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Missing! Laverne, Lady Luck herself. 

Poker Boy, Front Desk Girl, and Screamer chase after every lead, as well as every other Gambling God and hero in the gambling universe. The three of them get to the truth of what happened to Laverne. 

But saving the world from unraveling? Without luck, they may not have the time.




 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

ONE NIGHT, WHILE playing in a great, no-limit game, I was asked if I believed in luck. I said, “Sure, I’ve met her.” That got a laugh and the subject changed.

Now understand that professional poker players like me tend to really downplay the factor of luck in our sport, using the great old saying, “It will all even out.”

I have to admit that I agree with that, even though I sometimes wonder why luck exists at all when a bad player hits a two-outer to beat me out of a few hundred bucks. Particularly when I know I had the best hand going to the last card, and ninety-four-point-four percent of the time I will win that same hand. Correct as far as the math goes, but not very comforting as I watch the idiot player pull my money toward him.

Most people would say in those circumstances that I was unlucky and the idiot was lucky. I never looked at it that way. I just repeated, “It will all even out,” as if I didn’t really believe in luck.

I have to admit, I’ve hit my share of two-outers over the years against other players. But as Poker Boy, one of the only superheroes in the Poker World, I try not to get into hands where the only way I can win is hit one of two cards left in the deck that could win the hand for me. It is just too embarrassing.

So, do I actually believe in luck? Like I said, sure. I’ve met her. And I’m not kidding. And she scared hell out of me.

Her name is Laverne, and she runs everything. She’s the top Gambling God, the CEO of all gambling of all types, including risks in business, health, sports, and life in general. She’s the one woman in the world you would not want mad at you.

I met her right after the big problems with the Ghost Slot machines. She is what you would imagine Lady Luck to be: short, but powerful, brown hair pulled back, with brown eyes that see through everything. She is completely in control of all the Gods of Gambling. She flat scared me speechless when she thanked Front Desk Girl, my sidekick, and me. She said we did a “damn fine” job in rescuing the gambling industry. Then she smiled.

Those who wish “Lady Luck to smile on them” have never actually had it happen. I was trembling so hard that all I could do was nod and just try to stammer out a “Thanks.”

Stan, the God of Poker and my boss, later told me I did just fine. He told me he gets scared every time he has to meet Laverne as well. Usually he just reports to Burt, the God of Casino Operations, who is his boss and second in command of all Gambling Gods under Laverne.

I had hoped to never have a reason to meet Laverne again. I had no idea how long superheroes in the gambling industry lived, but no matter how long it was going to be for me, I did not want to end up in that office of hers again. However, like any poker player, I kept hoping she would “smile” on me every so often from a distance, especially when I stumbled into one of those two-outer situations on the wrong side.

But distance from Lady Luck wasn’t to be an option for me.

It was a calm Christmas Eve.

Christmas Eve always tends to bring me strange problems to solve, weird people to rescue, and once even an old girlfriend with new boobs that she thought aliens wanted. So, wouldn’t you just know that it would be on Christmas Eve that the biggest problem of my short 42 years would come calling.

It was around six-thirty, and I had just finished some darned fine turkey with dressing and gravy in the casino buffet, after which I sat down in a really nice three/five no limit cash game. I lived in a manufactured home about a half-mile from the Native American casino I liked to call my “home casino.” and when home I always ate at the casino, usually in the buffet. For some reason, the cooks there were just better than even my ability to microwave a Hungry Man dinner.

On Christmas Eve in a casino, it is usually only the hardcore players, and this Christmas was no exception. About fourteen guys and two women crowded around two of the eleven poker tables. I would have bet that not a one of us had much family, and clearly none of us had anything better to do on a very cold and damp Tuesday night in December in Oregon.

I had just picked up a pair of nines in late position behind three players who had already limped in. There was just not much for me to do with those cards in that position except call and hope to hit a set. If I tried raising with the nines, anyone who would call me would surely have me beat. But if I got in cheap and hit a third nine on the flop, I could make a bunch of money. So, as I tossed a five dollar chip out in front of me, I felt a hand on my shoulder and glanced up.

It was Stan, the God of Poker.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
EARTH'S|GREATESTILISAYTODAY(BESTSELLERIWRITER ! Il

PORER:AN

EGEERED TOCM IR GEETS B 6o (o]






OEBPS/Luck_Be_a_Lady_title_page.jpg
LUCK BE A LADY

A Poker Boy Story

DEAN WESLEY SMITH

PG





