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Poker Boy, still a freshly-minted superhero just learning the ropes at the time of this story, runs smack into the charms of someone who knows his secret name, knows who he is.

And won’t let him use his superpowers.

As a red-blooded young man with needs and hormones, Poker Boy must face those challenges in an epic battle of perfect skin, stunning looks, and a hormone-clouded mind. 




 

 

 

 

GODS AREN’T FUNNY

 

 

I was starting to really dread Christmas Eve. 

I mean, do you blame me?  Two Christmas Eves ago my old girlfriend, Julie Downer, came to me for help.  Then she didn’t like my suggestions about what to do, even though I offered to pay for her new boob job.  Eventually she ended up getting her breasts sucked out through her ass by the Silicon Suckers, which needless to say, killed her.  

Makes me shudder just to think about it.

And then last year short Bob showed up in the poker room, knowing he was going to die in the morning, and wanting to leave with ten thousand so that he could go out of the world exactly as he had come in:  Dead Even.

As a poker player, I understood his desire, but his poker playing ability sucked, right along with his bad temper.  I ended up just giving him the ten big ones on a sham bet.  He died right when he said he would.

  So do you blame me for being a little spooked?  Two years in a row someone who had come to me for help on Christmas Eve had died.  And neither of them I could have done anything about, even though during the last year I had wondered if I could have.

Guilt trips are often my strong suit, which I understand from other super heroes, is one of our professional hazards.  We help fifty people, but it’s the one we can’t help that haunts us.  I had two on two successive years that I couldn’t save.  I was in guilt trip heaven.

Now, it was Christmas Eve morning again.  So far no one had shown up, and I was determined to forget Bob and Julie and just have my normal Christmas Eve.

The day dawned bright, the air crisp, the light snow not bothering anyone getting to Spirit Winds Casino.  My plan for this Christmas Eve was the same as I had done for the last dozen or so holidays, at least the ones people didn’t die around me.  

I would go over to the Casino in the early evening, and get into a poker game with the rest of the non-family poker players.  

Many poker players don’t have family, and many of us like it that way, so I had little worries that there wouldn’t be a game.  

I would play until some time in the morning, go home and get some sleep, and be back in the poker room after a turkey dinner in the buffet.  If I timed it right, I would be there for the really good games that always started later Christmas Day.

An aside.  A really good game to a professional poker player like myself is when there are a bunch of people with a lot of money and very little skill.  Those kinds were there to have fun, and I bless them for their goals.  I did everything in my power to have fun right along with them as I took their money.  Late Christmas Day seemed to have an extra number of these types showing up, done with their family obligations and ready to have some fun.
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