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Chapter 1
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Doubling Down on JoAnne

(Lovely Miss Gagen didn’t know my friend was a real magician with cards... OR what two words the big sign she’d end up holding by the side of a busy highway would say... in big, BOLD letters.)

*
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In retrospect, JoAnne admits that she should have known my friend would be a real trickster with cards. Why else would he have seemed so eager to get her to take a bet, when to her what he proposed to do seemed impossible? And why else would I have been smirking the whole time?

“Let me get this straight...” she said to him as he held the deck in front of her. “I get to shuffle the cards. I get to cut the cards. And you need to keep guessing the right card until you guess wrong... OR I tell you to stop?”

“That’s right.”

“What’s the catch?”

“There’s no catch.”

“What do I get if I win?”

“Five hundred dollars.”

“What happens if I lose?”

“All you have to do is hold up a sign next to the road at the location of my choosing.”

“Where’s that?”

“As I said, the location of my choosing.”

“In front of your store?” JoAnne asked, knowing that my friend ran an adult video store.

“No.”

“Is it to promote your store?”

“Absolutely.”

“Hmmmm,” JoAnne hummed. “How long?”

“If I keep guessing right, for as many days as the cards I guessed right... starting from 9 AM to 5 PM.”

JoAnne’s first mistake: not pouncing on that word “starting”.

“Hmmmmm,” JoAnne hummed again.

“But, as soon as I guess wrong, you win, and you win $500 without penalty.”

“No need to hold the sign.”

“That’s right. No need to hold the sign.”

“What’s to keep me from just keeping you guessing until you lose?”

“Nothing,” Ken smiled. “But remember... you owe me one day for each card I guess right.”

“I see,” Jo hummed a third time.

“But just hold the sign.”

“Well...” he said... and THIS is where JoAnne should have known to back out... “the sign is advertising something. So, I’ll need you to take care of each customer who stops to ask about it.”

“Take care of them.”

“Answer their questions, and such. In other words, once they’re satisfied the ad isn’t a hoax, you’re done with them.”

Mistake #2: hearing the words “and such”, instead of the cleverly disguised “and suck”, achieved by completely de-emphasizing the final letter ‘k’.

JoAnne thought one more minute.

“Right there by the side of the road. I don’t need to go into your shop and blow them or anything.”

“You’ll take care of them right there and then... without moving from that spot.”

JoAnne looked over at me.

“What does the sign say? Can I see it?”

Ken shook his head.

JoAnne looked over at me again.

Again, she KNEW my friend ran an adult video store and that there were secret gloryhole booths inside – a gloryhole is a hole guy’s poke their cocks through to be sucked. But if she just got to stand by the side of the road... what harm could come from that.

Two more things she DIDN’T know...

One, though she’d need to remain in that exact same spot for the full eight hours, to start, she would NOT be standing the whole time.

And two, Ken’s “location of my choosing” was just outside the city limits but also outside the county’s jurisdiction, where neither city nor county police could do anything but... maybe... give her a totally toothless warning they couldn’t even begin to follow up on.

She could literally be on her knees giving blowjobs 24/7 right by the side of the road and there was NOTHING anyone could do to stop her without facing criminal charges themselves.

Mind you... who would EVER trick her into doing something like THAT???

“Hey... if you lose, I’ll take you out before you start and buy you a really nice pair of jeans and top and heels to go to work in,” I offered.

“NO price limit?”

“Absolutely NO price limit.”

Jo smiled. There was a pair of vintage Jordache jeans she wanted to buy online that cost $150 and could be delivered in 2-3 days, if I agreed to pay for that too.

“If I buy the jeans online, I can wait until they come in?” she asked me.

“ABSOLUTELY. AND I’ll pay for next-day delivery.” I added: “I KNOW the jeans you want, and I’ll order them right now. As long as you take the bet, you’ll get the jeans for you either way. Either way, you win, Jo.”

THAT clinched it.

“Can I make sure you order the ones I want and right size?”

