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Poker Boy works as a superhero in the gambling side of the world. And he reports to Stan, the God of Poker.

Very bothered, Stan comes to Poker Boy with a problem. Very personal and unusual.

Another superhero working for Stan faces monster problems, and not the kind of problems that come from rescuing others. 

This other superhero needs to be rescued from himself.

Sadly, we often all face our worst enemy every morning in the mirror, an enemy sometimes impossible to beat, even for a superhero.




 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

I WAS IN A REALLY NICE no-limit game at my home casino, the Spirit Winds Casino in the Oregon Coastal Mountain Range. The night was still young, five tourists were playing fast with a lot of extra money, and there was only one other pro on the table besides me and we were staying out of each other’s way just fine. 

I had found heaven in a poker game. 

And heaven was paying off nicely so far. After two hours I was five hundred up and considering how much the tourists were drinking, I hoped that number would get much, much higher before I had to leave.

My girlfriend, Patty Ledgerwood, aka Front Desk Girl, and I were building a new home on property I owned up in the mountains near the casino. I had teleported, or jumped as I liked to call it, from Vegas up here to check on the house and then had decided to just stay and play since Patty didn’t get off work until one in the morning from the MGM Grand Hotel front desk. 

I had more money than I sometimes knew what to do with, since I won a lot and spent almost nothing. We had decided to build a custom home with every modern feature and everything we wanted. Patty had loved designing it.

I had saved the life of one of the best contractors in the world, a guy by the name of Bob Davis, by offering him a job building the house. So far the construction had taken just over two years, but it was almost done.

And spectacular didn’t begin to describe the home. Way beyond my class as a human being, that’s for sure, with all the glass, mahogany and stone, and the beautiful kitchen, to say nothing of the four modern bathrooms. 

Patty absolutely loved the place, and she and Bob got along like old friends.

When Bob and his crew were done here, Patty and I were going to keep him on salary with a huge raise and have him build Patty and me a home in Las Vegas as well. Since we could teleport anywhere we wanted instantly, I wasn’t sure we needed two homes. But Patty liked the idea and I sure had enough money to afford the two homes and a couple hundred more like it.

Playing poker had been really good to me, of that there was no doubt. And besides these two homes, I spent almost nothing except to buy some food at times and pay my taxes. 

I was just about to raise one of the tourists at the table a smooth hundred bucks when my boss, Stan, the God of Poker, froze time around me and appeared next to the table.
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