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GAMBLING WITH THE SUCCUBUS


Chad lost everything at the casino… everything except for a few hundred bucks. Now, the bank wants to take his house, his car—everything. So Chad goes back to the one place he knows best for a chance to get it all back: the casino.

He’s winning… big. Everything is going his way. The casino staff are desperately trying to end his hot streak. Chad thinks he’s unstoppable and doesn’t know when to stop. Then, after being up over thirty-thousand dollars, he finds himself broke once again, losing everything to a poker pro at the Hold’em table.

Now he really has nothing—not a single dollar left to bet. But a mysterious figure approaches him on his way to his car. She’s stunningly beautiful, and she’s got a a huge stack of money that she lets Chad see before telling him that it can all be his, if he’s willing to do a little bit more gambling—this time with his body, his reputation, his humility, and his life.


CHAPTER 1
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It was another late night at the casino. I had no plans of leaving any time soon, because I was on a winning streak.

It was one of those great winning streaks—and you know it’s great because the casino keeps sending in undercover employees to the tables to try to put an end to your run. He was a short guy, with glasses, and he thought he was being pretty sneaky, sliding up to the table, making terrible bets in an attempt to give the dealer more power. I was onto his game.
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I left his table and went to another. Five minutes later, he was taking a seat at my new table. I wasn’t falling for his tricks.

I was up $11,000. Yes, that sounds good, but I’d lost $15,000 the week before. My goal was to break even—or I wouldn’t be able to make my mortgage payment.

Even with the short guy taking the seat next to me, trying to tank my winning streak, I was still winning games. I was still pulling in piles of chips.

A couple of casino employees were moving in, slowly, standing tall in their suits, looking intimidating. They were probably trying to see my cards so they could whisper to the dealer, and to their undercover player. I was careful, making sure none of them could see my cards. I was hot; I wasn’t going to let them cool me off.

[image: Casino man]


I needed that money. I needed to pay my mortgage; the banks had been threatening to repossess my home for months. I couldn’t let them.

The casino tried another strategy, sitting a gorgeous blonde woman down next to me. She was wearing a stunning red satin dress. She eyed me and smiled, and then she looked at my pile of chips. “Hot tonight?” she asked with a sultry voice.

“Can’t complain,” I said, trying not to look at her or her bulging cleavage. I had to focus. I knew that she was there to distract me. I knew that she was being paid by the casino—maybe even to go as far as to take me up to a suite.

In fact, it was only a moment later when a casino employee tapped on my shoulder and told me, “As a gift, we’d like to give you a night in the penthouse suite, sir.”
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I was privy to their tricks: the escort, the free room—they were trying to lure me away from their tables by using sex. And hell—it was tempting. They were offering me sex with a blonde goddess, but I really needed that money. I had to prioritize the mortgage, no matter how badly I wanted to take up the offer of free sex.

She put her hand on my thigh. “Want to buy me a drink?” she asked with that sultry voice.

“Maybe another time, toots,” I smiled, and then I peeked at my cards. It was another stellar hand. Luck was truly on my side.

The casino goons were moving in, trying to intimidate me, to distract me. It wasn’t going to work. I’d been going to casinos my whole adult life. I knew all their tricks, and I knew better than to let anything distract me while I was on a hot streak. I was going to stop until they physically removed me from the casino (which had happened before).

“Twenty-one,” the dealer said as he dealt me a new card. A moment later, chips were being pushed towards me.

“You’re good at this,” the girl said, but I ignored her. “Seriously—buy me a drink. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Later, toots,” I said.

She eyed one of the goons behind me with a look of frustration. She wasn’t used to being turned down. And I really do have to admit that it was tempting. She kept reaching for her tits, adjusting them in her tight dress, trying so hard to distract me. She, too, joined into the game and started making terrible plays. With her bald friend, they were trying to tank the table.

So I got up and left for a different table. But the pair soon followed, along with those goons.

But no matter how hard they tried to stop me, I still managed to get up to $15,000. It was late. I knew, deep-down, that it was my cue to stop. I didn’t want to piss off the casino more than I already had. I didn’t want to push my luck.

But it was so, so tempting.

I glared around the casino. It was mostly empty. Most of the regulars had taken off for the night.
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I eyed a Texas Hold’em table, with four desperate-looking men. I could see frustration on all of their faces—except for one man, who was clearly whipping the lot of them. He pulled in a huge pile of chips and then he decided to leave the table. The other men sighed with relief: their tormentor was gone…

But they had no idea that a new one was about to arrive.

I walked up to the table and took a seat. The dealer eyed me. “Do you want to sit out a round or should I deal you in?”

“Deal me in,” I said. I didn’t need to sit and watch the men to figure them out. They were all desperate. I knew that desperate look on all of their faces, because I’d been there before.

My first hand could have come from the gods: pocket aces.

I doubled the big-blind. The men glared at me, looking annoyed. One of the men looked me up and down and scoffed, thinking he knew my trick. “All in,” he said, pushing in his whole pile.

“Five thousand,” the dealer said, looking at me.

“I’ll call,” I said.

The man turned white suddenly. His bluff failed, and now, he had everything on the line—and I could tell by the expression on his face that it was truly everything.

He flipped his cards: a pair of twos. I flipped mine and grinned: a pair of aces. He turned even more pale.

But then something awful happened. The dealer put down three cards: a 4, a 6, and a 2. My foe perked up and smiled. He had three-of-a kind to beat my pocket aces.

Then came a queen on the turn.

“Fuck,” I whispered. I was about to lose five-thousand dollars in a very embarrassing fashion. I quickly did the math in my head, and my chances of winning were well below 5%.
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But the gambling gods were on my side that night. “Ace of diamonds,” the dealer said, putting down the river. “Three of a kind, aces.”

The pot went to me. Suddenly, I was at $20,000. Now, I had enough money to pay my mortgage (and the six months of missed payments)—and I had enough to pay the next couple of months as well. I knew that it was really my cue to stop.

The casino goons were behind me again, now following me wherever I went. That slutty escort came over as well, leaning over me. “Congrats,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to buy me a drink?”

“I’m busy,” I said.

I got my next hand—another hand that was just too good to be true: pocket kings. I played it safe, calling the big blind, seeing the flop. A third king came down. I played it cool. One of the dummies decided to bluff, trying to pretend like he had a king in his hand—and maybe he did, but it wasn’t enough. I simply called. He doubled down on the bluff. “I’ll bet another thousand,” he said.

“I’ll call,” I said.

Then, another king came down on the river. “I’m all-in,” he said, sweating, pretending to have a king. But I had every king accounted for. “I’ll call,” I said with a smile.

And just like that, I was up to $25,000.
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“Sir,” said a casino employee, tapping gently on my shoulder. “The casino chef would like to offer you a tomahawk steak dinner, over in the restaurant. Drinks on us, of course. Are you interested?”

I looked at him. His face was red. He needed me to accept that free $300 dinner, to save his casino losing thousands and thousands of dollars. I thought about it, of course… but how could I just stop while I was on this winning streak?

“I’ll pass,” I said. “I’m really not very hungry.”

“C’mon,” said the blonde escort. “Come and have dinner with me.”

“I don’t even know you,” I said bluntly. She pressed her lips firmly together. Now, everyone was looking at me nervously; they knew that I was playing with fire. They knew that the casino could legally ban me, and they didn’t even need to have a good reason. ‘We have the right to refuse service to anyone,’ the sign said on the front door. And it was true; they were a private company and could give me the boot if they wanted to.

“Just a few more hands—and then I’ll take that dinner,” I smiled at the employee, who was still lingering.

“O—Okay,” he said. He eyed the dealer. The dealer looked nervous. They were all on a team to take me down. Maybe I really did need to step away from my hot-streak. I could walk away while I was ahead.

I won the next hand, and then the next. The employees continued to linger around me. These opponents were just too easy; they made dumb plays. How could I walk away from this table?

I was up $35,000. That was about what I made in a year at my job. The blonde kept eyeing me, trying to seduce me.
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I bit down on my tongue. I knew that I needed to accept my victory: $35,000, a free tomahawk steak, and a romp with a beautiful blonde escort. But still… the temptation of getting more money was still there. I eyed the chips on the table. I wanted all of them.

A new man arrived at the table, and he had a huge stack of chips with him. He sat down, wriggled into his seat, and then he eyed my stack. I hadn’t seen the man before; he hadn’t been at that casino all night, and it seemed curious that he would just show up around 3:00 AM to start playing poker. I had a feeling that he worked for the casino.

The other men at the table eyed him and then ducked away. They didn’t want to play with him, as if they recognized him.
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Was this another intimidation tactic? Or did the casino have a card-shark on staff for these occasions?

I took a deep breath. “Am I dealing you in?” asked the dealer.

I hesitated. I took a deep breath. I bit my tongue. “Yes,” I said.


CHAPTER 2
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It was a mistake. The man was unbeatable. I was starting to wonder if he had aces hidden up his sleeves, because every time I challenged him, he would produce a pair of aces, or a flush, or some magical straight.

He was beating me, round after round, showing no emotion at all as he took a thousand dollars from me… then two thousand… then five thousand. I was suddenly down to a stack of $22,000—which was still much more than I needed.

But I hated to think that I’d lost over ten-thousand dollars in a very short period of time. “I’ll call,” I said when he went all-in.

I know it was stupid, but I had an ace and a king, suited. How could I not call his all-in? How was I supposed to know that he had pocket aces? How was I supposed to know that he was going to take every dollar that I’d made that night.
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I started the night with five-hundred dollars. Now, I was at zero. I felt sick. The escort buzzed off. The employee who had offered me the free steak was gone. The opponents that I beat earlier were all looking at me as if I was a pathetic loser.

And to be honest, I really wanted to cry. I wanted to curl up into a ball. Now, I had no way to pay off my mortgage debt, so I would probably lose the house. And that’s not even mentioning the other debt that I had.

I had it all… and then I threw it away. Why was I so stupid?

