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The night that changed my life forever, the night that some would say began my descent into darkness and debauchery, started off rather dull. When I began my late-night shift, the casino was already dead, even for a weeknight. I sighed inwardly, steeling myself for eight hours of boredom and meager tips. I hoped the weekend would be busy enough to make up for it, rent was coming due soon.

The blinking lights and beeps of the slot machines clamored for the attention of the scarce patrons. On slow nights like this, the machines looked like they were trying too hard. There was something pathetic about the opulence of the room when it lacked the crush of chattering bodies. Marble columns and floor-to ceiling mirrors, chandeliers and patterned rugs—it was a temple that lacked worshippers. 

I was a couple of hours into my shift when I saw her. I always thought that literally stopping in your tracks the first time you saw someone was a cliché, until it happened to me. Luckily, I was not carrying a tray of drinks at the time. 

It was not uncommon for customers to come dressed to the nines here, but she was truly a work of art. She was perfectly put together, meticulous in every detail. Her blonde hair piled atop her head, with not a hair out of place. Smoky eyeshadow, false lashes, thick but precise eyeliner. Flawless skin and contoured cheeks. Long, manicured, red-painted fingernails. Expensive jewelry draping her neck, dangling from her ears. Her high collar and plunging neckline suggested danger. Like she was the type of woman who would lure you into an alley and turn you into a vampire. 

She was sitting alone in the corner at a slot machine at the end of an empty row, taking leisurely drags from her cigarette as she watched the numbers turn. She was sitting in my section, so I had no choice but to go up and introduce myself to her, and to see if she needed anything. Sometimes I wonder what might have happened if she had sat somewhere else that night. 

Self-consciously I adjusted my skimpy uniform. I had never been a fan of them, the gold sequins felt cheesy and over-the-top to me. It’s not that I minded wearing sexy outfits when I was in the mood for it. But having a uniform that put my body on display while being expected to politely laugh off rude sexualized comments should have a higher pay grade, in my opinion.

I wore it every night, so I was used to it. Yet somehow I felt more exposed than normal as I approached her, more aware of my pushed-up cleavage, and the way the skirt didn’t fully cover my ass. Why did she have to be so fucking stunning? And obviously rich. I felt cheap and trashy in comparison. I hoped I wouldn’t freeze in nervousness, unable to say anything. Why did the very thought of talking to her make my heart pound so hard? I wasn’t usually like this.

“Hi, my name is Eva, I’ll be taking care of you tonight. Can I get you a drink?” Luckily the habit of repetition kicked in, and my voice sounded almost normal.

She turned her eyes towards me, deliberately looking up and down in a way that made me blush and shift uncomfortably. I knew she could see the flush across my chest, and she smiled as her eyes caught mine, trapping me like a helpless animal. Her very presence oozed a sort of unashamed wickedness.
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