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It was a game of risk and desire. I lost—and he intends to collect.

Ashley:

Las Vegas was supposed to be a new beginning. I arrived with dreams tucked into a suitcase and pointe shoes I’d bled in for years. But before I could even find my footing, the ballet company folded. Just like that—gone.

Bills don’t care about broken dreams, though. So I did what any desperate girl with a sharp mind and a busted heart would do: I played cards. High stakes poker. Fast money, if you’re good. Dangerous, if you’re not.

Then he sat across the table. Patrick O’Lachlan. The name alone carries weight, but it’s the man who unsettled me. Irish, arrogant, devastatingly composed—he watched me with a kind of amused intensity that made my skin flush. Every glance from him felt like a caress I hadn’t consented to but couldn’t resist.

He wore his tux like it was part of his skin. Broad shoulders, a chest made for sin, and the kind of thighs a dancer dreams about—for balance, for power, for pressing you against the wall while your world tilts sideways.

And yes, I saw it.

Yes, that.

The outline beneath tailored black wool, enough to make my breath catch mid-play.

I was distracted. Almost undone.

But I didn’t walk away. Because maybe I didn’t want to win.

Maybe I wanted to lose—if it meant surrendering to him, breathless and aching, as he claims his prize.

Patrick:

She walked into the room like she owned it. Confidence worn like lipstick, subtle but unmistakable. Ashley Finnegan. All long limbs, lush curves, and a defiance that sparked like flint on steel.

She couldn’t have been more than twenty, but she held herself with a grace most women twice her age never learned. There was something tragic in her smile—something that told me she wasn’t just playing poker for fun. No, she needed this. And that only made me more intrigued.

I have a taste for dangerous games. And Ashley? She was playing one she didn’t fully understand. Betting her body on a hand she couldn’t win. But I let her try.

Because I knew the moment our eyes locked—she was mine. Her mouth might say no, but her body was already whispering yes.

I warned her.

Never wager what you’re not prepared to lose.

Now I own her curves.

And I’m going to take what belongs to me—inch by inch, moan by moan, until she forgets she was ever playing a game at all.
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Patrick

“Ainsley, not this again.”

My voice was dry, unbothered, and deeply uninterested as I scrolled through a chain of emails on my phone. She was whining—again—and I wasn’t in the mood to play doting big brother in a luxury boutique that smelled like overpriced perfume and entitlement.

“But I need your opinion,” she drawled, dragging the last word out with theatrical desperation.

I sighed and glanced at her briefly over the edge of my phone. “You know I don’t give a damn about handbags, right? I don’t even know why I’m here. This kind of scene—lace, leather, and ladies who lunch—it’s not my idea of a Saturday.”

Ainsley didn’t even blink at the profanity. She’d grown up with me, after all.

“You’re here because the saleswomen are nicer when you’re around,” she said, crossing her arms and shooting me a look laced with exasperation and affection. “When I come alone, I get the Pretty Woman treatment. And I mean the early part. Like, before Richard Gere shows up and makes everything shiny and acceptable.”

That made me look up fully. My jaw tensed.

“Are you serious? They’re treating you like that?”

She gave a casual shrug. “Not really. Not overtly. These women are professionals—they know how to keep their judgments behind lacquered smiles. But when you walk in? Oh, they fall all over themselves. It’s like you’ve been dipped in sex appeal and a black Amex. They don’t see a girl anymore; they see a potential client.”

I stared at her for a long beat, my expression unreadable. She wasn’t wrong. I’d noticed it before—the way people’s attitudes shifted when I entered a room in a tailored suit and a Rolex. But I hated that it affected how my sister was treated.

Ainsley, of course, didn’t care. She grinned at me, unapologetic.

“They’re going to flirt with you until one of them passes out. You know that, right?”

I rolled my eyes, sliding my phone into my coat pocket. “You’re insufferable.”

“And you love me,” she sing-songed.

She didn’t look like me—fiery red hair, porcelain skin, green eyes that lit up when she smiled—but she was mine. My responsibility. My family. After our parents died, I stepped in because I had to. Because there was no one else. What started as a duty had long since turned into something deeper—a quiet, constant drive to protect her from a world that wasn’t always kind.

Especially to girls who smiled too easily and believed the best in people.

I leaned back against the plush seat, watching her twirl with a bag she clearly didn’t need.

“If anyone gives you attitude,” I said quietly, “you tell me. I’ll handle it.”

She laughed then—light, effervescent, almost childlike. And despite myself, a corner of my mouth lifted.

Yeah. She was a pain in the ass.

