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Prologue

 


Welcome to Sin City. Where the stakes are
high and playboys are many. A place where bets are laid and deals
are made. The paranormal world thrive in this environment, wheeling
and dealing, living and loving. The Four Horsemen are no different.
The people of Las Vegas feed their hunger without even trying. They
are known by many names—Death, Conquest, War, and Famine—but those
close to them know them as Devil, Viper, Judge, and Chaos. They run
their business, Celestial Desert Paradise Hotel and Casino, the way
they live their lives, ruthlessly. They are unforgiving when
wronged. It’s something that one man is about to discover when he
strikes a deal with the Devil that will change both of their
lives.

 


“Mr. Harrison, as it
stands at the moment, your debt with us is in excess of a quarter
of a million dollars,” Conrad “Devil” Torments said as he leaned
back in his chair behind his large mahogany desk. “It needs to be
cleared before any further credit can be offered.”

Devil already knew this man had nothing to
give. He had delved deeper into Jeffrey Harrison’s financial
records. He was a gambling addict with nothing to his name but
increasing debts. He had been in recovery from his addiction for
the last thirty years, only to have fallen off the wagon three
months earlier after the death of his wife. It would seem he had
sold everything of value and taken up his old habit.

When he had walked into the casino within
the hotel, Jeffrey Harrison had rolls of cash. By the end of the
night he had procured a line of credit with the casino. That line
of credit had been extended beyond what protocol allowed. The
employee responsible had been fired. But that did nothing to help
this man, who was in over his head, or the casino replenish the
lost funds.

“I promise you, Mr.
Torments, I will get it for you. If you could just give me a few
days,” Jeffrey Harrison promised. Devil didn’t need his vampire
senses to recognize the lies falling from this man’s
mouth.

“I need more than your
words, Mr. Harrison. You have had more leeway than others, and that
needs to stop now. My brothers and I have a business to run, and I
can’t allow the likes of you to ruin everything we have built up,”
Devil stated seriously. “I already know you have nothing. How do
you propose to pay us back?”

“I have a
daughter.”

This surprised Devil. Not that this man was
willing to sell his child to cover his habit. It wasn’t the first
time he had seen it, and he very much doubted it would be the last.
What did surprise him was the fact that the daughter hadn’t been
mentioned anywhere in the report compiled on this man. A deadbeat
son, yes, but no daughter. Devil’s senses told him that this man
spoke the truth. Still he challenged him.

“Don’t lie to me, Mr.
Harrison!”

“I’m not. She carries her
mother’s name,” Jeffrey Harrison stammered. “The woman was a call
girl when I met her during my short separation from my wife. We
didn’t stay together long, just long enough to create a daughter.
She’s just like her mother.”

Still unsure, Devil clicked his fingers
impatiently and asked, “Do you have a photo of her?”

The man rummaged through his wallet. Shaking
fingers fumbled, pulling a folded piece of paper from behind one of
his many useless cards. He handed it straight over to Devil, the
page still doubled over. When he unfolded it, his interest was
piqued.

There on the paper lay his personal wet
dream. The young woman was gorgeous. Her long, blonde, wavy hair
hung down her back, strands blowing in the wind. Her bright blue
eyes sparkled with laughter in reaction to something someone had
said or done. The hand on her hip highlighted her curves. The word
“perfect” came to mind. It was time to do what he did best, wheel
and deal.


Chapter
One

 


Gabby Winters stumbled toward her car. She
had just worked one of the longest shifts of her four-year nursing
career. A major crash involving a busload of children came in
several hours ago. Doctors and nurses had been called in to cover
the large amount of incoming patients. The ER had only begun to
calm down thirty minutes earlier.

But now she didn’t want to think any more
about work. As soon as she had walked out the hospital doors she
had started her two-week vacation. The first one she had taken
since becoming a nurse. She planned on heading out to the cabin her
grandfather had left her in his will. It was an old hunting cabin
that sat on a large piece of land. No one apart from her best
friend and roommate, Nikki, knew it existed. It was her little
secret getaway. Even better, there was no Wi-Fi or phone coverage.
Nobody could bother her.

As she drew closer to her car, the one thing
she knew she wasn’t going to miss vibrated in her bag. Pulling out
her phone, she read the caller ID. It was the man who had a hand in
creating her, but nothing else. He had left her mother heartbroken
as soon as he had discovered that she was pregnant. It would seem
that he was desperate to get a hold of her, because her phone
displayed a number of missed calls from him.

“What do you want,
Jeffrey?” she asked, not bothering with the usual pleasantries she
offered everyone else. “I’ve just got off work, and I’m
exhausted.”

