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"We've been here before, haven't we?" he continued, waiting impatiently as he leaned on his cane. 

I had never thought of Mr. Trevor as an attractive man. He was too muscular and too alpha. He was the type of guy who would marry a woman and demand she stay at home so he could take care of her. But right now, as he teased and taunted her, I felt my insides clenching and crossed my legs to hide my desire. 

"Yes," she said, wrapping her arms around herself. The crowd around her was waiting with their breaths held.

She gasped when Tommy, the burly bouncer, grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto the betting table.

Her new position allowed us to see every inch of her naked body. She must be in her early twenties. Her skin was smooth and soft and her lips parted in a soft 'oh' that made her look even more desirable. She crossed her legs in embarrassment and had wrapped and arm around her breasts to cover her perky nipples. 

"Mary," Trevor's voice was a growl of warning that vibrated through the room.

She looked around and realized that she had captured the attention of every men and women in the casino. "What do I do?" she asked, her voice trembling as much as her fingers. 

"Turn around and open your legs wide," he ordered. 

She took a deep breath and turned around on all fours. 

"Lie down," he instructed. 

"Yes, sir," she whimpered, trembling in a mixture of fear and arousal. 

"Tie her wrists and ankles," he said, suddenly looking at me. My brain wouldn't focus and I started at him numbly. I felt like I was in a dream; everything was so surreal and unbelievable. He must have seen the apprehension in my eyes, since he repeated the instruction slowly.

My body surged into action and I quickly pulled the tablecloths we had hidden beneath the table and used it to tie her hands and feet to the edges of the table. It was surreal to feel such soft skin on my fingertips. I lingered on her ankles and had to be tougher, since she was fighting against me on my last knot. 

The last knot pulled her leg wide open and allowed everyone a perfect view of her dark red clit.  

I couldn't look away even if I wanted to. 

"Like what you see, Casey?" my boss asked, his voice a deep murmur that made me tremble. 

"Yes, sir," I replied honestly. 

He looked stunned for a moment, then quickly regained his composure. "You're going to enjoy the show, then," he said. 
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The Casino In The Hotel
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The rich played by a different sort of rules. I learned that firsthand when I started working in a casino. 

Amoureux de L'argent, a direct and fairly bad translation for 'Lover of money'. It was a quaint place hidden beneath the skyscrapers in the city. The five-story building had a reception area past the front door that looked like a former haunted house entryway. It was a dimly lit by a fireplace in the center of the room that had not been cleaned since the building had been constructed a dozen years ago. Soot drifted from the fireplace and spilled outwards, creating a dirty halo around it. 

Chairs lined the sides of the walls, like a queue doctor's office that will see to you when they're ready. They were, quite simply, the most uncomfortable chairs that was available in the world, much like airline seats that made it so that you could never truly lean back without bumping your head to a headrest that was too far forward.

At the end of the twin rows of chairs was a large brown desk, almost  entirely concealed by the pillar that made the fireplace from the front door. Sitting behind the desk was an old lady who smoked enough to keep the area filled with second-hand smoke 24/7. She barely understood English, but would insist you get a room in the hotel if you were to come in. I knew it was just a front. Her command of the English Language was impeccable.

"Hotel room for two?" she would parrot, regardless of how many people would walk into that front door. 

"Oh, no thank you," the stranger would absolutely say, because nobody was stupid enough to spend two thousand dollars for a two-star hotel like this one. That was for the best, since the hotel was just a front for what was really going on in Room 215. 

Although, I had seen people throw down two thousand dollars for a hotel room before. Once or twice every few months, really, but it happens nevertheless. Oftentimes, it was the clueless tourists with little math skills that would pay for the night. 

We do have rooms available - a fair number of them, in fact - just in case of this possibility. What's a front if it is unable to conceal what we actually do? The tourists would be inevitably disappointed, however, since the rooms were barely worth one-tenth of the money paid. It was only big enough to have on queen-sized bed and had a bathroom that doubled as a toilet and tripled as a powder room. It was small enough to fit only one. 

As if to cut a final scar on the already horrible experience, we did not serve food. Instead, we would order from the nearby food trucks and charge you triple. 

In short, everything about Amoureux de L'argent made sure you would never want to spend a penny here.  

Unless you know exactly what you're looking for. 

"Hotel room for two?" the old woman asked, not bothering to look up from her novel. 

"Only if you're paying," I said with a light smile. She looked up immediately, recognizing my voice. 

She looked me over and frowned, "You don't look ready for work." I was wearing a long gown that had a slit on the left side. It showed off my long legs. My brown hair, normally tied into a neat knot, was loose and flowed over my shoulders. I had even gotten through the trouble of applying makeup.  

"I'm not here for work," I said simply. 

She shrugged. It was none of her business. "Rules are rules, Casey. Hotel room for two?" she repeated and waited patiently for me to answer. 

My mind blanked for a moment before I realized that I had to say the codes. "Oh!" I took a sharp intake of breath. I was already spoiling this. "Is room 215 available?" I asked, repeating the same message I had heard night after night. 

"Of course," she nodded. "What are you going to do in room 215?" 

"Eat, sleep, and drink," I said. 

"Good," she nodded again, then handed me a keycard. "Have fun and don't overdo it," she warned. 

I smiled and nodded. 

I walked briskly towards the lift that would bring me to the second floor. My heart thumped against my chest rapidly and I took a deep breath once I was all alone. 

It had been a good year and a half since I divorced my husband and a year and a half since I've last had sex. When I first saw what happened to women who lost in the casino, I was mesmerized. 

It had come as a big surprise for me, the first time. When the woman ran out of money to gamble, she turned to me, her eyes wide as saucers, and suggested we get the manager. 

I was confused, but did as I was told. People who had access to the casino had money and I knew she was a regular here. 

"Someone asked for me, you say?" Trevor grinned a half-looped grin that made me think he was born in the wrong century and into the wrong profession. Well, semi-right profession. He would've fared well as a drug lord in the Mafia gang. 

His suit hugged to his body snugly and looked like it was designed by a master craftsman who was equally lost to the change of times. He wore a long-tailed tuxedo that flowed as he walked past me, his cane opening the door with an expertise that surprised me. 

"Mary, Mary, Mary," he tut-tutted, seeing a familiar face at the table. "What kind of trouble are you in this time?" 

"I need money," she confessed. 

"Well, you know the drill," he grinned wider, holding his arms wide open. 

It had been a busy night and there were a good two dozen people around us, but they all seemed to know what was happening. A circle formed around her quickly and she gulped, but nodded. "I know what to do." 

He took a long look at her, as if drinking in the sight of her body wrapped in a sequin silver dress. The silver of the material clashed against her dark skin, but she seemed to be able to pull it off rather well. Mary was the only black female customer we had and she was gorgeous. 
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