I got up, trying not to make eye contact with the dealer, who was staring at me pathetically. I didn’t look at the big man who took all my money, even though I wanted to beg him to give at least some of it back.
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I just turned around and started walking towards the exit. My heart was racing. My legs felt weak. I wasn’t going to be able to recover from this. I just gambled away my last dollar.

I stepped outside, into the covered parking garage. The lights were an awful greenish tone, flickering in spots. I glared around, trying to remember where I parked. When I arrived, that parking garage was full. Now, there were only a couple of remaining cars—probably belonging to the staff, and maybe the couple of regulars who more-or-less lived in that casino.
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I had a long drive home; I lived an hour away from that casino, and I wasn’t sure that I even had enough gas in the tank to make it home… to the home that would soon no longer be my home. My plan was to win enough to fill my car with gas. I had so much riding on winning.

I had everything riding on winning.

“Where’s that damned car,” I groaned. I tried mashing the ‘lock’ button on my key fob, to make my car honk, but I knew that it probably wouldn’t work; the battery had been dead in that fob for months, and very rarely mustered up enough of a charge to flip the lock.

I reached my arm out and mashed that button, over and over and over. Then, I heard a voice. “Hey, buddy. You want your money back?” It was a deep, thick voice. I spun around, but there was nobody there.

“Hello?” I called out, feeling tingling running down my spine. Was someone messing with me?

“I can give you your money back,” he said, and this time, it sounded like the voice was coming from above, from the next floor up.

“Are you talking to me?” I called out, feeling a pang of hopefulness.
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Now, there was a silence… a terrible silence. “Hello?” I called out. There was no answer. So I turned and went to the staircase, which was behind a heavy metal door. The flickering light in the stairwell was especially bad.
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There was a terrible stench, like the smell of a filthy person living in that stairwell, unwashed… maybe even deceased and rotting. I covered my nose. I hurried to the door to the next floor and quickly pushed it open. I stepped into an even emptier floor of that parking garage. I gazed around, but saw nobody. “Are you there?” I called out. Now, I was desperate to find them. Maybe they were messing with me, kicking me while I was down… but I had to find them and know for sure. Maybe they were feeling generous and kind; maybe God was, for once, giving me some relief.

I walked around, heart still racing. With each step, I felt increasingly like I was being pranked, but I was determined to get an answer one way or another. I clung onto the possibility that this was real, that the man was feeling sympathetic. Maybe he would even just give me $15,000 back from what he took from me.

“Are you there?” I called out one last time, with my last breath of hope.

“I’m over here, if you want your money back,” he called out.

I looked towards the source of the sound. It was coming from around a concrete corner. I ran towards the sound, not willing to let him get away. If this was a prank, I was going to catch him. If it was real, I was going to get my money.

I sprinted around the corner and stopped suddenly when I saw a young woman, wearing tight leathery clothes. She had long brown hair, which looked red when it caught a glint of light, and she was wearing a curious grin. I wondered if she was a drunk escort—or maybe she was high on something. I peered around, trying to spot the man.

“Did you see a guy around here?” I asked her, ignoring the fact that she was completely out of place.

She just stared at me. She blinked a few times. She kept that grin on her face.

I was already frustrated with her. She wasn’t being helpful. Maybe she was hoping I would hire her. “Sorry, lady—I don’t have any money. I’m broke. Did you see a guy around here or not?”

Then, she opened her mouth, and in a deep, masculine voice, she said, “Are you sure you’re looking for a guy?”

She had his voice. I stumbled back before freezing, overwhelmed with horror. That voice did not belong with that body.
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I stuttered. I trembled. I nearly fell to the ground. She just stood there, starting to laugh. “What’s the matter?” she said with that male voice. “Is there something scary about me?” Then, she cleared her voice and her next words were spoken with a feminine softness that seemed much more fitting. “Is this better? Is this more what you’d like to hear from me, Chad?”

“How do you know my name?”

She just giggled.

“Okay,” I growled. “I’m guessing you work for the casino, right? Are you satisfied? You took everything from me. You win. Now you’re rubbing it in, for what reason—only God knows.”

“Let’s not bring Him into this conversation, Chad,” she said with that casual grin.

“I’m not in the mood for this. I just lost everything. Everything. I lost my house… My car. I almost doubled my debt. I’ll have to declare bankruptcy, so my credit—which already sucked—is going to tank so hard that I’ll never be able to buy real estate again in my life. And you have the audacity to just stand there, laughing at me, mocking me.”

“You’re taking this very personally, Chad,” she said softly. If she were a man, I may have engaged in an altercation with her. But because she was a chick, I resisted the urge.

I bit my tongue. “I have to go and find my car,” I said.

“Wait, Chad. Don’t you want to chat?” she asked. “I’ve been wanting to chat with you all night. Can’t you spare me just a few minutes?”

At this point, I assumed that she was one of the casino’s escorts. Maybe the casino thought that I would be willing to blow the last of my cash on some carefree sex. Did they really think that I had any money leftover?

“Entertain me, Chad,” she said as I began to turn away.

I grunted. “What do you want?”

“I want to play with you,” she smiled.

“I’m not in the mood. I’m broke, lady. I spent my last dollar in the casino. There’s a big bearded guy in there carrying at least seventy-thousand. Go and find him; I’m sure he’d be happy to pay for you.”

She gasped. “Are you insinuating that I’m a prostitute, Chad?”

“Aren’t you?” I asked, pausing for a moment.

“I’m definitely not,” she said, turning up her chin. “You can’t buy sex with me, Chad. But if you really wanted to fuck me, maybe you could win it.”

“Win it?” I asked. “Look—I’m not interested in these games. Go and find someone else. I need to find my car.”

Then, she suddenly reached out her hand, and in her hand was a huge stack of cash. I caught a glimpse of the top bill: a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill—and I could only assume the other bills in the stack were hundreds as well. I paused. I stared at the cash. “What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, it’s fifteen thousand dollars,” she said with a smile. “It’s got a nice weight to it.”

“F—Fifteen thousand?” I asked. “Why do you have it?” I felt a bead of sweat on the back of my neck. I will admit that I thought about being a terrible human being. I thought about rushing her and grabbing it, knowing there were no people around… but I knew there were cameras all over that casino. I knew I wouldn’t get away with it. “What do you want for it?”

“I want to play with you,” she said. “You like gambling, and I like gambling. So let’s do a little gambling.” She had a big grin now.

“I don’t have any money to gamble with.”

“I know,” she said, nodding her head. “But you can gamble with more than money.”

“Like what?” I asked, eyeing that cash again.

“Oh, so much! You just have to be a little bit creative. The possibilities are truly endless. For starters… you have ten fingers and ten toes. What is a toe worth to you, Chad?”
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“A toe!?” I said. “What the hell is going on in your twisted head, lady?”

“I think a toe could be worth five thousand,” she said. “I’ll even let you pick the toe.”

I hesitated. I watched as she pulled out five-thousand dollars. “A—A toe?” I asked. I felt sick. I didn’t want to lose my toe, but if she gave me five-thousand, I could walk back into that casino and potentially win back what I lost over the past couple of weeks. I could get my life back before it was totally taken away from me.

“You’re going to… cut off my toe if I lose?” I asked. “I mean—what’s the bet, even? What’s the game?”

“Hm,” she said, thinking for a moment. “I really like poker.” Her eyes beamed. “And you do too—so it’s perfect. We’ll play head-to-head Texas Hold’em.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling my blood turning cold. “But… How can I be sure you aren’t cheating?”

She gasped. Her eyes narrowed and she glared at me with an unimpressed look. “Do I look like a cheater, Chad?” She glared into my eyes, and I felt uneasy. This whole thing seemed like an awful, terrible idea. But I was desperate. “We’ll play in the casino, of course. The casino’s cards, the casino’s dealer—it will be as fair as it can be. Follow me.” She started walked towards the staircase.

I waited a moment, thinking that this was some sort of joke—but she wasn’t stopping to wait for me, so I had to jog to catch up with her.

“We can’t just bet a toe at a casino table,” I said to her.

“We can do what we want,” she replied, without even turning to look at me. She was humming now: an unfamiliar tune, which sounded very… creepy. I kept a bit of distance between us, still not certain this girl wasn’t totally nuts. I mean—if she was really willing to take one of my toes… maybe she was totally nuts. Maybe I was being a complete idiot by entertaining her nonsense.
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We walked into the casino, which was strangely empty now. The various dealers were gone from their tables. The regulars who lived at the slot machines were nowhere to be seen. The tired, sad people who were usually slumped over the bar weren’t there. There was only one person: a dealer sitting at a poker table.

“Take a seat, Chad,” said the girl, motioning to one of the chairs. She sat down, wriggling comfortably into a chair. She produced two stacks of chips, worth twenty-five hundred each. She placed her in front of hers, and she had the dealer slide the other stack towards me.

“Mine is worth cash, yours is worth a toe of your choosing. Got it?”

“O—Okay,” I said. I looked at the dealer, who seemed totally fine with this arrangement. Maybe he knew this girl. Maybe she was the daughter of some mob boss, and he knew better than to question her.

He got straight to dealing the cards. “The lady will be small blind,” he said. “Blinds are two hundred and one hundred.”

So I slid in two-hundred worth of chips. The dealer put the cards down. My hand wasn’t special: a ten and a four, off-suit. She called, so I stayed to see the flop. A four came down. I considered raising, but I had no idea what this girl was capable of—if anything. Maybe she was a total beginner. Beginners who don’t care about their money are usually more dangerous than poker pros.

I tapped the table, and she did the same.

“Isn’t this fun, Chad?” she asked.

My heart was racing. I wasn’t having any fun. I never really had fun gambling, unless I was on a true winning streak. Even then, I was plagued with anxiety. So I didn’t answer the woman.

The turn brought another four, giving me three-of-a-kind. I played it cool. I tapped the table.

She made a small raise: two-hundred dollars.

I paused. Maybe she had the other four. If she did… would my ten beat her other card? According to probability, yes. I had to trust probability… but it was close. There were no face cards on the table, meaning any one of the twelve face cards could be in her hand… with four cards on the table, and two in my hand, the chance of her having a face card was still well under fifty-percent.

