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Dedication
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This one is for the self-rescuing princesses of the world. You're such badasses! 







  
  

About the Book
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He's not letting her get away…even if he has to keep chasing her down. 



Cash

Riley Saunders is a goddess. I'm sure of it.

She's feisty and independent, and those curves of hers drive me wild.

I think I fell in love with her the second she opened her mouth and told me off.

Now I have to convince her that no matter how far she runs, I'll follow.

She's worth the chase.

One way or another, this little virgin goddess is going to be mine.



Riley

Cash Jamison is crazy. Or so I keep telling myself.

Who decides to marry someone at first sight? He did, that's who. I think he's serious.

He's gorgeous and dominant, and I might be just as crazy as he is because I want to belong to him.

But why would a billionaire who looks like him want a curvy girl like me?

He sounds like he means it when he says I'm his…but I'm so afraid he's going to break my heart.

Please chase me, Cash.



Warning

When this bossy billionaire meets his younger BBW, she's everything he didn't know was missing. Now he has to convince her that she's worth the chase in this sweet, steamy romance from Nichole Rose. If virgins, hot billionaires, and over-the-top hilarity do it for you, you're going to love Cash and Riley. All Nichole Rose books come complete with a sticky sweet and guaranteed HEA.








  
  

Chapter One


Cash
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I step through the glass doors of the packed airport, headed toward the limo waiting on the curb. The sticky heat hits me like a fist, almost instantly sending my body heat ratcheting up several degrees. It feels good though, reminds me that I'm home. 

My elderly driver hurries forward to grab my single bag, but I wave him off. He's been driving around for the last four hours, waiting for the tower to finally let my plane off the damn tarmac. He's probably as tired as I am.

"Welcome back to Nashville, Cash," he murmurs, holding the door open for me.

"Thanks, Lane. It's damn good to be home." I've been to London, Los Angeles, and then Miami in the last three days. I'm exhausted. I toss my bag inside the limo before climbing in after it. "We're headed to Saunders Management down on Music Row."

Lane makes a clicking sound with his tongue, letting me know what he thinks about me running straight from the airport to work. He's more like an uncle to me than anything. He's been with me since I made my first million fifteen years ago, and has no qualms about speaking his mind. It's a habit I can appreciate. I don't have time to beat around the bush and I pride myself on being a straight shooter. I say what I think and mean what I say. It's served me well thus far in life.

Hopefully, it'll serve Kasen Alexander, country music star extraordinaire, just as well today. I'm not in the talent business, but he's a real good friend and called in a favor I owe him. I guess his new manager is having problems with her Board of Directors. Something about her being too young to run a company. I'm not clear on all the details yet and I'm not sure what he thinks I can do to help, but at the very least, I owe him a meeting to hear him out.

"You can fuss at me later," I tell Lane with a small grin. "I was supposed to meet Kasen there two hours ago, but the damn pilot wouldn't let me off the plane." There was a bomb scare…which these days could mean anything from an unattended package in the terminal to an actual terrorist threat.

"A cooler of breast milk started leakin'," Lane says in his Southern drawl, shaking his gray head. "Airport security was runnin' around like the dadgum Taliban was here. The bomb squad and Feds was crawlin' all over this place."

"Breast milk? You're kidding me."

He shakes his head again.

"Jesus Christ." I throw my head back and laugh loudly. I would decide to fly in on the day breast milk shuts down the whole damn airport.

Lane's blue eyes twinkle with humor as he slams the door and makes his way around to the driver's side.

I lean back in the seat, closing my eyes. Long days and even longer nights are normal for me. When you run a multi-billion dollar company, there's always something that needs attention. I've done it so long, I've gotten used to snatching sleep wherever I can find it. Lately though, it's not been enough. Nothing is.

I feel restless and unsettled, but I can't figure out why. Nothing seems to interest me much anymore. Maybe I'm burning out. I've been burning the candle at both ends since I was twenty. At thirty-five, I'm not a spring chicken any longer. Hell, maybe that's the problem.

I'm not getting any younger and money no longer holds the same allure it once did. It doesn't keep me warm at night or fill my big house with laughter. I'm man enough to admit I'm lonely. It's been so long since I enjoyed the company of a woman, I can't even remember the last time my dick was in anything but my own hand. I need a woman.

Too damned bad I can't seem to find one that does anything for me. I'm tired of hopping from bed to bed with women who are all after the same thing: my bank account. I want something else. Someone who sees beyond the tattoos and bank account to the man beneath. I just can't seem to find her.

"How long are you home for?" Lane asks me.

"Not sure yet," I mutter, not even opening my eyes. "Doing a favor for Kasen and I need to take care of a few things. May be here a while."

Lane gives me another click of the tongue. "Good. Keep workin' like you have been and you'll be a crotchety old bachelor like me."

He's probably right.