“ABSOLUTELY!”

And within five minutes, Jo was smiling ear-to-ear in the knowledge that the jeans she’d been yearning for, for months, were only one day away from being hers.

“Okay,” she finally said to Ken. “Give me those cards!”

It was after Ken had guessed eight cards correctly in a row that JoAnne gave up.

“You’re cheating!” she accused him.

“Of COURSE I’m cheating,” he admitted. “You never said I couldn’t.”

She harrumphed! 

“Okay. Eight days holding a sign in front of your store?”

“Yup. But double or nothing if I guess heads or tails right and YOU get to give me the coin.”

“ANY coin?” she asked, already taking the bait.

“At least a quarter is best, because smaller coins are harder to flip, see and catch.”

“And you’ll flip it really high.”

“Up to the ceiling.”

“Okay. Double or nothing.”

“How about an even two weeks if I guess right... two days less than double?”

“Deal! But I want that coin up to the ceiling and spinning.”

“You got it!” he said, and flipped the quarter Jo had given him as high as the ceiling. It almost hit.”

“Okay...” he said, a few seconds later with the flipped coin in his hand. “Let me think.”

JoAnne waited.

“Heads,” he then said.

And let’s just say that ‘heads’ turned out not only to be right, but insanely appropriate, given the sign Ken handed JoAnne a few seconds after that.

“FREE BLOWJOBS????” JoAnne asked, a bit snidely. “Who’s giving them?”

“You!”

“Hey!!!” JoAnne protested. “You said I could just stand where I was the whole time. I can’t blow anyone if I’m just standing there. And what if the police show up.”

“I never said stand. I said you’d need to STAY where you are. Dropping to your knees is DEFINITELY part of this.”

And then he explained the police bit.

“Were YOU in on this?” she then asked me.

“Who? Me???” I asked, feigning innocence very badly.

“On my knees sucking the cocks of horny men passing by in their cars by the side of the road for fourteen days.”

“Only those who stop and ask you to,” I corrected her.

“You two are RATS!!!” she said, pouting.

“So... you’ll DO it!”

Suddenly, Jo laughed. “Sure. It’ll be fun!”

And, somehow, having known Jo for as long as I had, I KNEW that’s what she’d eventually say.
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JoAnne’s Mouth Fits ALL!

The plan, then, was for me to take JoAnne shopping for one cute top and one sexy pair of spike heels to go with her new jeans on the same day they arrived – or the next day if they arrived late – and for Jo to be put to work the day after that.

JoAnne also tried to negotiate with Ken to work three five-day weeks (15 days), followed by a Monday, rather than 16 days straight, so she could fit in all her regular customers on the two days per week she had off.

“Why don’t we notify all your customers where you’ll be and offer them free blowjobs too?”

Jo thought a moment.

“Still 16 days?” she asked.

“Well... since we’re accommodating your regulars for you, how about working a full month... ... and start next Monday,” he asked, “which is also the first day of the month. That way I can advertise you on my website as being available all of September”.

“So, it won’t just be guys happening to see my sign,” she said to him, scoldingly.

“I never said it WOULD be,” he shrugged.

Jo continued to purse her lips at him for several seconds... but then started laughing.

“Sure... being your free blowjob girl for all of September will be fun!”

(I KNEW she’d say that).

And so did Ken: “So, you’re willing to give free blowjobs every day in September?” he asked, slyly.

“Absolutely!” JoAnne replied, perhaps not noticing the ‘every day in September’ trap she’d just stepped into (or noticing but not caring).

“Hey, Jo!” I told her. “You could add that to your resume: BB Adult Videos free blowjob girl.”

And once again, Jo laughed.

We were lucky: JoAnne’s jeans arrived early in the afternoon the very next day.

And JoAnne was thrilled to open the package and see that I bought her TWO pairs of vintage Jordache jeans – almost identical except for one being slightly darker blue and the two having a slightly different stitch pattern on the back pockets – as well as one pair of light blue satin jeans.
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