I took a deep breath. I called her raise.

Then came the river: a ten.

I felt my face turning white, but I tried to remain cool. I didn’t raise. I had a feeling that she was going to, so I tapped the table. Then, she did the same. I bit my tongue, regretting not raising.

“The gentleman wins with a full-house,” said the dealer, sliding the chips towards me. It wasn’t much… but it was more than I had when I was in the parking garage considering suicide.

I let out a sigh of relief. “So you suddenly like to play it safe?” the mysterious woman asked.

“I don’t want to lose any of my toes.”

“You really don’t need all of your toes,” she said. “People say that you need your toes for balance, but people missing half a dozen toes can balance just fine.” She let a big smile slip.

My next hand was a good one: a queen of hearts and a king of diamonds. I bit hard on my tongue. I called. She raised. I called. Then came the flop.

An ace came down, but nothing else noteworthy. A sick feeling churned in my gut. I didn’t want to see an ace, but it did give me a chance of seeing a straight. I tapped the table when it was my turn.

Then came the turn: a ten. I tried not to react. There was roughly an 8% chance of seeing my hand turn into that glorious straight. I took a deep breath, and then I raised: five-hundred.

She called without hesitation.

I bit hard on my tongue. I just knew that she had an ace. I knew that she had a better chance at winning—but I had a chance too… an 8% chance. Or maybe she didn’t have an ace at all… but even if she had a six (there was a six of hearts on the table), she was beating me.

“Come on…” I whispered.

“You have no poker face, Chad,” she said. “You may has well have a mirror on your forehead.” She giggled. “You’re hoping for a jack, so that you’ll have a straight. It’s a ballsy move, Chad—I’ll give it to you… but do you really think that little chance of a straight is better than a pair of aces?”

I turned cold. She had a better read on me than I could have imagined. She was probably a pro. This was probably her hustle… though what did she really have to gain? What the hell was she going to do with one of my toes?

I stared at the dealer. “Are you going to show the river or not?” I asked through clenched teeth. I was filled with frustration all over again. I took a deep breath.

Then came the jack.

“Yes!” I roared. It was probably a mistake, because the girl just tossed in her cards, folding without a raise.

“Lucky,” she smiled.

Now, I was doing just fine. I had about half of her stack. I could play with confidence. She wasn’t going to beat me so easily.

I got another great hand. I did my best to keep it cool: a pair of tens, which turned into three-of-a-kind when the flop produced a ten—and nothing better than a ten.

I made a small raise. She folded. I won a couple easy hundred.

The next hand was okay: an ace of hearts and a four of diamonds. She started with a big raise of four-hundred. I decided to call, though my gut was telling me to wait for a better hand.

The flop produced a spattering of cards—nothing of use to me. I tapped the table. She made another big raise. My heart raced. I eyed the cards on the table again, and then I called.

The turn produced a king—the last thing I wanted to see. She made another raise. I called for some stupid reason.

The river produced a seven of clubs. She slid her chips in. “I’m all-in,” she said with a smile.

I felt sick. I had nothing. Why was I even considering calling? I looked at the chips; she was fleecing me, even if I folded.

But I knew better than to call; I wasn’t going to make a dumb rookie move in an attempt to make her nervous. I folded. She smiled—and just like that, we were even again.

Then, I was dealt a lovely hand: a pair of queens. I tried not to smile when she slid all of her chips in. “All-in,” she said.

“I—I’ll call,” I said.

Then, she flipped over her cards, and my heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. She had pocket aces. What were the odds? Well, in case you’re wondering, 1 in 221 hands will be pocket aces. “Shit,” I whispered.

The dealer flipped cards slowly: a ten, a five, a four… then came another four, and then…

A queen.

I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I cried. I won. I beat her. I won five-thousand dollars, and I got to keep my toe! “Take that!” I shouted, losing control of myself for a moment. I knew it was bad manners, but I really couldn’t help it. I grabbed the chips and pulled them towards my chest. I let out a sigh of relief.
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And the mysterious girl was still just… grinning, as if she wasn’t even fazed by my victory and her defeat.

“Why don’t you buy back in?” I asked. “No sense in stopping now.”
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She stared at me with that big grin. “We need to make it more interesting,” she said. A cool chill crept down the length of my spine.


CHAPTER 3
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She kept staring at me, making me feel like me winning was all part of some bigger prank. Maybe the dealer was in on it. Maybe those chips weren’t real chips. Maybe the casino was just getting some revenge on me for flaunting my hubris during my winning-streak.

“You showed me fifteen-thousand,” I said. “So you still have ten-thousand. You can’t just stop now.”

“I know,” she said softly. “But now, I don’t want a toe. I want something more… fun.”

“Like what? I can gamble with five-thousand now—so why don’t we just play with money?”

She waved me off. “I don’t care about money, Chad. I have all the money I need. I want things that have their own special value.”

“Okay…” I said. “But I want money.”

“How’s about this,” she said, turning up her chin. “If you win the next round, you get five-thousand dollars. If I win, I get to dress you up like a pretty girl, and you have to dance at the strip club across the street—on the pole, for a whole song.”

I opened my mouth to reply. Then, instead of producing words, I just starting laughing. “Is this some kind of joke? You just want to humiliate me? Lady—you think I’m going to be humiliated that easily? I did dumber shit than that for way less when I was in college.”

She stared at me with that smile. “Well, there will be one small catch. If you lose, and you want to keep gambling with me, you have to dance like you mean it. You have to make those boys hard. If the boys in that club aren’t rock-hard between the thighs, our night of fun is over. Got it?”

I hesitated again. It really seemed so stupid—but I knew that I was going to win, so I just rolled my eyes. “Whatever,” I said. “Let’s just get the game going.”

She giggled and turned to the dealer. She winked at him, and he nodded his head. The woman, whose name I still didn’t know, produced two new chip stacks. I wasn’t sure where she was getting the chips—maybe from her purse… but I didn’t see a purse. Maybe the dealer was slipping them to her.

Once again, I was given twenty-five hundred. I wasn’t allowed to use the five-thousand that I’d won in our last bout. The girl had an equal stack. She spent a moment putting her chips in neat towers. I just kept mine in a messy pile.
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“Let’s do this,” I said, taking a deep breath.

I won the first round, though I wasn’t able to get her to call my raise, so I only won the blinds.

Then, I was dealt a lousy hand, so I folded—not even bothering to waste the money to see the flop. My next hand was just as lousy, but I was the big blind. She made a small raise. I thought about it for a moment before folding. Next came a mediocre hand: a ten and a nine, suited. I decided to call the big blind, and then she raised. “Five-hundred,” she smiled.

I felt that familiar nausea churning in my gut. I took a deep breath. I wanted to see the flop. I didn’t have terrible cards, but I suspected she had aces.

I called.

The flop came down: a five, a six, and a nine. I had a pair… nothing amazing, but maybe worth fighting.
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She slid another five-hundred forward. “Raise,” she said.

I bit my tongue. I knew what a pro would do: fold. Pros play it safe, until they have a perfect read on their opponent. I still knew nothing about this girl. She seemed totally unpredictable.

But I wanted those chips. I had a hunch that she was bluffing. So I called her raise and prayed for something good to come on the turn.

I was out of luck. “Ace of clubs,” the dealer said as he placed down the card.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

She slid another five-hundred. I knew that I needed to fold, but for some reason, I didn’t. I was half-convinced that she was bluffing. I looked at my chips. I hardly had anything left.

I called, like an idiot, like a total beginner, like a desperate moron. She grinned, watching as the dealer used his stick to pull my chips into the middle of the table.
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Then came the river: another ace. “All-in,” said my opponent.

I folded, but it was too little, too late. She had most of the chips, and now she was playing in that power position. She went in on every hand, carelessly, and there was no way to know if she was bluffing. I was getting into my own head, sometimes folding perfectly good hands because she just seemed too confident.

“The gentleman is all-in,” said the dealer, taking the last of my chips as my big-blind. Then, I was dealt a pair of fives.

She turned over her cards, showing a six and a seven. The flop produced a six, and then the turn showed another six. I was toast.

She started giggling. The dealer announced her as the winner. The chips slid to her, and now, I had to face my fate.
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“I have a penthouse suite waiting,” she smiled, still giggling. “I’ve got tons of clothing options. Let’s not waste anymore time; I don’t know if that strip club will be open for much longer.”

I was white all over; I could feel the blood leaving my face. I had to accept my fate; I agreed to the deal.


CHAPTER 4
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She really did have a penthouse suite up at the top of the hotel… maybe even the suite that they’d offered to me, back when I was winning, when they were trying to pair me off with an escort, when they were trying to feed me expensive steak dinners.
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It was a beautiful penthouse, with huge picture windows overlooking the whole city, which was glowing dimly beneath the starry sky.

The girl strutted in with a confident gait. She turned on a few dimmed lights. Then, she motioned towards a long, long rack of costumes: dresses, skirts, and lots of lingerie. “It’s a strip club,” she said. “So you’re going to want multiple layers to keep in interesting for the boys. I’m thinking a strappy teddy underneath, a satin jumper—and then a fur shawl as a statement piece.”

I glared at the room, which seemed to be set up for dressing up a stripper. “Is that what you do? You work across the street?”

She giggled. “Are you calling me a stripper, Chad?” She glared into my eyes.

“W—Why do you have so many outfits?”

“I have them here for you. I’m trying to give you options. I’m really a very nice person. Now hurry up and pick something—but don’t put it on yet. You need to shave first: you chest, legs, face… everything. I don’t want to see a single stubbly hair on your body. Wigs are in the bathroom. Don’t worry about your makeup; I’ll do that for you. I have a bit of a knack for that kind of thing.”

“I—I don’t want to do this,” I said, suddenly realizing just how humiliating this was going to be. “Let’s come up with something else. This is just going to be stupid. I’m going to look like an idiot, people are going to be annoyed, and it’s not going to be any fun for you.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” she grinned. “People are going to love it, as long as you try. And it’s going to be great fun for me, either way. So go get shaved, now—or our night of gambling is over—and I’ll be taking that toe, as payment for wasting my time.”

