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Sally swirls her fingers over the top of her empty glass as she sits at the bar of the Grand La Fonte Casino & Night Club, the last remaining pieces of ice having long since melted into water. The black marble counter gleams with the blazing lights of open tables and stripper poles. Just another day at her favorite gambling den. She releases a soft sigh, surveying the entrance for newcomers, looking for novices and easy prey. It might not be sporting, but a girl has to make bank somehow.

Her favourite targets are arrogant fools who think they’re better than her. They usually find out the hard way that she’s been in the game for far longer. There isn’t a single card game she isn’t familiar with. Risk and challenge are her bread and butter. The only thing she absolutely despises is being caught off guard and put on the back foot. The times she'd been caught flat-footed at a betting table could be counted on a single hand. She plans to keep it that way.

Her lips curl into a smirk as she sees someone new pass security and step into the casino floor proper: a blonde woman wearing a sparkling red dress, her poise confident, sharp, and business savvy. The kind of look you only get from experience. An elaborate diamond necklace adorns her, complemented by a slick, black fedora with a paper-thin veil. Her elegant clothes scream of wealth and deep pockets. 

Sally sucks in a breath just looking at her. Slender curves, long legs, and a body to die for. Black, open-toed heels click rhythmically against the floor as the wealthiest-looking woman she’s seen in months saunters up to the front cage, sliding over a piece of paper and a card. She looks as if she could buy the whole casino and tear it down just by signing a check.

Sally barely has enough time to gulp the water in her glass when she looks up to see a large stack of poker chips being slid over to the woman, and Sally nearly chokes. A stack of ten orange chips is pushed out, worth five thousand each, alongside purple chips that reach the double digits as if they were going out of fashion. Each chip is effortlessly swept into the woman’s leather purse. Rich doesn’t even begin to describe it.

The perfect target, Sally realizes, her chest tightening with an immediate spike of adrenaline. 

The woman turns and walks toward the bar with a confidence that seems to bend the room to her will. Intimidation had never stopped Sally before, but she freezes under the newcomer's oppressive aura.

"Is this where a girl has to go to find some real action?" the blonde asks, bypassing the bartender entirely to lock her piercing blue gaze directly onto Sally. She flicks a single blue chip onto the counter, letting it spin to a stop.

Sally’s breath catches in her throat, but she forces her smirk back into place. “If you’re looking for a real game, I can help with that.” She reaches over for the fallen chip without thinking.

The woman catches her wrist, her hand slender and strong. Sally’s pulse speeds up, flustered and nervous. The warmth of the woman’s skin runs across the length of Sally’s wrist.

“Is that so?” The woman’s painted red lips thin as she looks Sally up and down, a bemused, wicked smile playing across them.

“It depends,” Sally says, playing it calm while being anything but. "What sort of games are you hoping for? Poker, Blackjack, Baccarat, Craps?" She leans to the edge of her seat, the hard leather cushion pushing against her heated crotch.

The woman looks Sally over with deep amusement, her bright blue eyes catching the purple glow of the dance stage beside them.

“What do I want? Before I saw you, the answer was simple. But now...” The woman plants a finger on Sally’s chest. “I want you.”

Sally tries not to sputter, her breathing hitching as the woman’s finger trails down her chest.

"T-That’s quite the proposition, Miss..." Sally stammers, desperately trying to project confidence even as her heart pounds a mile a minute, utterly bewitched.

“You may call me Rosanna,” the rich woman says, then leans close, her heated breath dancing across Sally’s earlobe. “Are you interested?”

A sudden thrill sparks through Sally’s veins.

“Y-Yes. I mean, yes, Rosanna,” Sally stammers, her voice breathy and warm. 

The towering woman looks over Sally, poised and entirely in control. Her sly expression makes every pore in Sally’s body quiver.

“I love a good girl who is up for a challenge,” Rosanna says. She trails her gaze across Sally’s outfit. “For someone of your quick disposition, a game of Blackjack should be right up your alley. Best of five. I’ll be the dealer.” 

“Blackjack? But the dealer has all the advantages.”

“And so I shall,” Rosanna muses, pursing her crimson lips. “But you won’t be playing with money if you lose, dear. No. I want something only you can provide.”

Sally’s heart skips a beat, her eyes widening. “And what is that?”

The woman presses a finger on Sally’s collarbone. “I want you,” she says with a smile, “as my obedient pet.”

