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Shelly sits at a slot machine in the Sands casino, sipping a Cosmopolitan and looking at her watch. Her husband is late again leaving her, his beautiful blond wife, unattended in the wilds of Las Vegas. She glances around the room, and her eyes fall on the nearby roulette table. A man who looks a lot like James Bond smiles at her, martini in hand. She pictures him telling the bartender “Shaken, not stirred,” as if martinis aren't all shaken with ice. As if every bartender hasn’t heard that line a million times before and wished, for just a moment, that he could put his fist through the jerk’s face.
But clearly, the bartender here is a good sport, because the Bond look-alike has gotten his martini, sans black eye, and sports a devilish grin on his face to boot. He flips a hand carelessly through his sandy hair, then places his bet on red to win. The color of sin, the color of lust. Shelly raises her glass in his direction and winks. He raises an eyebrow and blows her a kiss.
She catches it in her hand and watches with amusement as the croupier announces he has won. Mr. B motions to some lackey to collect his winnings and walks towards Shelly, entirely self-assured.
“Might I have the pleasure of your company for a cocktail?” he asks when he arrives at her side. He is so suave, so totally confident in this proposal that she can hardly say no. So she doesn’t. She merely smiles, accepts his arm and walks with him into the deepest, darkest corner of the casino’s bar.
They sit in a secluded booth, and the set-up begins.
“What'll you have?”
“A Cosmopolitan, please,” she tells the waiter, who has appeared at her elbow.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/103039 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!