My heart fluttered. I felt that increasingly familiar nausea churning in my gut. I wasn’t quite sure that I was going to remain conscious. I was worried I was going to collapse from all of the stress an anxiety. Yet somehow, I found myself marching into that penthouse bathroom. There was already a steaming tub, filled with water. A razor was waiting there for me, and some feminine shaving cream.
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The girl was behind me. “Strip down,” she said.

“Can I have some privacy?”

“No,” she said bluntly. “Too bad. No privacy. I need to make sure you’re doing it. So do it… now.” Her voice had a strict bluntness to it now. I felt a fist-sized lump in my throat. I felt my body going submissive. I wanted to fight her… but I also wanted one more chance, to gamble with her, to win that money, so I could pay off my debts.

I awkwardly stripped in front of her, down to nothing. I felt a dampness on the back of my neck: a cold sweat that was reminding me of all the mistakes of the night…

At least I still had that five-grand from my first victory with the mysterious woman. I could cash in those chips, and that was more than I had at the beginning of the night. It wasn’t a total loss… as long as I did this stupid dance at the strip club.

I kept reminding myself that the men in that club were going to be backwards drunk; their standards were going to be low.

Ass-naked, I slipped into the tub while she watched, grinning. I put a foot onto the edge of the tub, the way my mother used to when I was very little and had to sit in the bathroom while she took a bath (while my dad was at work and there was nobody around to supervise me). I carefully ran that razor down my leg. It stripped away hair with frightening efficiency: a single swipe, and every hair the razor touched was gone. It only took a minute to do an entire leg, leaving behind nothing. The next leg was even faster. “Crotch too, Chad,” she smiled.

I stood up, awkwardly with my cock out, and I began to shave my cock. I was careful, knowing how sharp that razor was. Magically, it seemed to just wipe away the hair.

I did my chest, my armpits, my arms—and then I turned to a mirror and did my face. It usually took a few minutes to shave my face, but this only took ten seconds. The hair just evaporated, as if the razor was magical.

“Much better,” she smiled. She lended a hand so I could step out from the steaming tub. Then, she handed me a towel. I felt weird: hairless, smooth, slippery. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and hardly recognized my own body. Without body hair, I looked so much thinner than I remembered being. My hips had way more definition than I recalled having.

Now, she was guiding me back to the rack of clothes. “Pick lingerie for your bottom layer,” she said.

“I don’t really care,” I said. “Just pick something for me.”

“If you insist,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then, she quickly produced a little black strappy lace thing from the middle of the rack. “Put it on.”

I stared at it. “Look…” I said. “Let’s just go back to the casino. We’ll do another head-to-head—double or nothing. If you win, you take all the money back.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want the money. You won it; it’s yours. And I don’t need anymore money, Chad. I want to watch you strip and dance for boys. Now put on the outfit.”

I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. Then, I slipped my naked body into the tight lacy outfit. It was too big to fit her. “Why do you even have this?” I asked.

“For you,” she said. “I got all of this for you, so you would have options.”

“You’re telling me that all of this will fit me? Even the shoes?” I motioned towards the many pairs of heeled stripper boots.

“They’ll all size eight-and-a-half. That’s your size.”

“How do you know that?” I asked, feeling my heart skipping a beat.

“Oh, stop with the victim stuff, Chad. Let’s just get you ready and you can get this over with, okay? So, for over your lingerie, I’m thinking a nice minidress, with thin straps. It will be easy to slip out of. How’s this?” She handed me a black minidress. I closed my eyes for a moment, and then I slipped into it. It fit just fine…

“This is so embarrassing… but I guess that’s the point, huh?” I said. She giggled. She walked up to me and reached for my cock. She gave it a little rub. “The dress just barely hides your little bulge.”

“Hey!” I snapped. I didn’t like her touching me. It just felt… awkward. This was already embarrassing enough; I didn’t need her reminding me that my cock was small.

She just giggled. Then, she handed me a long fur thing, which was supposed to go over my shoulders, covering my chest slightly. It was a bit heavy, likely made from real fur.

Then, the girl brought me a blonde wig. She motioned for me to sit in a chair. She was holding a makeup brush. She leaned in, brushed my face for no more than ten seconds, and then said, “Voila!”

“That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded. “You look pretty,” she smiled. “Now boots.”

I was confused. I put on the boots. This whole thing just felt stupid. I was just waiting for my chance to gamble with her again—and this time, I was going to win. I wasn’t going to make a series of stupid mistakes. I wasn’t going to call her bluffs when I had nothing of my own.

I pulled a pair of tall black boots onto my feet. Then, she took me by the wrist and pulled me over to a large mirror that I didn’t notice before. “Look how pretty you are!”
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I watched as my own face turned pale. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; in ten seconds, she did this? My whole face was done up! I had eyeliner, eye shadow, mascara—and it even looked like I was wearing false lashes. There was blush, and concealer. The blonde wig looked frighteningly real—I could almost even see where the hair met with my scalp, as if the hairs were really coming out from my head.

I knew right away that this was something she did a lot—maybe every night. This was probably some twisted hobby: a skill that she’d mastered with hundreds of victims just like me.

Hell—even the way that the lingerie hugged my torso… it looked like I had small breasts. I swear there was a very real illusion of cleavage.
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I turned and looked out at the city, and then down at the strip club, which was still lit up. This was really about to happen… but at least it was all going to be over with.

The girl was just giggling, soaking it all in, relishing in her strange hobby. When I wasn’t looking, she spanked me on the bum, making me yelp. “Feels like a girl tush to me,” she said.

“Stop touching me,” I groaned. I brushed some blonde hair off of my face. My skin, without hair, felt so delicate. I kept looking down at my legs, which were totally exposed, and glimmering, smooth, slippery, thin. I wanted to pull down that little dress to cover my thighs, but there was no extra fabric to spare.

“I want to see your dance moves so badly,” said the woman.


CHAPTER 5
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The walk to the strip club was mostly a blur of anxiety. There were moments I thought that I was going to collapse. I knew that I would recognize nobody—and I was totally unrecognizable myself. So I found a bit of comfort in the thought that when this was over, there would be no real repercussions.

But still, anxiety nagged harder and harder as we got closer. The woman in the black leather minidress outfit was humming again, finding complete joy in this situation, even though she was out five-thousand dollars.

The booming music from the strip club loudened with each step. The muscles in my legs began to feel like cement. I remembered the girl’s deal: if I failed to turn the men in the crowd on, the gambling was over—but I needed that money. I needed to find a way to muster up some sort of act. Through some makeup sorcery, she actually made me look a little bit like a woman… and now, I needed to put on a convincing act.

We stepped through the front doors. Within seconds, heads turned towards us. Eyes beamed. They look the brunette up and down, and then a few gazes drifted over to me. I was close to throwing up. I froze, cold all over. My new friend tugged me by the wrist. “Let’s get you back stage and in line to go on.”
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“I don’t think it works like that. They don’t just let anyone on the stage,” I said, my voice hardly a whisper, because I didn’t want anyone to hear me. I was suddenly very conscious of my bare legs—and the very few inches of fabric covering my crotch. The many gazes in the room were all tingling, all burning like rays of hot sun on my skin.

[image: Stripper]



There was already a girl up on the stage, in a frilly dress. As the chorus came hard, she ripped away the top of the dress, exposing her supple breasts and perky nipples. Gazes turned back to her, offering me som relief. But soon, I would be the one on the stage, and I had to find a way to make it a good show without showing breasts that I didn’t have.

My God, this was so embarrassing, and it was only about to get worse…

A hand spanked me hard on the butt. I gasped and turned to see a large biker man with scrappy facial hair, grinning. His breath smelled. His whole body smelled. I felt weak. I wanted to defend myself, but knew that he would snap me in half if he found out he just spanked a man on the ass.
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I said nothing. I shuffled away to catch up with my nameless friend. She was heading backstage, behind a curtain, down a dark hallway. The dread inside of me grew and grew and grew. “It will all be over soon,” I kept whispering to myself, though I was no longer sure that I believed it.

We turned a corner and found ourselves in a room with three young women, standing in tiny outfits, waiting for their turn to go on stage.
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They looked good. They were young and hot and tight, and their outfits were revealing. They were going to have no issues making money. I wasn’t there to make a little bit of money… I was there to earn another shot at making big money.

My nameless friend walked up to the girls. “Blondie over there is going on next,” she said.

And the girls put up no fight. They eyed me and then nodded their heads like hypnotized sheep. “Okay,” they all said. For a moment, I wondered if the mysterious woman was some ‘Jedi’, using Jedi mind tricks… or maybe she owned this strip club, and she was the boss. That would make sense, seeing as nobody stopped us from entering into that club.

I was too afraid to ask questions. I listened as the song came to an end. Then, I looked at my ‘friend’, and saw that she was grinning at me. “Remember,” she said. “If they’re not on the verge of ejaculating in their pants, you aren’t getting another go at the table. Got it?”

I nodded slowly, submissively. I looked to my right and saw a mirror: my reflection. I was still in shock at what she’d done in such a short period of time.
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The makeup was just so… spectacular. I really looked like a girl. I wanted to walk up to that mirror and inspect myself closer. I wanted to touch my face, to make sure that I wasn’t looking at some television screen. Maybe this was some big prank. Maybe I really looked ridiculous. How could I look so… pretty?

“Next up…” called out an announced. “We have a new dancer for y’all. Her name in Sinnamon, and she’s a real knockout. Put your hands together for Sinnamon!”

Then, a Pussycat Dolls song came on. I knew the song, and I knew it was my cue to walk out. The brunette woman was giving me a shove. My legs were like towers of stone, but somehow I managed to take a few steps. I stumbled forward, through a curtain. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. This was so surreal, so stupid, so awkward and humiliating.

Now, I was looking at fifty men, and they were all looking at me, waiting for me to dance. I didn’t know how to dance, but I knew that I had to figure it out. I had ten thousand dollars riding on figuring that dance out.