Sally’s mouth slips open in pure shock as the woman draws a fingernail down the center of her breasts. Rosanna’s piercing gaze strips Sally’s soul bare, her clothes fading to a mere illusion under her intense blue eyes.

“And if I win?” Sally asks.

“Then you get ten of these.” Rosanna flashes just two orange casino chips between her fingertips, each worth five thousand dollars.

Sally blinks and almost stumbles back. Fifty thousand dollars? At the risk of becoming this woman’s pet? It would be insane to accept. It’d be even more insane not to. All her debts, all her worries, erased in an instant. The odds would be stacked against her, but she’s never let that stop her before.

“I-I agree,” Sally says, the words rushing out. “Let’s shake on it.”

“Of course, dear.” Rosanna wears an unsettling smirk and holds out her hand.

Without letting herself second-guess it, Sally accepts the handshake. Rosanna’s fingers wrap around hers in a strong grip that instantly overwhelms her own.

"We have a deal, pet." Rosanna leans in, whispering directly into her ear, “I’m sure you wouldn’t mind something close and intimate now that we’ve agreed to our game.”

“N-Not at all,” Sally stammers, a fierce blush staining her cheeks.

“Good girl. Let’s get ourselves a private table,” Rosanna muses. She slips a hand underneath Sally’s jeans and panties, her fingers firmly cupping the curves of her backside. The sensation stirs warmth deep inside Sally’s core. Her body quivers, bending into Rosanna’s touch with a needy, perverse desire.

“Yes, Rosanna,” Sally murmurs, the shockingly cool tips of the woman’s fingers pressing against her heated skin.

For the first time in four years, Sally feels out of her depth, her body surrendering to Rosanna’s confident, possessive touch while being led toward the greatest gamble of her life.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Two

[image: ]


Sally struggles to maintain a mask of calm as she’s led through the casino’s grand foyer. Rosanna’s warm hand brazenly sinks underneath Sally’s jeans, its firm pressure against her skin making her legs tremble with every step. If she wasn’t out in the foyer, it wouldn’t be that bad, but as Sally passes a cluster of high-rollers, she ducks her head away to avoid recognition. She swallows a heady breath. Her arms press tight against her body. 

She tries to look casual, but even a passing glance her way sends a bolt of panic through her, only for Rosanna’s cool, commanding touch to guide her forward. It’s completely mortifying, and wildly arousing. 

Her frantic heartbeat matches the chime of the nearby slot machines. On a small stage, a gorgeous red-headed stripper finishes taking off her bra, flashing her petite breasts towards a cheering crowd. Sally swallows hard, realizing she is entering a similar world, leaving behind her usual gambling den and well-trod paths to travel towards the salacious underbelly of the Grand La Fonte Casino, where a defeat will have her as Rosanna’s property. 

She catches her breath as Rosanna’s fingers stroke her sensitive valley, deliberately teasing her senses. They navigate long, angular corridors, passing by dining tables and restrooms, before slipping past a private corridor labeled VIP Rooms. An intoxicating scent wafts through the air, rich, musky, and heavy with cologne and perfume.

“Booth two-oh-five,” Rosanna says. “We’re here.” She sweeps away the heavy red curtains. “This will do perfectly.” Rosanna smiles as she looks inside, slipping her fingers free from Sally’s jeans to give her a firm nudge into the tight space.

Sally steps inside, a fresh wave of nervous anticipation washing over her. The walls of the VIP booth seem to close around her, cushioning her in velvety red. A circular black leather couch curves around a polished center table. Framed artwork lines the walls, depicting playing cards, whips, and riding crops. 

The space is dimly lit by a small chandelier hanging from the ceiling, crafted from gilded metal and faux crystals that pale in comparison to the genuine jewels adorning Rosanna’s necklace. But the casino owners got one thing right: the seating. As Sally slides onto the couch, the black leather sinks beneath her weight, molding perfectly to her body. It’s definitely not the largest of booths. Cozy enough to be intimate, daring enough to be salacious.

Only a velvet curtain separates them from the other half of the casino, the throbbing bass, the cheering crowds, and the flash of the neon outside. Sally’s heart drums against her ribs as Rosanna slides into the booth right beside her, cutting off her only avenue of escape.

Rosanna gives Sally a delectable wink, setting her hat and purse onto the table. "Enjoying yourself? Your cheeks are already boiling red." 

“What do you mean? I’m perfectly fine.”

“Keep telling yourself that, dear,” Rosanna
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