
  
    [image: Sin City Seduction]
  


  
    
      SIN CITY SEDUCTION

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        NADIA AIDAN

        EVE NOON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: After Dark Publishing, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Nadia Aidan, Eve Noon, After Dark Publishing, LLC.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Coming Soon

      

      
        Also by Nadia Aidan

      

      
        About Nadia

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

          SIN CITY SEDUCTION

        

      

    

    
      Yolanda Hamilton has built her reputation on control.

      As the creative director of one of the hottest luxury fashion houses in New York, she commands boardrooms, launches trends, and never—ever—mixes business with pleasure.

      Then Lucas Gordon walks in.

      He’s the new VP of Acquisitions—sharp-suited, smooth-talking, and dangerously gorgeous. Everything about him screams trouble. He’s a player, a charmer, the kind of man who could ruin a woman’s composure with a single look.

      Yolanda knows better.

      At least, she thinks she does… until a trip to Las Vegas changes everything.

      Under the city’s glittering lights, temptation proves impossible to resist. One drink turns into one night—and one night into something that feels a lot like forever. Lucas strips away her defenses piece by piece, teaching her that surrender can be its own kind of power…

      Because what happens in Vegas?

      Sometimes it follows you home—and into your heart.

      

      [image: fire][image: fire][image: fire] A steamy, emotional, and addictive office-romance about power, passion, and the moment control gives way to desire.[image: fire][image: fire][image: fire]

      

      Note to Readers: This title was previously published as What Happens in Vegas and has been revised and expanded with new scenes, deeper emotion, and even more heat.
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      This was turning out to be the worst day of Yolanda Hamilton’s life.

      Scratch that. The worst day had been the one when Lucas Gordon—resident charmer, heartbreaker, and walking Armani ad—had been hired as Senior Vice President of Acquisitions at the House of Dafina.

      Because the only thing Lucas Gordon seemed good at acquiring were model girlfriends—each one more stunning, leggy, and brainless than the last.

      “Signora Giordono, I really don’t see why Mr. Gordon needs to accompany me,” Yolanda said carefully, forcing a smile that felt about as natural as a facelift. She stood across from Dafina Giordono, the legendary founder and matriarch of the brand, a woman whose poise and instinct for fashion had defined luxury for nearly half a century.

      Fifteen years at Dafina had taught Yolanda two things. One—never underestimate the woman. And two—never contradict her outright. Dafina didn’t like being challenged, though she had a soft spot for Yolanda, one she’d earned through years of loyalty and late nights at the atelier.

      “Yolanda.” The older woman clucked her tongue, her Italian accent thickening as her sharp hazel eyes caught every flicker of annoyance Yolanda tried to hide. “I know you don’t care for him,” she said, her tone indulgent, “but Lucas has an excellent eye for emerging designers. And he has experience with swimwear.”

      Perfect, Yolanda thought sourly. Then send him alone.

      But since she also liked her paycheck and had a healthy fear of unemployment lines, she swallowed the retort and tried a more diplomatic approach. “You’re right, he does have that experience. Which is why he could handle the trip without me⁠—”

      “Yolanda!” Dafina’s tone cut clean through her composure. There it was—the warning.

      Yolanda sighed inwardly and prepared herself for the inevitable.

      “You’re my Creative Director. Nothing comes in or goes out of Dafina without your eye. You’re the only one who shares my vision,” Dafina said warmly, then smiled with a mischievous glint. “If I weren’t buried in Fashion Week preparations, I’d go myself. But since I can’t… I’m sending the next best thing. And really, my dear—who wouldn’t want to spend three days in Vegas with such a handsome young man?”

      Me, Yolanda screamed silently, biting down hard on her tongue. Dafina’s dreamy smile only made it worse. What was it with women and Lucas Gordon? Did he emit some kind of weaponized pheromone? Or was his cock literally made of gold?

      Yes, Lucas was good-looking—impossibly so. But he was also arrogant, entitled, and far too aware of both.

      And right on cue, as if conjured by her irritation, he appeared in the doorway.