I’d seen a few strippers before, so all I could do was imitate. I reached up my hands and started to sway. I closed my eyes and counted… not to the music, but more just counting down seconds until the end of the song.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that they were still watching me, leaning in to get a good look at my body. I turned my back to them. I took a deep breath. I was acting on instincts now. I grabbed the skirt of my dress and quickly lifted it up, flashing my freshly shaved ass. That got a reaction.
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I moved my hips side to side, trying to stay in time with the music. I reached out and felt the pole. I gripped it. I walked around it. A man whistled. A dollar bill fell onto the stage. I decided to pull away the shawl.

I couldn’t believe any of this. How did I end up here? A couple hours earlier, I was up over thirty thousand dollars in a casino. Now, I was dressed as a girl, on the stage of a strip club. What the hell happened?
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I kept my eyes closed whenever possible. I swayed to the music. I put my arms in the air. I grasped at my chest, as if I had tits—and it almost felt like I was squeezing breasts when I squeezed. I ran my hand between my legs, the way stripped do. I bent forward. Men cheered. I turned my back to them and bent over, using the palm of my hand to cover the bulge of my cock. More men cheered.

I did another lap around that pole. More money landed on the stage. I shifted the straps of the dress off of my shoulders, thinking I would do a slow reveal—but the light little garment went plunging down without any support, suddenly leaving me in lingerie. More men hollered. More money fell on the stage.

Their cheering, their ogling, their willingness to throw money at me… it got my heart racing. It filled me with a curious energy. Maybe I could pull this off. Maybe I could actually get through this unscathed.

I walked to the edge of the stage. I got down on my knees. I reached out and grabbed a man by the back of the head, and I pulled his face between my thighs—not close enough, of course, for him to feel my cock, but I’d seen strippers do it. His face turned dark red.

I had no idea where these moves were coming from; I was just… thinking of them, and letting them flow out of me. I was in the right headspace. I was in the ‘zone’. The song was halfway through, and it really seemed like I was pulling this off.

I stood up slowly. I ‘twerked’ my ass. I sensually caressed my body with my hands. I grabbed the pole and spun around with impressive core strength. I even did a surprising horizontal hold with my legs spread open. Men were hollering loudly. I had no idea how I was doing any of it, but it felt so good to be in the spotlight, to be succeeding. And to see all of that money on the stage! There were five-dollar bills on top of ten-dollar bills. I even saw a fifty-dollar bill! And was this my cash to keep?
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They really liked me. And the song was almost over. “Take it off!” someone shouted. But that wasn’t an option. I had to keep it on, because I didn’t have breasts to flaunt.

“Take it off! Take it off!” the men began to cheer. I was so close to the end. What could I do? I looked over and saw the mysterious woman with the reddish brown hair standing next to the stage. She nodded at me, as if to say, ‘Go ahead and take it off.’ My body flushed with embarrassment, but I had to make her happy. I had to convince her to gamble with me again, so I shimmied out of the outfit—just the top—and I showed the room my flat chest. Maybe they would just think I was a flat-chested woman.

They cheered. Money was thrown onto the stage. I looked down at the cash and saw something that shouldn’t have been there: breasts.

I gasped. I quickly reached with both hands and grasped them, feeling that they were real. I carefully released them, to please the audience. I grabbed the pole and did another spin, this time stiff as hell as I tried to process what was happening.

My body was so tense. I wasn’t sure if my heart was beating. Was I having a nightmare? I saw the money hit the stage. I saw a man up front, subtly with his hand down the front of his pants; he was masturbating; his face was dark red. A bouncer came up and grabbed him, pulling him away from the stage violently. I gasped. The song ended. I scurried away, backstage, and then I saw the mysterious woman laughing, as if it was the most entertaining five minutes of her lifetime.

I covered my chest with my hands. “What the hell is going on!?” I snapped.

“Oh, relax. It was just fun!” she said.

“Get these off of me!” I said.

“Maybe later,” she said. “Just pick an outfit from the rack and cover yourself up.” She motioned towards a rack of stripper outfits. I took a deep breath, feeling anger, feeling confused, feeling embarrassed. I tried to rip the wig off of my head, but it didn’t come off. I yelped, because I swear I pulled my own hair. I tried again. “What’s going on!?” I gasped.

“Just relax, will you?” she said. “The night is almost over. It will be light in three hours. Wouldn’t you rather focus your energy on winning your money back? Let’s go back to the casino for another round.” She grinned. I wanted to grab her by the throat and demand an explanation.
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This was impossible.

This was… magic… evil magic.

I was starting to wonder if she was even human, or if she was something terrible, some sort of witch, or maybe some sort of demon. Maybe I was the one who summoned her, accidentally, when I was leaving that casino, wishing desperately for a chance to undo my idiotic gambling mistakes.


CHAPTER 6
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Ifollowed her back to the casino—or maybe I should say that I chased her back to the casino; I only looked away for a moment, to look at myself in the mirror, and when I looked back, she was walking out the door. “Wait,” I said. “Can’t we go back to your hotel room, so I can change first?”

“We’re running out of time, Chad,” she called back to me, without looking back at me. “The sun will be up in a couple of hours now. Do you really want to spend that time washing makeup off?”

“Who are you?” I asked, jogging up next to her as we approached the casino entrance. “What are you? I want answers.”

“You don’t need any answers,” she said.

“I want them. Tell me who you are, and where you came from. I don’t want to gamble with you if you’re…” I paused.

She finally turned to look at me. “If I’m what?”
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“If you’re… some sort of witch or something. That hardly seems fair—don’t you think?”

She rolled her eyes. “First of all, I’m not a witch. And second of all, let’s pretend that I am something different than you—different than a human—do you not think that I’m capable of playing fair?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “How can I know that you can’t just… see through the cards?”

She giggled. “I could if I wanted to, Chad. But I promise you that I’m not going to do that while we’re playing. That wouldn’t be much fun.”

“I don’t want to go and gamble with you, knowing that you can just… win if you want to win.”

“Okay, then don’t gamble with me,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then, she turned and walked into the casino, leaving me standing there for a long moment as I tried to process what was happening. I saw my reflection on the glass door. I was still dolled up, still looking like a chick—and I still had the breasts, which made my spine tingle cold.

I ran in to catch up with her. I still wanted that money. I wanted to believe that I had a fair shot at winning that cash, even if it seemed hard to believe she was going to play totally fair.

I found her sitting at the same poker table, with the same expressionless dealer, waiting to begin a game. Now, I was wondering if the dealer was even a real person, or if he was some sort of mirage that she’d created with her black magic.
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I took a seat, careful that the skirt of my little outfit wasn’t riding up to expose my ass and crotch to the rest of the casino—even though the casino was otherwise empty.

“I want that ten thousand,” I said.

“Let’s play for five,” smiled the mysterious woman.

“Okay, fine. And what am I wagering this time?” I asked.

She smiled, thinking for a moment. “Sex,” she said.

“S—Sex?”

“With a man,” she said. “Actually, with two men. You’ll be the girl in a male-male-female threesome.” She blushed and her smile grew large. “If you lose. If you win, it’s five thousand dollars.”

I felt that lump growing in my throat. “I—I don’t want to have sex with men.”

“I assumed as much; that’s what makes it an interesting bet, Chad,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I felt a cold sweat trickling down my back. I tried to keep my composure. I considered the bet. She knew how to play poker; she always had a good read on me. If I was going to beat her, I needed to up my game… and was that something that I was even capable of pulling off?

Then, I started thinking of that money. I wanted that money. I needed that money. Even if I walked away with just ten thousand, and not the full fifteen, I could probably manage to veer my life onto the right track. It might be enough to satisfy the banks, to give me more time, to sort my life out.
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I needed that money. “Something else,” I said. “Anything else.”

She shook her head. “That’s the deal. Take it, or leave it.”

I groaned. I bit hard on my tongue. I looked at the expressionless dealer. I took a deep breath. “Fine,” I said.

I was determined to win. I was going to beat her, like I beat her in our first match.

The dealer started the game, sliding us our cards. “The gentleman will start as the big blind,” he said with a monotone voice.

So I slid in my chips and eyed my hand. A king of clubs and a seven of clubs. I always liked a little bit of flush potential—and the high-card king was probably better than whatever she had, at least if I was trusting statistics. She called. I raised.

She smiled and stared into my eyes. Now, I was terrified that she was reading my mind. It was so, so easy for her to cheat. “Are you going to call or not?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said.

Then came the flop: a spattering of cards, two of which were clubs. I just needed one more club and I could almost be sure that I had the dominant hand. But right now, I had nothing.

I tapped on the table.

“You never bluff,” she said. “You really should bluff from time to time, to try to keep me guessing.”

“I bluff plenty,” I said through clenched teeth. Now, I could taste a bit of the pink lipstick on my lips, reminding me that I was still feminized. My humiliation was ongoing.

She thought for another moment, and then she raised. “Let me guess,” she said. “You have a pair of clubs in your hand. You’re praying that another club comes down.” Her grin grew wide—likely after seeing my face turn red. “You’re putting a lot of faith into a flush, Chad.”

My hands were trembling. I tried to keep a cool composure.

“It’s like flipping a coin,” she continued. “The odds are about the same—more or less. So here’s what I’ll do…” She slid her whole stack into the middle of the table. “I’m all-in.”

“The lady is all-in,” the dealer said. “Will you call?”

She knew exactly what I had, and she knew the stakes. She was right: it was basically a coin toss… though there was also the possibility of a king coming up. My chances were better than hers…

A four of diamonds came on the turn. I bit hard on my tongue. Okay—now my chances were down to about… 28%. I still had confidence. I still felt like a club was coming on the river.

“Come on…” I whispered, leaning in.

Then came the next and final card: a ten of clubs. I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I shouted. Then, I grabbed my cards and flipped them over for her to see. She stared at them with a grin, and then she flipped over her cards: A queen and an ace… both clubs. She also had a flush, but her high-card beat mine.

She covered her lips with the palm of her hand, and she started laughing. “Oh, Chad—you’re really not very good at this game!”

“You—You cheated,” I said.

