludicrousness of what his reflexive reaction was propelling his hips to do.  But his mind’s eye pictured his cock, uncaged and deep inside her, and therefore his hips didn’t miss a beat.

The last of his money disappeared into her purse, and a phone appeared in their stead as she shifted down to perch over his knees. Deftly plucking his driver’s license from the wallet and laying it on his chest so both he and his ID looked back at her, she snapped a picture—of his face, of his wrists bound with her soft, delicate ribbon, and of his cock encased in steel by her resolute will.

She put away her phone and maneuvered back onto his cage before he could do more than huff out a barely intelligible, “What the fuck?” as he struggled uselessly beneath her.  Her lips, dripping with the uninhibited power she wielded over him, slithered over the smooth dome. The inferno between her legs burned uncontrolled as she entered the victory lap with the hapless fool beneath her, seducing his cock into surging toward her like a moth to flame.  He bucked, and this time she let him feel all that he could. She knew it was very little, but it was important for him to now learn to appreciate the slightest pleasure in whatever form she allowed.  Her cunt gushed with the juices he’d never again taste as she came.  They seeped into his cage and did nothing to soothe the swollen, tortured flesh within. He cursed as she gyrated, and together they made the truck’s sleeper rock.

Mary looked out past the silent men sitting respectfully in their booths, to Hank’s rig, now dancing lockstep with him to a beat she knew Lila was conducting.  She smiled to herself as the photo of Hank appeared on her phone.  Men like him made it too damn easy for women like them to own.

A drunken confession of a desire to be ruled by her will, involving something called a ‘chastity cage’ by her first and last husband, had changed her life.  He’d been an asshole from day one, but she’d married too young, and back then hadn’t known she could do better.  His confessed kink was at odds with his general behaviour, but she wasn’t about to question a gift horse.  She was a quick learner and had shared all she’d learned about the power of the key, and the will of the woman holding it, with Lila.  When her now ex-husband had lost his job and was no longer of use to her, the sisters had all the knowledge they needed to ensure a future without want.  For them.

To a one, the men seated before her, eyes lowered and not daring to presume anything more than to hope to please, had been easy prey. Long, empty miles, and too much solo time with their hands had sealed their fate long before either she or her sister tempted them with The Bet.  They took turns.  Some nights it was Lila, with her innocent appearance.  On others, it was wicked Mary, wearing shiny black pleather shorts and corset, with nude nylons gliding over her smooth thighs.  When one was the star of the show, the other dressed down as plain as could be.  It was important to keep the prey focused to better set the hook.

The men always lost the bet.  How could they not?  They were men.  And when a man’s need met a woman’s will, the beguiling woman, the intelligent woman, the empowered woman, won every time.

One photo was all it ever took to seal the deal.  Who among the manly men seated before her—like Hank, they’d all thought they were God’s gift to women—would want a picture like that appearing on their socials?  Mary knew that right about now, Lila was explaining the situation to Hank and the expectations the girls had for him.  Respect at all times, of course.  That, and never, and they truly meant never, looking at them directly, or speaking, for that matter, without permission.  As the rocking of the truck sleeper slowed and then ceased, she knew the most important rule had been laid out for Hank.  Lila would have done it with a slender finger, slick with the precum dripping from the end of his cage. The finger would have hovered over the ‘send’ button, perhaps coming alarmingly close to touching it, before he’d succumbed.

To their logic, they were in so many ways making the lives of these men better, all while enriching their own. They gave these men something they had never before experienced.  Focus, a burning need to please, and to be a good boy.  If they were lucky, and that was a rare occasion, they would be allowed a glimpse of their past life.

Of freedom.

Of erections.

Of cumming.

Not of penetration though.  After all, letting out too much leash was best left to fantasy.

All in all, Lila and Mary sincerely felt they were giving them an appreciation for the finer things in life.  Even if the lucky man was on his knees in the middle of the diner, for all to see. Pants and underwear around his ankles, the cold indifference of the floor mocking his base needs.  For all to simultaneously scorn and envy.

Human nature made it easier for the others to hide behind scorn than face their own similar predicament, but the overwhelming envy made the scorn taste bitter.  Together they formed a crushing cocktail of emotions, all while the lucky man’s hand jerked with a savage frenzy, the thoughts of those around him be damned.

No one ever watched that month’s lucky winner have to lick up his naughty mess, but they all heard him offer his thanks.  That, and his apology for ‘sullying the floor with his weak male urges’.  Despite the shame and the horror of what he’d been reduced to doing, each and every one of them knew that, given their new outlook on life, the only thing they could do was be grateful.  The alternative was just not an option.  The alternative offered no relief. 

Regardless of who that month’s lucky winner was, who it had been before, or might yet be, they all returned.  And now so would Hank, who was very likely already begging to return this very night.  However, returning wasn’t enough, of which Hank would now undoubtedly have been made well aware, with Lila explaining the most important rule of them all.

Upon his monthly return, he would offer his wide-open wallet to them in appreciation for the opportunity the ladies had provided him.  They would take whatever he offered, every time.  But only if the appreciation offered was deemed acceptable would that man have his name placed in the tip jar.  If his name were then randomly selected, it would be his lucky day.

This monthly commitment wasn’t a new concept to the world of men, but in this diner, it was a world ruled by women.  And in their world, the tithing took on a whole new meaning.

The End
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