I'm just not so sure there is another future for me, despite how fucking bad I want it.
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"Kasen, it's good to see you," I greet my friend half an hour later, pounding him on the back. At six-five and two hundred and fifty pounds, I'm not a small guy. Neither is Kasen. We tower over everyone else, our wide bodies taking up more than our fair share of room in the hallway outside his manager's office.

Kasen has that all-American charm women eat up. His hazel eyes, dimple, and messy hair give him a boy-next-door vibe. With tattoos up and down my arms, unruly black hair, and icy blue eyes, I look more like a biker than a billionaire.

Even in a suit, I tend to intimidate people. Kasen, on the other hand, tends to send women swooning. Unfortunately for them, he's been hung up on the same woman since he was a teenager and can be a bit of an asshole about it. Every song he writes is about her, but he adamantly refuses to tell the world who she is. From what I understand, he left her behind to pursue music but hasn't gotten over her. It's not my business so I stay out of it.

"You too, man," he says, grinning at me. The smile doesn't reflect in his hazel eyes. It rarely ever does. "Thank you for comin'. If Riley loses the company, it's going to break her heart."

"Her Board of Directors is giving her a tough time?"

Kasen's jaw clenches. "Yeah. Her father passed away four months ago, leaving majority ownership to her. The Board thinks she's too young to run the company, so they're making her life as difficult as possible, hopin' to freeze her out."

"How old is she?"

"Twenty-one," he says, crossing his arms and leaning back against the wall. "She's damn good at her job though, Cash. The girl knows her shit. Her daddy made sure of it. She's been followin' him around, learnin' the ropes since she was a toddler."

"So she's prepared to run the company."

"Yeah, and she could do it if they'd stop gettin' in her damn way at every opportunity." His teeth grind together. "They tried to force me to accept a new manager when he died. I told them it was either her or I walked. A few others followed suit, but the Board doesn't give a shit that she's got her pick of clients."

"You trust her."

Kase nods.

I process that for a moment. Kasen is smart and has good instincts. He's also one of very few celebrities who have managed to stay out of trouble. Paparazzi love to make up stories about who he's sleeping with, but that's about the extent of the drama surrounding him. Despite the fact that he can be an asshole, especially to women trying to ensnare him, those stories never make it to the press. I'm guessing that's because of his manager, Riley Saunders.

I get what it's like trying to run a company at a young age. I made my first million at twenty and faced the same sort of opposition. Very few were willing to bet on a kid still wet behind the ears. I'm guessing the fact that Riley is female isn't helping matters any. This may be a whole new world for her generation, but for the generations that came before us, it's still a man's world and women aren't welcome.

Nothing pisses me off more than entitled men trying to keep a good woman down. My mama was single most of my life. Despite the fact she had a college degree, she made less than she was worth for years. Raises and promotions went to her male colleagues, leaving her in tears more than once.

If Kasen thinks Riley is the woman to lead her daddy's company, I owe it to him to see what I can do to help ensure she gets to do it without a bunch of crusty old men getting in her way. My mama would expect nothing less.

"Let's go see what I can do to help," I murmur to Kase.

Jesus, I hope he's right about her and she isn't completely out of her depth here. He's one of the few friends I've got. I don't relish losing his friendship by pissing him off if this chick isn't ready for the responsibility her daddy's death thrust upon her.

He shoots me a relieved grin and then pushes away from the wall. "Thanks, man. I owe you for this."

"Get my assistant and his boyfriend a pair of tickets to see your next concert, and we're square," I mutter. "He's been hounding me for weeks."

"Will do." Kasen pauses with his hand on the doorknob. "Fair warnin', Riley is… honestly kind of terrifying."

"Oh?" I cock a brow.

"She's a bossy control freak. And she's dramatic."

Great.

I grind my teeth together, knowing damn well I just got played. She better be capable of running this company or I'm kicking his ass for waiting to spring that on me at the last second. The fucker did it intentionally, waiting until I agreed to tell me I'd be working with an uptight, overdramatic, daddy's girl.

They don't tend to take it well when I tell them what's what.

Kasen flings open the door to his manager's massive office.

"Jesus fucking Christ," I whisper, staring in shock at the goddess standing beside her antique desk with her hands on her thick hips and a scowl on her ruby red lips. My heart pulses in my chest, my dick going rock hard. Her dark hair is pinned on top of her head with a pink and black handkerchief that matches her polka dot pin-up dress. She's tiny, with the sexiest body I've seen in ages. Her massive tits and thick thighs, coupled with a trim waist and that heart-shaped face are the stuff of dreams. Specifically my filthy dreams.

"I'm not bossy or dramatic, you asshole," she growls at Kasen.

"Cash, meet Riley," Kasen says, grinning ear to ear. "Riley, this is Cash."

Fuck. I think I just found my future wife.
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