“You’re going to do
something for me.”

“What, you’re forgoing the
normal asking, and going straight for the demanding? I don’t think
so.”

Jeffrey Harrison and his son Grant had
walked into her life five years earlier. She’d stood at her
mother’s fresh graveside, crying over the loss of the only family
she had left. In her grieving state, she allowed these two men into
her life and had regretted it ever since. Jeffrey’s wife treated
her like an intruder, taking any opportunity to send a malicious
dig Gabby’s way. Jeffrey was no better. In fact, his comments had
become even more hurtful after his wife had passed away. Over the
last three months, he had contacted Gabby only when he wanted
something from her. And each call ended in vile, menacing
commentary about her looks or her mother, when Jeffrey had failed
to obtain what he wanted.

Grant was no better, except he tended to
whine to win Gabby’s favor. The only contact she had with him was
when he wanted money. Money she didn’t have. She was a nurse. What
kind of wage did he think she was on? She still had a large college
debt hanging over her head, and her savings, while minimal, were
her rainy day fund.

“Stop with the dramatics,
girl. You’re going to get that fat ass of yours dressed sexy and
take yourself over to the Celestial Desert Paradise Hotel and
Casino, room 1102. The man’s expecting my call girl daughter to
arrive by nine. Your body is going to clear my gambling debt,” came
the man’s disgusting reply.

“Not
happening!”

“It’s either you, or I
send him after your pretty little roommate. It’s probably been a
while since she has had a little male attention.”

That had Gabby’s attention.

Three years ago, Nikki had been brutally
beaten and raped by her then on-again, off-again boyfriend. Gabby
had been at her father’s having dinner when she’d received the call
from the emergency room. Scared for her friend, she had dropped her
defenses and told Jeffrey and his wife what had happened before
racing to Nikki’s side. Nikki knew nothing of Jeffrey’s knowledge
of her attack. Gabby could never hurt her best friend by telling
her that one of the few people she despised knew of her traumatic
experience. It would seem that Nikki’s opinion was well deserved.
Jeffrey’s morals were not just limited as she had previously
thought, but nonexistent, if he was going to use one of the worst
times in Nikki’s life to his advantage.

“So what’s it going to be,
girl? Either you or your friend?” Jeffrey’s question drew Gabby out
of her ponderings.

“You’re an evil bastard.
Do you know that?”

“I don’t really care what
you think of me, girl, as long as you get the job done!”

“So your conscience sees
nothing wrong with using someone’s body to clear your
debt?”

“Not someone’s, yours. And
you owe me!”

“How the hell do you
figure that?”

“The knowledge of your
existence killed my Betty,” he accused, his voice softening at the
use of his late wife’s name.

“Cancer killed her, not
me!”

“You are a cancer!” he
spat. It wasn’t the first name she had been called by this man, and
probably wouldn’t be the last, either. “Now answer the damn
question. Is it you or your friend who’s clearing my
debt?”

“Why the hell should
either one of us do it? What’s stopping us from going to the cops?”
she demanded, knowing Jeffrey feared the police and the idea of
going to jail.

“You do and you’re asking
for hell to land on your doorstep,” Jeffrey said. “This man is not
a person to be toyed with. He’s dangerous. You’d do well to
remember that.”

Gabby hung up on her father, not bothering
to respond to his demands. Jeffrey, however, knew Gabby would do
anything in her power to protect her best friend. She had no
intentions of allowing any form of danger to darken Nikki’s life.
Her life had already been marred by evil. Gabby refused to see her
friend suffer any further. The question was, could she allow
Jeffrey this sort of power over her life and her body? Did she have
any other choice in the matter? Could she believe Jeffrey’s
assessment of the man? Could she risk not believing it? No matter
what question she asked herself, her thoughts continually returned
to Nikki’s safety. Gabby needed to protect her friend from any
further harm at all cost. It was something she had failed to do
three years earlier. It would never happen again.

The night Nikki had been attacked, Gabby was
at work. It wasn’t even her shift, but one of the other nurses had
called in sick. The decision to take on the extra work had been one
that she had regretted ever since. Not usually one to dwell on past
events, this one haunted her, and would probably do so for the rest
of her life. If she had followed her own schedule, Gabby would have
been home when Nikki’s ex had broken into the apartment she shared
with Nikki. She could have stopped the attack before it had even
started. She hadn’t been able to protect Nikki from the danger
then, but she could now. She would deal with the consequences of
allowing Jeffrey this kind of power over her later. Her resolve was
set. She would give this man an hour of her time, no more, but
hopefully less. Gabby’s love for her friend would see her giving
the stranger her body, but nothing else. Well, that wasn’t exactly
true.

