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What’s a girl to do when Daddy wants her dead? 

Mortuary Dan, otherwise known as Death himself, just happens to be her father. 

Poker Boy and his team must help the only daughter of Death understand that she might not really die as she turns twenty-one. 

Even though she will. 

Sort of....




 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

I USUALLY FIND the people I’m going to help by accident. Most of us superheroes do, or we are told to help someone by one of our bosses. 

But this time, my sidekick and girlfriend, Patty Ledgerwood, aka Front Desk Girl brought me a person who really needed help.

And I do mean a lot of help if she planned on staying alive more than another few hours.

Actually, Patty sent my boss, Stan, the God of Poker, to get me.

It was a dark and rainy Oregon Saturday night in March. I was dressed and watching a rerun of an old Star Trek show starring the bald actor whose name I can never remember. In an hour or so, I planned on heading over to the casino near the doublewide trailer I called home. I never went near the casino too early on a weekend night, because the players were new and fresh and hadn’t had enough drinks.

I always gave the Saturday players a few hours, and then went over to take the money that they were willing to give to me across the poker table. Even though I was a superhero, I still had to make a living, and playing poker was my way of doing it.

“Knock, knock. Poker Boy, need to talk,” the voice-without-a-body said from the middle of the air in my living room, interrupting a scene with an alien with a forehead problem and some sort of sticky paste-like substance.

I knew the voice. Stan had only been to my home once before for only a second. It wasn’t like him to be polite and actually knock.

“I’m decent,” I said, standing and heading for my superhero costume on the hook by the door. I had on tennis shoes, jeans, and a white Polo shirt, but my costume was my black leather coat and black Fedora-like hat that I never took off in a casino. It helped funnel the power of the casino to me. If Stan was coming to talk to me, I knew I was going to need the costume very quickly.

Stan appeared in the middle of my living room and glanced first at the old television, then the remains of my T.V. dinner on the scarred coffee table, then around at the old 1970s furniture and green shag carpet that had come with the doublewide when it was new.

“We clearly don’t pay you enough,” Stan said, disgusted at what he saw.

“You don’t pay me anything,” I said as I slipped on my coat and hat.

“Oh, yeah, there’s that,” Stan said. “But I know for a fact you have enough in your bank accounts to buy a dozen mansions in every state in the country, with enough left over for a castle in Britain.”

I shrugged. He was right. In about fifty accounts in fifty different banks, I had a vast amount of money. And a ton of investments that seemed to be doing real well when I bothered to check on them. I had won a lot of tournaments and just didn’t spend much money after taxes every year.

“I like it here,” I said. “Keeps me humble.”

“Oh, yeah, Poker Boy humble,” Stan said, laughing. “I bet Patty doesn’t come over often,”

With that he had a point. We always stayed at her wonderful place in Vegas. She had only seen my home once and never come back. Maybe Stan was right, it might be time to upgrade some. When I had the time.

And besides, Patty thought I was a broke gambler. Maybe at some point I should get around to telling her about my money. Not a conversation I was looking forward to.

“To what do I owe this visit?” I asked the God of Poker.

“Just doing a favor for your girlfriend,” Stan said. “She needs your help on a case and she asked me to come get you. Guess there isn’t enough time for you to fly commercial.” Stan just shook his head at my old doublewide. “You know, you could afford a few private jets as well.”

“Or you could teach me the jumping-around-in-space skill,” I said. “Or is that only for gods?”

He shrugged. “Maybe when you’re done helping Patty.”

I was actually surprised at that. I didn’t know I might be able to actually teleport around the world. Of course, I still didn’t know what half my powers were. I was still pretty new at this superhero stuff.
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