But she was my pain in the ass.

“You’re not going to talk to management, Patrick,” Ainsley says with a knowing lilt. “You’re going to buy out the entire brand, drive it into the ground, and bankrupt the owners—figuratively, of course. Everyone here will lose their jobs, and all because they dared to cross a moody Irishman with too much time and too much money.”

I allow a wry smile. She’s not wrong.

Since I was twenty, I’ve helmed O’Lachlan Distillery, a legacy my parents left behind when their lives were cut short. What began as a family business known only across small towns in Ireland is now a name whispered across boardrooms and lounges from Dublin to Berlin. We didn’t just place our lagers on the map—we redrew it. These days, people don’t just ask for Guinness. They ask for O’Lachs.

We’re expanding—microbreweries, global distribution, and now a strategic push into the U.S. market. My people are negotiating shelf space with the big players, crafting deals that put our product in the hands of every American who craves something authentic. But this kind of growth doesn’t happen by accident. It takes obsession. Relentlessness. Blood and bone.

The early years were brutal. I was just a kid—green, unsure, and suddenly responsible for a multimillion-euro empire. The men I hired were seasoned, ruthless, and I had to learn to match them move for move. I stumbled. I got burned. But I didn’t quit. And in the fire, something in me hardened.

By twenty-five, I made my first million. By thirty, I’d stopped counting.

So yes, if someone disrespects my sister, I don’t write a polite email. I dismantle empires.

But the truth is, I don’t need to push this hard anymore. I have teams. Professionals. Analysts. Men and women who can easily manage the U.S. rollout while I sit back and enjoy the fruits of what I’ve built.

And yet—I don’t.

Because I was raised on hard work. My ancestors bent their backs to the soil, carving a living out of stubborn earth. I simply changed the battlefield. The dirt beneath my nails has been replaced by ink-stained contracts and the metallic clink of deal closings. I thrive on the grind. It calls to something feral in me—something that refuses to soften, even with success.

That’s why I’m in Vegas. Not for the lights, the women, or the chaos. I’m here to conquer new territory. To shake hands, make decisions, and push our product into the veins of a new market. The City of Sin doesn’t intimidate me. It’s just another game I plan to win.

Ainsley’s here for a different reason.

She wants to model. Curve modeling, to be specific.

“Vegas?” I asked when she first told me. “Isn’t that a bit... off-brand for the fashion world? Shouldn’t it be New York? Paris? Milan? Hell, even Tokyo?”

Ainsley arched one elegant brow, her mouth curving down at the corners.

“Those places are for straight-size models. And I’m not straight-size, Patrick. I’m not even mid-size. I’d be in the curve division. And Vegas? Vegas is where it’s happening.”

I studied her—this vibrant, flame-haired woman who still felt like the little girl I once had to carry out of our parents’ funeral. And even though I didn’t fully understand what she meant, I nodded slowly.

“You look normal to me.”

She sighed—long and theatrical—before flipping her hair over her shoulder in that way only a twenty-something could pull off.

“All it means,” Ainsley said, lifting her chin, “is that girls like me don’t usually walk runways in Milan or sip espressos between castings in Paris. We’re not the default. We’re the deviation. The extraordinary—not the ordinary. And Vegas? Vegas is where they actually see that. It’s where people like me can be visible.”

She shrugged, but there was defiance in the motion. A quiet pride.

“So what do you think, big bro? Can you swing it? Could you possibly squeeze Vegas into your billionaire calendar?”

I studied her for a beat, the corner of my mouth tugging despite myself. She was bold, unapologetic. Just like our mother.

“It works,” I said finally, voice low and sure. “Vegas aligns with some of my business expansions. I’ll make it happen.”

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees.

“Next month. Pack whatever you need. I’ll take care of the rest.”

The trip was booked within days, and now here I am—in a boutique so high-end I’m not even sure what designer’s name is etched into the marble wall behind the counter. I don’t care to know. Places like this aren’t made for men like me. They exist for women with platinum cards and a craving for status wrapped in crocodile skin.

Of course, my sister is one of them. Ainsley adores this stuff—handbags, shoes, the kind of fashion that screams money without ever whispering taste. Still, I don’t complain. If my presence makes the sales staff more accommodating, I’ll play the role of doting older brother.

And predictably, Ainsley’s prediction proves correct.

Our sales associate returns, a lacquered grin on her face and a handbag the color of wet blood clutched delicately between manicured fingers.

“Miss O’Lachlan,” she beams, clearly making a second pass at impressing. “You’re in luck. We just received one final piece in crimson—it’s exquisite. And with your coloring? It’s practically destiny.”