Little did either man know, she would also
be losing something else tonight. It was something she had been
able to hold on to for the last twenty-five years. Her virginity.
She had wanted an experience like those she had read about in the
many romances stored on her Kindle. But instead she would no doubt
be giving her virginity to a man who wouldn’t value it. She would
though, because she knew it would be lost ensuring Nikki’s
continued safety.

Two hours later, she was still questioning
her sanity. She should, by all rights, have called the cops on
Jeffrey. That way she would probably have already been snuggled up
in bed right now, ready to start her vacation the next day. Instead
she was snuggled up in a dress that was two sizes too small for
her, walking over soft carpet toward a strange man’s hotel room.
Well, walking probably wasn’t the best description for what she was
doing in the stiletto shoes. Nikki had been excited about the
prospect of Gabby “having a date,” even if it was one set up by
Jeffrey. She had taken great pleasure in dressing her as if she
were a Barbie doll. A Barbie doll who had eaten too much chocolate
cake.

She couldn’t tell Nikki the truth behind
this little outing. It would not only draw to the surface memories
that were best left in the past, but her friend would have insisted
they called the police. Gabby would have usually agreed had it not
been for this mystery man. He was an unknown variable. He was an
associate of Jeffrey’s whom the man seemed to fear. There was no
way of telling how dangerous he was. And placing Nikki in danger
was the last thing she would ever do. So Gabby had painted Jeffrey
in a fatherly light for once, and thankfully the idea of her
meeting a guy had stirred Nikki’s romantic juices, rather than her
more suspicious side.

Reaching the door, she hesitated. Her anger
at Jeffrey and protective instincts toward Nikki abandoned her. In
their place, for the first time since the call, was fear. Fear for
herself. For all she knew, a mass murderer could be on the other
side of the door. One lying in wait, planning his next crime.

Shaking her head, a nervous giggle escaped
her. She was allowing her nerves to get the better of her. Jeffrey
at least had the fortitude to explain that he had told this man
that she was a call girl, like her mother. Though considering he
was capable of prostituting his own daughter out to a stranger, his
word really meant very little. As added insurance, Gabby had
ensured that Nikki knew where she was going and when to expect her
home.

She lifted her hand to knock. But before she
could, the door was flung open. There stood every girl’s fantasy
guy. Her attention was immediately drawn to his chest. His curved
muscles were barely contained under his tight black t-shirt. Moving
her line of sight upward, passing his strong, chiseled jawline, her
gaze collided with his black, mesmerizing eyes. He belonged in one
of her romances, as the hero. Why did he have to be playing the
villain instead?

Forcing her hand out, she offered it to this
gorgeous, yet evil, man and said, “Hi, I was sent—”

“Yes, yes, I know why
you’re here,” the man said, dragging her into the room and shutting
the door.

The simple touch of his hand on her arm sent
a tingling sensation from her wrist down to her pussy. She had
never reacted to anyone the way she did him. Reminding herself
whose associate this was, she pulled from his hold and moved toward
the expansive window that looked out upon the Strip. Even knowing
what light Jeffrey had painted her in, her hips still desperately
wanted to put in an extra swing for this man, but her skyscraper
shoes wouldn’t allow it. She had no desire to fall flat on her
face.

Looking out across the lights, Gabby was
reminded how lucky she was to live in such a beautiful city. She
had lived in Las Vegas all her life, yet she never grew tired of
the lit up view. Her attention was drawn away from the spectacular
light show when she felt the man stand beside her.

Unable to contain her curiosity about this
man who she desperately wanted to see as a hero, she turned and
asked, “So how do you know Jeffrey?”

“I have no desire to
discuss that man tonight,” he responded gruffly. “I have plans for
us. But first, tell me your name.”

With her head held high, she replied,
“Barbie.”

“Well, Barbie,” the man said with a mocking
tone. “They call me Devil. Do you know how I came by that
name?”

Even though they both knew her name wasn’t
real, she took offense at this man’s attitude. He expected a call
girl, and that was exactly what she was giving him, name and all.
“No, but time is ticking. So if you want to waste it talking then
by all means, please explain. It makes no difference to me. Your
hour started from the moment I walked into the room.”

With a raised eyebrow and a downturned
mouth, he replied, “It’s because I’m ruthless in business and in
the bedroom. I take and do what I want in both forums. Now
strip.”

“Not even going to offer
me a drink?” she asked sarcastically.

“I have plans to do that,
have no fear,” he promised, rubbing his groin.