“I did not,” she said. “You’re just… gullible. You’re remarkably bad at poker. I think you should find a new game to focus on, if you want my opinion. But it’s okay… you still have enough to pay the blind of the next hand. Maybe you can crawl back in.” She laughed and shook her head.

But I knew it was over. When I got my 2 and 3, off suited, I knew that I stood no chance. We flipped over our cards. Her hand wasn’t much better: a 5 and a 7, but a pair of sevens came down on the flop.
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“So, Chad…” she said with a grin. “What’s your type? Do you like muscular guys… or maybe guys with nice dad-bods?”

“I—I don’t want to do it.”

“You have to,” she said. “You agreed to it.” Then, she snapped her fingers, and we were suddenly in that penthouse suite. I gasped, looking around. “Sorry for the sudden change of scenery. I’m just trying to save some time here. The sun will be up in about ninety minutes, and I’m guessing you want another go at that money.”

There was a knock at the door.

She smiled. “Don’t mind me. I’ll just be watching. They won’t even be able to see me.”

“Who?” I said, my voice shaking. “Who are these people? I—I can’t do this. I don’t want to do this.”

“Answer the door, Chad,” she said. “You agreed to the deal—now live up to your wagers.”

I turned to look at the door. I stared for a long moment. Was this really happening? Surely this was a nightmare. Why did I agree to this stupid bet? I couldn’t have sex with men! I wasn’t gay! I’d never been… penetrated before.

I knew that she gave me boobs, but what was between my legs? I decided to take a quick glance. The witch, or demon, or whatever she was—giggled when she saw me lifting up my skirt, to see that my penis was still there.

“Do they know I’m a man?” I asked.
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“Why don’t you find out?” she said before roaring with laughter.

I could hear a clock ticking, but I had no idea where the clock was; it was just ticking to remind me that I was running out of time. If I could finish up with these guys, I could get another chance at beating this demon woman, to win that money back.

My legs were numb, but somehow, I was able to approach the door. My hand trembled as I reached for the handle. My mind was spinning. I wanted to get out of this… but how could I? I agreed to the bet, and I had no idea what this psychotic demon woman was capable of.

I opened the door, completely planning on telling whoever was there to go away. I wanted to turn to the woman and tell her that I made a mistake, and that she could have her money back, and that I was through with our gambling.

Then, I saw the towering man standing there. He was so intimidating, so ripped, so dominating. I felt my body turning weak.
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Of course, I’d been in the presence of big guys before, but I’d never felt like this; I’d never felt intimidating by a man’s physique, but this was different… because I knew this man was here to fuck me.

He looked down at me and let a small smile slip. Then, from behind him came another man, similarly huge, with a buzzcut. The two men came into the room without saying anything. They seemed almost robotic, eyeing me, not hesitating, as if this was something they were programmed to do. I wondered if they were even real, or if the demon woman created them out of nothing. And if they weren’t real… maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. If you get fucked by a fake person, were you really fucked? I’m sure Nietzsche could spend a few hours thinking about that one…

I opened my mouth to speak. Now, there was one man behind me and one in front. I couldn’t muster up any words. I wanted to say something. I was sure that there was some perfect sentence that existed that would spare me from their wrath… I came up with nothing.

The men moved in. I tensed up. I felt their body heat… and then I felt their hands. They had big hands—hands that made me feel (and look) like a child. They held me firmly as they came in even closer.

The smell of cologne was overpowering now. I stuttered. My legs trembled and my knees threatened to buckle under my weight. Suddenly a set of lips and a stubbly chin was pressed into my neck. I felt his warm tongue. No man had ever… kissed me. I didn’t like it; it felt so wrong.

The other man was behind me, hands on my sides. He was moving those hands up, and it took a moment to realize that he was undressing me. This was all happening so fast. It almost seemed like there was no warning whatsoever, even though I knew that I’d agreed to it.

I shouldn’t have agreed to it. I needed to be more careful with what I was agreeing to. I couldn’t keep enduring these humiliations. Now—this was much worse than a humiliation. This had physical repercussions. These men were about to take my… anal virginity.

And I could feel them as they pressed their hard, muscular bodies against me. I could feel their hardening bulges: rigid, long… warm and throbbing.

“Oh God…” I whimpered. They were sandwiching me now. They were both kissing my neck. One of the men took my chin and turned my face upwards, and then his lips locked with mine. His scratchy stubble was like sandpaper on my face.

I groaned. This really was so, so humiliating.

One of the men grabbed my breasts. He squeezed. The other reached between my legs. He grabbled my cock and gently began to massage. He wasn’t revolting, so apparently he was fine with the fact that I was male…

I tried to wriggle out from between them, but they were like walls of muscle, holding me in. They were rubbing hard against me… and in a weird way, it felt strangely comforting. The men were so strong, and their bodies were so big.

No—I didn’t like this. I liked nothing about it. I wanted it to stop. I kept turning my head away from one of them, but then there was another one there, ready to lock lips with me.

One took my hand and pulled it down to his crotch. I don’t know how he did it, but he’d managed to get his pants down. His cock was out, half-erect, throbbing in front of me. I curled my fingers around it, praying that I could bring this to an end. I just wanted this to be over with. I knew that I wasn’t going to get out of it. There was a demon standing in the corner of the room, watching me, making sure that I lived up to my end of the bargain.

The other man was bottomless too. He took my other hand, and now I was double-fisting cocks. I massaged them, stroking up and down, finding some solace in the fact that every stroke was one stroke closer to orgasm—and this was all done once they had their orgasms out from their systems.

I clenched their cocks. I stroked hard and fast. I made the men moan—but that just got them more horny. They pushed me down. Now, they were standing hip-to-hip, erections pointing at my face. They took turns plunging long shafts into my mouth. I gagged as their fat tips pressed against the back of my throat. The men stuffed me together: a pair of cock pushing into my mouth, stretching out my lips. I groaned. I gagged. Hands were in my hair. Spit was running down my chin.

This was so emasculating, so pathetic and humiliating. This was not worth five-thousand dollars… five-thousand dollars I never even won.

Oh God, this was so embarrassing. But at the same time… there was a strange satisfaction in knowing that the men were turned on by me; those throbbing erections were for me. They wanted me. They were lusting over me…

No—I had to expel those thoughts from my head. Why were they there? Was that demon woman putting those thoughts into my head?

One of the men scooped me up and playfully threw me onto the large bed. He pounced on me. He grabbed me and rolled me over, so that I was straddling him. I could feel his long shaft between my legs. Then, behind me came the other man. I felt him slide his long, slick shaft up between my butt cheeks. “Oh God,” I moaned. His tip was trying to find my hole. Their fingers pulled my panties out from my butt crack.

I felt hands all over me. I felt their sweaty bodies—and that smell: musk and cologne. Their body heat was intense. I looked back and saw that the man behind me was totally naked: muscles bulging.

I kept reminding myself that these men weren’t real… but did it make a difference? Maybe they weren’t real—but I was about to feel everything.

I felt a cock pushing into me. I had no idea whose it was. I threw my head back and closed my eyes. “Oh my God!” I shouted. I felt his tip inside of me: warm, throbbing, inching deeper. I clenched, but it didn’t stop him.

And now, his friend wanted in on the action. I felt the second tip pressing against that same hole. I wanted to scream at the men, and plead with them. I wanted to tell them that it was never going to fit, that I couldn’t possibly stretch to accommodate them together—but before I could say anything, I felt the jolt of penetration, and I screamed.

I felt their cocks inside of me, mashed together, stretching my little hole. I clenched hard. I closed my eyes. I tried to endure the sharp pain. They pushed deeper and deeper. My body went limp. I fell onto the sweaty, muscular chest of my first ‘date’, and the men began thrusting. The next fifteen minutes was a total blur. They thrusted hard into my body—sometimes together, sometimes alternating. Sometimes one would pull out, just so that he could stuff his heavy meat back into me.

I’m sure that my eyes had rolled into the back of my head. I was probably convulsing like someone who needed an exorcism.

And the worst part of it all came after the pain started to subside… and it was replaced by a pleasant euphoria that grew stronger and stronger and stronger. I heard myself moaning, and I couldn’t help it. I even heard myself screaming, “Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes!” Those fat cocks were pressing against some sweet spot—and soon, my own cock was erect. I think I ejaculated… maybe even twice.

I was covered in cum and sweat and strong hands. They just kept driving into me—until suddenly, I heard them both groaning. I felt their fingers gripping me tight. I felt them pushing deep, and then I felt the pulsing and the gushing.

They were coming inside of me. “Fuck!” I cried. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!” I felt those hot gushes, pouring out of them and into me. It felt so unnatural… but it felt so, so good.

They pulled out of me, leaving me gaping. I could feel a breeze inside of my asshole. One of the men spanked me hard on the bum. The other wiped the tip of his cock on my ass cheek. Then, as quickly as they’d arrived, they were gone. I was limp on the bed.

A moment later, the demon woman was standing there, grinning, looking down at me. “You surprised me again. I didn’t really think you were going to go through with it.”
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I looked away from her, unable to look her in the eyes. She’d seen everything. She just watched me getting dominated by a pair of men. Oh God, it was so humiliating. I just wanted to change back into my proper clothes and leave—and never come back. I could find a new casino. I just wanted to get far, far away from that place.

“We have one hour until sunrise,” she said. “Do you want to take your chances at the table one more time?”


CHAPTER 7
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Did I want to?

No.

Could I turn down the opportunity?

No.

I had to do it. I had to take my chances. I’d sacrificed too much to stop now. I’d stripped for a room of men. I’d been penetrated by two well-endowed bodybuilders. I couldn’t go home with only five-thousand dollars to show for it.

“I want to try again,” I said.

“Great,” she smiled. “Five thousand for you—and what for me?”

“Let’s do the toe again,” I said.

She giggled. She shook her head. “No, no—I’m not really that interested in one of your toes, Chad.”

“I have nothing left to lose,” I said. “So why don’t you come up with something?” I glared into her eyes, and for a moment, she looked slightly frustrated, as if my sudden lack of enthusiasm was stripping her of her entertainment.