Ainsley accepts the bag with a smile, then gently corrects her.

“Oh, I’m not Mrs. O’Lachlan. I’m Miss. Patrick’s my brother. He’s just here to keep me out of trouble in Vegas,” she adds with a wink. “We’re only in town for a few weeks.”

The woman—Corinne, according to the tiny tag pinned to her chest—turns toward me with a spark in her eye and a smile that borders on lascivious.

Her gaze rakes down my frame, and I know exactly what she sees: the carefully tailored suit, the pressed collar of a white shirt that cost more than some people’s rent, the Italian suede loafers chosen for style and comfort. She lingers on my jaw, on the way my hair is swept back with casual precision, and I feel her gaze heat as it drops to my chest. I’m used to it. I've been turning heads since I shot past six feet at fifteen and discovered that women liked their men cut from stone and soaked in silence.

But Corinne’s not my type.

There’s something too styled about her, too studied. The curls cascading over her shoulders have been coaxed into submission by heat and hairspray, and the gauzy blouse she wears hangs from her bony frame like tissue on a wire hanger. Fragile. Featherweight. A little too desperate.

“Welcome to Vegas,” she says, her voice warm, rich—rehearsed. “You’re going to love it here, Mr. O’Lachlan. It’s a city full of... possibilities. And if you need someone to show you around, I’d be happy to offer my services. You and your sister, of course,” she adds with a grin that barely veils her true interest.

I offer a cool smile.

“Kind of you to offer,” I say, measured. “But I’m here for business. I won’t have much time for sightseeing.”

Corinne leans in slightly, undeterred.

“Oh, I can make time,” she murmurs. “I keep unusual hours. Four a.m., two a.m.—whatever suits your schedule. Breakfast, late-night drinks, or even just a quiet walk through the galleries if that’s more your style.”

Her tone drips invitation, but I don’t take the bait. Not because I’m not tempted—Vegas has its distractions, and she’s attractive in that glossy, forgettable way. But I don’t waste my time on women who lead with desperation. I prefer confidence. Fire. Something real.

I shoot her a steady, unimpressed look.

“So, you’re available around the clock for practically any activity.”

Her smile widens, oblivious to my tone.

“Yes, basically! That’s what sets Vegas apart—we deliver. Whether it’s Michelin-starred cuisine, a private suite at a boxing match, or front-row seats to a sold-out show, we make magic happen.”

She lowers her voice conspiratorially.

“Now, Adele’s gone—but rumor has it Britney’s returning. Any day now. She needs the money, you know.”

A faint edge sharpens her voice.

“All those TikTok dance clips of her twirling in bikinis at forty? I mean, come on. It’s not exactly art, right? She’s kind of... well, a chunky monkey.”

There’s a beat of silence before Ainsley stiffens beside me, her voice low but sharp.

“Excuse me?” she says, her cheeks flushed with color. “That woman’s been through hell, and she’s still standing. Those videos show strength. She’s not some punchline for you to mock.”

Corinne’s face freezes, her mouth still caught in the ghost of a smile before she backpedals, clumsy and breathless.

“Of course. Absolutely. I mean, go Britney! Liberation, empowerment, and all that. Girl power, right? Suffragists, and... the chains of love? We’re all in it together!”

Ainsley and I share a look. Chains of Love? Is she quoting Erasure now?

I turn away, jaw tight, and redirect my focus.

“Ains, are you getting the bag or not?”

She runs a hand along the crimson leather, her expression thoughtful.

“How much was it again?”

Corinne brightens, latching onto the shift in conversation.

“One hundred thousand, even,” she says, her voice syrupy. “We also have it in deep blue. That one would match your brother’s eyes beautifully.”

I tense.

Before I can cut her off, she adds with a wink, “I’ll just grab it from the back. One sec!”

She disappears into the stockroom, heels tapping like a drumroll I didn’t ask for.

I’ve had enough.

The cloying attention, the casual cruelty, the performance of charm with none of the substance—it grates. I can feel it on my skin, like static, and I want out before it catches fire.

I stand, pulling out my wallet and sliding my card across the glass counter with quiet finality.

“Get what you want,” I tell my sister, my voice low and firm. “Treat yourself.”

Ainsley’s eyes light up. She takes the black Amex with a small, grateful smile—one of the few smiles in the world that doesn’t make me feel like someone wants something.

“Thanks, Patrick,” she says, then leans in and adds with a mischievous sparkle, “And don’t worry—I won’t give Corinne your number. I promise.”
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