Her pussy wept at the promise of her mouth
gaining a new experience as her gaze fell to where his hand
continued its up-and-down motion. What lay beneath it had her heart
racing. If the bulge was anything to go by, Devil was huge, and
still her untouched body wanted it. Even knowing who he was
affiliated with didn’t stop her body from responding instantly to
him. Why of all the men she had met did it have to be this one who
succeeded in bringing her body to life?

Her mind began replaying a scene from the
book she was currently reading. The heroine was lying across the
bonnet of the hero’s car. Her legs hung over his forearms as he
pounded into her. Only the two main characters had been replaced by
herself and Devil. A blush heated her cheeks. The man before her
was potent. Never before had she even considered sleeping with a
man. Yet here she was, no longer just accepting her fate in the
name of protecting Nikki, but wanting it. Wanting this man,
imagining he was something she knew he wasn’t. A hero.

“So you’re going to play
the innocent virgin?” he said, crowding her body. “That’s fine. I
will play along, but know this…your hesitation comes with
consequences.”

Before she could respond, he pulled her
against his hard chest, his lips coming down hard on hers. Pleasure
zipped through her body, making her regret the choice of underwear
Nikki had insisted on. The tiny scrap of cloth was soaked. It was
no longer containing the flood of juices escaping her pussy.

Her beaded nipples rubbed against the
built-in bra of the dress that had now become a torture chamber.
Each brush against the material had her pussy throbbing for
something. As quickly as the kiss had started, it stopped. He
turned her so she was once again facing the window. The lights of
the city were no longer in focus; instead they created a
kaleidoscope of color before her eyes.

She heard the zipper of her dress being
lowered. This drew her out of her haze. The whole purpose of her
being in the hotel room was moments away. Was she ready? A calm
seemed to fall over her. It was acceptance of what was about to
happen. Not because it was the right thing to do to protect her
friend, but more of a reassurance that it was time. She had been
holding on to her virginity in the hope of finding the right man.
One who created havoc with her hormones. She had never found such a
man until tonight. She would follow through with her commitment to
Nikki and allow Devil to take her. The “if only” statements that
she knew would follow would have to wait until tomorrow. Her
hormones wanted her attention back on this man.

There was no denying her reaction to Devil.
He stirred up things in her body that she had wished certain other
men had. While their joining would be unconventional, and a one-off
experience, she couldn’t refute his effect on her. Her body wanted
this above anything else in that moment.

She was drawn from her ponderings by the man
at the center of her thoughts. He was leaning over her, placing her
hands on the wooden shelf in front of her. When he stepped back,
pulling his warmth from her body, she became acutely aware of her
undressed status. Cool air wafted over her, highlighting every
single goose bump that protruded from her skin.

A groan sounded behind her before she felt
his warmth once again. Only this time it was on her bottom. “Has
anyone ever told you that your ass was made for a man’s hand?”

“No,” she sighed, as his
large hand ran over her ample cheeks.

She wasn’t sure what had gotten into her,
but her body demanded she see where this man was taking her. She
didn’t have long to wait. His hand came down hard on her backside.
The sting had her trying to move, but she was held down by his
other hand pressed to the middle of her back.

“Don’t move, or I’ll add
to your punishment.”

“Punishment?” She gasped
as his hand rubbed over her burning cheek.

“Yes, your consequences
for lying to me about your name and then hesitating when it came to
disrobing,” he said, his hand landing once again on her bottom.
“While we’re together, when I give an order, you will follow it
immediately. Is that understood?”

He had stated each word by pausing between
them to spank her. The sting had turned into a burning sensation,
which had spread to her pussy. Her orgasm started to build. His
hand continued to pepper down on her heated backside. Then he
suddenly stopped.

“I’m not hearing a reply
to my question.” Damn it, what had he asked? Her brain was so lost
in this new experience that she couldn’t seem to find the question,
or the answer. “You will do everything I tell you,” he reminded
her.

Nodding, she groaned her “Yes” reply. She
slumped in relief when his so-called punishment recommenced. Light
appeared behind her closed eyelids. Her orgasm was so close, she
began to shake at its intensity. Then she discovered what the true
meaning behind the term punishment was. The spanking stopped as
quickly as it had started.

She soon became aware of the other elements
in the room. The cool air of the air-conditioner danced past her
trimmed hair, tickling her pussy and sensitive clitoris. It did
nothing to chase away the orgasm, or bring her to climax. Instead,
it seemed to maintain her current state. She was one tiny touch
away from the most glorious orgasm she had ever experienced. Those
by her own hand had never felt this good.

She went to close her legs in the hope she
would push herself over the edge but was stopped by Devil’s next
words. “Don’t move, or I’ll leave you like that, unsatisfied, for
the rest of our hour.”

She froze where she stood, trying
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