Then, her lips curled into a smile. “Ever heard of a donkey show? I know a place on the Mexican border that has them every night. If we’re fast, we can squeeze you in.”

I felt every inch of my body turning white. “Something else,” I said.

“No,” she said bluntly.

I bit my tongue. “Fine. Deal the cards.”

I was still blonde. I still had boobs. I was still feminized, because she surely knew that it was messing with my head. But this time, I wasn’t going to make any mistakes. I was going to play professional poker, by the books—no stupid bets; just safe plays and calculated bluffs.

My first hand was bad: a four and a six, off suited. “Raise—four-hundred,” I said confidently.

She eyed my chips, and then she looked into my eyes. “You’re not good at bluffing, Chad,” she said.

I just stared back at her, giving her nothing. As far as I was concerned, I wasn’t bluffing. As far as I knew, the flop was going to be a pair of fours and a six, giving me a full house. “Call it, fold, or raise,” I growled at her.

She thought for a long moment. “Fine. I’ll call,” she said. I was hoping she’d fold, of course.

But then came the flop: a four and a six. I had two pairs. I played it cool. I tapped the table. She smiled and raised. I called. She raised again after the turn. I called. She raised again on the river. I doubled her raise. She paused. “So you really have something, huh?”

I didn’t answer. I just stared into her eyes.

“Fine. I fold,” she said. “Show me your cards.”

“No,” I said, sliding my cards to the dealer.

That look of frustration burned on her face. She looked like she was about ready to cancel the bet and walk away. Could she do that? Did I need to be careful with how much attitude I gave her?

“Deal,” she barked at the dealer. He dealt a new hand. It was another trash hand, but I wasn’t going to let it stop me. I felt like I was already in her head.

She called cautiously: no big raises. On the flop, I found myself with a pair of nines. I liked my odds, so I made a bet.

She grunted and then she folded. “Deal,” she said to the dealer in a snap.

New cards came: finally, a good hand: a king and an ace. I raised. She sighed. “Is that just going to be your thing then? You’re just going to go in on every hand and play the odds, huh?”

I just stared at her. I gave her nothing to work with.

She groaned. She pouted. Then, she slid all of her chips in. “All-in.”

I called. My heart was racing. She turned over her cards, revealing pocket-tens. But her pocket-tens were no match to my hand when an ace came on the flop, and then another ace on the river.

She threw up her hands. The dealer passed me the chips. Just like that, I was up to $10,000—not quite enough to pay for all my missed mortgage payments (and missed property tax payments)… but maybe it was enough to sway the banks into giving me an extra month or two to figure it out. Or maybe I could come back in a few days and take my chances at a table with a bunch of gambling addicts—instead of an evil demon woman.

[image: Blonde]



She was staring at me—not blinking. I couldn’t help but notice that her eyes were glowing a yellowish hue. I could feel a heat from across the table, that seemed to be radiating off of her: maybe the heat from the depths of hell, surging through her as she tried to contain her frustration.

We have thirty minutes,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “Want a shot at another five-thousand, or not?”
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My spine tingled. My gut churned. I knew that I needed to walk away and make do with what I had. But the temptation was strong. I finally had her beat; I had her frustrated, and I knew that a frustrated gambler will lose every time.

“Let’s do it,” I smiled. “What’s the bet this time?”
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She took a breath in, slowly. “If I win, I fuck you.”

I paused. Then, I cracked a smile. She was a beautiful woman (at least on the exterior). I would be happy to fuck a beautiful woman.

But then I started to consider the fact that she was a hideous monster in the skin of a beautiful woman, and maybe that horrible monster would come out as soon as it was time to ‘party’.

It didn’t matter—I wasn’t going to lose. I had the momentum in my court, and I wasn’t planning on letting it slip away.

“Fine,” I said.

“Wait,” she said. “One more thing. I will fuck you… in public.”

My heart skipped a beat. My knees felt weak. But I held a smile on my face. “Whatever,” I said. “Let’s play.”

So the dealer got to work. I eyed the succubus woman. She had a fierce intensity on her face as she eyed her cards. She was focused. She wasn’t interested in losing this one.

She tapped the table. She folded when I raised. Then, when she was the small blind, she immediately folded after seeing her cards. This was a new strategy from her: playing safe. I knew that I needed to change my own strategy to accommodate. I knew that she was going to have a strong hand when she went in, so I had to play it safe as well—and in the meantime, I could nickel-and-dime my way towards winning, stealing the blinds.

Finally, she called one of my small raises, and I knew that she had something. I tensed up. I watched the flop, which gave me nothing.

She checked. I did the same.

Then came the turn: an ace, but I didn’t have one.

She paused. She tapped the table. I decided to make a move: a brave bet of five-hundred. She called without hesitation. She didn’t even look at me. Then, on the river, she made a big bet: a thousand dollars.

I bit my tongue. I had nothing. I knew she had something. So I folded.

And just like that, she managed to overtake the lead.
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It happened again the next hand: we got all the way to the river, and then I folded in a panic, assuming she had something. My confidence had fluttered away. She kept looking at me with those yellow glowing eyes, and with each hand, I felt more and more like I was on pace to lose. Why did I think that I could beat her?

Finally, I got a good hand: an ace of clubs and a king of clubs. I played it cool. A king came on the flop, giving me a pair. She made a raise of two-hundred. I decided that I would just call her to the end, no matter how hard she went.

On the turn, she raised again when a queen came down. I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I still had a pair of kings, ace-high—and there was nothing seemingly better on the table.

On the river came her all-in. I felt my heart plunge into the pit of my stomach. What did she have? Did she also have a king? Well—if so, she probably didn’t also have an ace…

Or maybe she had pocket-aces. There were possibilities… but I liked my odds. “I’ll call,” I said.

Then, she turned over her cards and I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I shouted. “I win!”

She just stared at me.

I eyed her cards again, to be sure: a four and a nine—no pairs, no straights. But the dealer was… raking the chips over to her?

Then, I saw it: she had a flush. I don’t know how I missed it. I had to blink a few times to really see it. “N—No,” I said.

She finally cracked a smile. “It’s been a while since I’ve gotten off in a human,” she said. “But you’re pretty, and I’m feeling in the mood.”

“W—What?” I said, totally stunned. Then, I was suddenly on the subway. There were a couple of old ladies sitting on one side, and a couple of students further down the train car, on their phones. The subway came to a stop, and I had to quickly grab the post so I wouldn’t fall over.

There was a residual glow of sunlight on the horizon. Now, people were starting to head off to work. A few businessmen poured into the train car. With them came the succubus woman. She saw me and smiled.

She came up to me and quietly said, “I don’t want any resistance, Chad—or our night of gambling is over.”

I was frozen all over. A few people eyed me. They looked the succubus woman up and down, because she was dressed so provocatively, like a prostitute, with her breasts bursting out from her semi-sheer lace top, and her skirt hardly covering her fire-red panties. “On your knees now, Chad,” she whispered.
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I looked down and saw that I was no longer a blonde woman. Now, I was myself, in my body, in my clothes. “H—here?” I asked. Now, I wished I was still dolled up like a girl, so that people wouldn’t recognize me. No—I didn’t know these people, but people were inevitably going to take pictures and post them to their social medias. This was going to go viral. I was going to be humiliated for life, eating some chick out on the subway like some drug-addicted degenerate.

“Now,” she hissed. I did it. I knew that I just had to get it over with. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and when I opened my eyes, she was using her thumbs to gently pull down her panties, letting her long snake uncurl from in that tight red satin prison.

She had a long cock and a huge ball sack. Now, out from the panties, the package was allowed to breathe. It expanded softly, no longer confined. I heard a few gasps from people nearby, disgusted by the public act. I was just as disgusted… but I had no choice.

So I closed my eyes and did what I knew she wanted me to do. I grabbed it and stuffed it into my mouth. I started sucked. Her cock was hot—hotter than the human body can get. Had it been any hotter, I would have burned my mouth, no doubt.

And it wasn’t long before her long shaft started to become hard. I made the mistake of opening my eyes to see stunned, horrified onlookers. I wanted someone to come over and put an end to it—to pick me up and toss me off of the train… but I had a feeling that the succubus woman wouldn’t allow anyone to stop this.

“Just like that,” she purred. I felt her demonic foreskin pulling back. I felt her bulbous tip emerging in my mouth, gliding against the roof of my mouth as her shaft expanded outwards.

Her cock had a reddish tint to it. When I pulled back for air, I saw that her tip, stretched out from her foreskin, was a crimson red colour: an unnatural sight that proved more than anything that she really was demonic.

I sucked hard and fast. I wanted to get this over with.

She was rock hard now. I couldn’t even fit half of her cock in my mouth. And now that she was erect, it was obvious that she wasn’t ‘human’. Sure, every part of her looked human—except for that cock. It was too fat to be human. It had a weird shape, like a gourd, with bumps all over it. The tip of her penis was hugely bulbous, like a firmly clenched fist—and rugged, with fat, bulging veins and hard ridges. In the middle of the shaft was a huge bulge, ribbed like some sort of dog toy. The whole thing looked like it belonged to some horrible animal.

But I didn’t have to look at it long. She let out a loud moan. “I want in you so badly, Chad!” She cried, and then she lifted me up with impossible strength, spun me over, and bent me over a man who gasped.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, unable to move with the demon holding my hips. The man was too stunned to move—or maybe he was paralyzed by the demon’s powers.

Now, across his lap (and partially across the lap of the woman next to him), the demon began to penetrate me.

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

And then she spanked me. “Shut the fuck up, Chad,” she growled. “Talk dirty instead. Now.”

I bit my tongue. I knew I had to do it. So while on the laps of complete strangers (or, I should say, completely horrified strangers), I began to say things like, “I want it so bad, baby,” and, “Your cock feels so good in my tight asshole!”

She pushed in: painful at first, but my hole was already well warmed up from being plunged by a pair of hunks. I could feel her ‘ribbed’ middle-section. I could feel the big lumps of her lower shaft. And, of course, I could feel the fat rugged tip as it ploughed into me.

She began to thrust—hard.

My face was now pressed hard into the crotch of that woman. The succubus laughed and snapped her fingers—and then suddenly, the woman gasped. I felt a warm wetness on my face, and realized that the girl had started to piss herself uncontrollably.

“Might as well jerk the man off, Chad,” purred the succubus—and then, suddenly, the man’s cock was rock hard in his pants.

With piss on my face and a demon cock in my ass, I awkwardly wriggled my fingers into the stranger’s slacks and began to jerk his cock. He groaned. The woman next to him (presumably a partner) gasped in horror, and then let out another gush of uncontrollable urine onto my face.

Was this really happening, or was this some sort of hallucination that she was producing in my head?

I was so ashamed, so humiliated… but still, I kept thinking about one last chance at winning another five-thousand. If I did everything she wanted me to, I would get another shot—and maybe I could save my house…

Suddenly, the man ejaculated with a loud groan. His cum sprayed up my wrist, and gushed all over the palm of my hand. I groaned.

The succubus pounded deep, using every inch of that monster cock inside of me. The ribbed girth hit the right spot, triggering my own ejaculation, which spilled out in front of everyone on that train. Then, just for laughs, the succubus triggered another big gush of girl pee on my face before gripping my hips firmly and fucking me with brutal intensity for five straight minutes, which was all she needed before bellowing out and unloading big-time in my asshole.

That was no normal creampie either; she gushed massive blasts, like someone squeezing a full Cola bottle of cum into my asshole.
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Again, I made the mistake of looking around—straining to sit up, to see so many people staring at us in horror… and the phones in their hands, filming the whole thing.

The demon let the humiliation linger for a moment before snapping her fingers and bringing us back to the casino.
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CHAPTER 8
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She had to reach down to stuff her long demon penis back into her fiery red panties. She took a moment to adjust her little lacy skirt, and then she gently sat down at the poker table with a cute, innocent little smile.

I looked down and saw that my pants were around my ankles—and a huge amount of cum was billowing down my legs, oozing out from my asshole. I gasped and quickly pulled my pants up, feeling that warm cum squishing against my legs in a gross way—but at least I was decent now. I eyed the dealer, who didn’t seem to care one way or another, as if he was just some sort of programmed robot.

I took a moment to gather my composure before sitting at the table. “Back again?” he asked casually.

[image: Dealer]



“Let’s just get this over with,” I said, still feeling the sting of humiliation.

The succubus let out a giggle, covering her lips. “It felt good, Chad. You have a beautiful, velvety asshole that you should be very proud of.”

“Shut up,” I growled. “What’s the bet this time?” I looked towards the window and saw the edge of the sun teasing the horizon. I was exhausted. My legs were weak. I wanted to go home and sleep. I wanted this to be over with.
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“Okay, let me think,” the succubus smiled. “How’s about… if I win…” She took a moment, looking around the casino for inspiration. “Ooh, I have a good one. If I win, you have to be a prostitute for one whole week—and you have to accept every job. You’ll have to doll yourself up for the jobs—but I’ll make the ad for you.” She clapped her hands together. “It will be so fun!”

I felt sick. A whole week of being a cross-dressing whore? For five-thousand dollars? That definitely wasn’t worth it… but I felt so desperate. “Fine,” I said.

Again—the bet didn’t matter, because I was determined to win. I took a deep breath, and the cards started coming down.

I won that first hand, but it wasn’t a big prize. The succubus won the next hand, evening it back up. Then came a long streak of folding. We were both playing it safe; I wanted that cash and she wanted to see me reduced to prostituting myself.

The game was getting intense. The dealer raised the blinds. The demon woman eyed me. I tried not to look into her eyes, knowing she would get a read on me.

Finally, I got a good hand. I even got her as far as the river… but she folded when I finally made a bet.

I looked at my chips. I looked at hers. The game was still even.

Then, before the dealer dealt, she looked out the window and said, “Last hand, Chad. I have to go. We’re either both all-in, or the deal is off.”
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I felt a clenching in my chest. I wanted that cash, so I nodded my head. “Fine.”

The dealer nodded in agreement, and then he gave us our cards. She was dealt a king and an ace, suited (hearts). I was dealt a three and a five, off-suited.

I felt dizzy. She smiled—and that smile grew when the flop came down, and there, in the middle of it, was an ace. And right next to it… a king.

“It’s not looking good for you, Chad,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

“N—No,” I said.

Then, on the turn came a three. She was still beating me big-time… but I now had a chance… a very, very tiny chance, but a chance nonetheless. She had two pairs… but if a three came down on the river (and the chance was about 5%), then I could walk away with fifteen thousand dollars and another shot at keeping my life from falling into shambles.

She was still grinning. She thought she had the game won…

And then the three came down. I was too stunned to cheer. She was too stunned to gasp. The dealer slid me all of the chips. There was an intense silence, and then suddenly, she was gone. “Congratulations, sir,” the dealer said. “Enjoy your winnings, and have a good night.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I looked around for the demon, but she was gone. The casino was empty, save for a couple of employees who were cleaning the floors for the mid-morning rush that would be arriving in a few hours.

I stood up slowly. I took all of my chips. I went to the conversion counter and put everything down. I was handed cash: fifteen-thousand dollars.

My ass hurt; I limped when I walked. I was exhausted, and had drying demon cum all over my thighs… but I was the winner.

The sun poured through the windows—almost blinding after a long night of darkness.
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I went home, driving slowly. The morning traffic was just starting. I nearly dozed off at a few red lights. Before going to bed, I took a very long shower. I had to hold onto the metal rail so I wouldn’t fall over. I hardly towelled myself off before falling into my bed, naked—and I fell asleep on top of the covers.

I slept four hours. I woke up. I got dressed. I went to the bank. I facilitated a transfer to the bank that had my mortgage, and then with the leftover, I thought about paying off some of my credit card debt. The teller showed me my remaining debt, and I paused. “I thought I only had twelve-thousand on that credit card,” I said.

“No, sir—sixteen,” she said gently.
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“I’m sure it was twelve.”

She investigated. Apparently, interest had been quickly accumulating, because I hadn’t been making payments. I was bummed out. I was quickly feeling demoralized—after one of the longest, hardest, most humiliating nights of my life, I was still facing a long road of struggling.

I remembered that I was up over thirty-thousand dollars at one point—before the succubus entered the picture. Why couldn’t I have walked away? I could have paid off all of my debt and given myself a totally clean start… but I chose to be an idiot.

I took a deep breath. Now, another thought was creeping into my head. “You know what… leave the debt,” I said to the teller. “I’ll pay it down later.”

I decided to keep that leftover cash. Now, I was thinking of heading to the casino, to gamble with that leftover, to try and turn a little into a lot. Maybe I could deal with that debt quickly, without having to work tirelessly for many months—or even years. I just needed a hot streak. I could use the skills that I’d gained from playing with the succubus; she’d taught me a whole lot through desperation.

I went home. On my counter was the newspaper, turned to the classified: job listings. Then, I saw my car keys. My car could take me to the casino within fifteen minutes.

I struggled with my own internal demons. Then, I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. “It’s time to get a job,” I said to myself. “No more of this gambling shit.”

When I opened my eyes, I gasped—because I was in the casino. I spun around. My heart raced. The morning regulars were all there, at their usual tables, gambling away their social security payments, their pensions, their disability cheques, and, for a few of them, their paycheques. “W—What the hell is happening?” I asked.
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Then, I turned and saw her sitting at the Texas Hold’em table. She smiled at me and waved. Now, she was wearing a long, beautiful satin cocktail dress, with her hair nicely done up, diamond earrings hanging from her ears.

I looked around and then approached her slowly. “I—I thought you had to go away during the day.”
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“I had some chores to do, but I’m done now,” she said. “I thought about it, and I want to give you one more chance, to double up your winnings—maybe pay off the rest of that pesky debt.” She grinned, as if she’d been watching me at the bank, receiving that unfortunate news from the young bank teller.

“You… You want to play again?” I asked, peering around.

She nodded her head with a cute smile. “Want to sit down?”

“I don’t want to play,” I said.

She paused. Her eyes narrowed. “We can just play with money, Chad. No fun and games this time—just regular ol’ gambling.” She cracked a new smile.

I shook my head. “I don’t have any money.”

“Okay—then we can make a deal. I still want to see you as a whore for a week; I think that would be so funny. And you want to win another five-thousand, right?”

“Y—Yes, but…” I took a deep breath. “I’m done gambling. I don’t want to do that again.”

Her smile faded. Frustration painted her face red. “Ten-thousand then, if you really insist.”

“No,” I said.

“Fifteen—and that’s as much as you’re going to get,” she growled.

“No thanks.”

“Why not!?” she hissed. “I got myself all dolled up for this! You can’t just turn me down after taking my money from me all night.”

“I’m not gambling anymore,” I said simply. “I’m done doing that.”

“You’re an unskilled worker, you idiot. Do you have any idea how long it will take you to pay off your debts making minimum wage? Even if you somehow luck out and find some job that pays twice that—I’m giving you the chance to skip years of suffering, and you just have to bet one week of your life. You’re being a damn fool, Chad.”

“I guess I am,” I said. “But that’s my choice. That’s my choice. Maybe I’m crazy. But I want to do it… the right way. I don’t want to try to fix my life in the casino.”

“We can gamble in the penthouse suite, if you’d prefer,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“No,” I said. “We’re done. I’m glad we met. You really opened my eyes to what I was doing wrong in my life—and I’ll always be grateful for that. But now, we’re done.”
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I turned around, spotted the exit, and started to leave.

“Chad!” she called out. “Chad, come back!” But I didn’t stop. I wasn’t going to turn back. I wasn’t going to cave to the urges. I wasn’t going to succumb to the thought of easy life shortcuts, because really, there are none. In life, you have to make it the right way, or you’ll always struggle.

“Chad, come back!” she growled loudly. I just ignored her. I kept on walking. I held my head high, even though I had a mountain of debt that would probably take years to pay down…

One day I would look back on all of this and be proud of myself for standing up for something. Hell—I was already proud of myself.

THE END
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