      Lucas strolled in with the easy confidence of a man who’d never once been told no. His tailored charcoal suit hugged broad shoulders and a lean, powerful frame. His sandy curls were artfully tousled, his sea-green eyes bright against sun-bronzed skin. He looked like sin in a boardroom.

      And it was almost nauseating.

      Yolanda crossed her arms, partly to look unimpressed, partly to restrain herself from strangling him. Unfortunately, the motion only succeeded in drawing attention to her breasts, the thin cotton of her blouse tightening against suddenly pebbled nipples.

      Of course he noticed. His gaze lingered for a beat—lazy, assessing—before sliding back up to her face. That wolfish grin curved his mouth, and her irritation spiked.

      “Yolanda. Signora Giordono,” he greeted smoothly, lowering his tall frame into a chair like he owned the damn building.

      “Hmpf.” It was the best she could do.

      Dafina all but purred under his charm, her delight filling the room like perfume. Yolanda sat stiffly beside them, counting the seconds until she could bolt.

      When the briefing finally ended, she jumped to her feet, desperate for air. “I’ll let you finish telling him what you told me,” she said briskly, already halfway to the door.

      Lucas stood too—because of course he did. Ever the gentleman, which somehow made it worse.

      “Yolanda.” His voice wrapped around her name, smooth as velvet. “I’ll see you at the airport tomorrow. I have to admit—I’m looking forward to working with you in Vegas.”

      Her eyes narrowed, searching for the innuendo she knew was there. It wasn’t what he said—it was the way he said it, the faint spark of amusement that promised he knew exactly how much he got under her skin.

      She gave him a curt nod. “See you tomorrow.” Then she pivoted on her heel and stalked out, praying her day couldn’t possibly get worse.

      
        
        ~

      

      

      “I just prayed my day wouldn’t get any worse,” she muttered under her breath, “and then you here you come.”

      Lucas grinned as he stepped into her office and quietly shut the door behind him. He knew he shouldn’t enjoy baiting her—but he did. God help him, he loved watching this woman bristle. She reminded him of a tigress—sleek, sharp, and forever pretending she didn’t like being hunted.

      “What do you want, Lucas?” she snapped, leaning back in her chair, arms folded protectively across her chest.

      He didn’t flinch. “Just came by to give you the itinerary.” He waved a sheet of paper in her direction, then leaned forward, planting both palms on her desk. “You ran out of there so fast, I thought you were going to miss your hot date.”

      Her brow arched. “You’re the only one who has hot dates at ten in the morning.”

      “They’re not hot, sweetheart,” he drawled. “They’re placeholders. I’m just biding my time until a certain stunning Creative Director agrees to dinner with me.”

      Yolanda’s mouth twisted. “Yes, well, I’m sure your last Russian model—ah, what was her name? Nadenka?—would be thrilled to know she’s just a placeholder. Especially after that blow job she gave you in your office last week.”

      Lucas’s jaw flexed. “For the last time, she dropped her contact. I was helping her look for it when you⁠—”

      “Save it.” Her tone was crisp enough to slice glass. “Your sex life is none of my business. But just for the record, most women don’t line up to date a man who changes girlfriends as often as his socks.”

      She lowered her gaze and began tidying her papers. “Thank you for the itinerary. Unless there’s something else, I have work to do.”

      Dismissed.

      The word wasn’t spoken, but it rang in the air.
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        * * *

      

      He stared at the top of her head, fury prickling just beneath the surface. For a year and a half he’d endured her ice, her sarcasm, her cutting remarks—and he’d taken it, because he’d known what lay beneath that steel. But this? This crossed a line.

      Before he could stop himself, he came around the desk, grasped her arms, and pulled her to her feet.

      She froze, eyes wide. Shock, then fury flickered across her face.

      “You’re a real pain in my ass, you know that?” he ground out, ignoring her gasp. “You’ve been nothing but impossible since the day I walked in here. Don’t you think it’s time you stopped?”

      “I don’t like you,” she hissed. “And I refuse to pretend that I do.”

      He stared at her—really stared. At the elegant line of her jaw, the lips that trembled when she was angry, the flush staining her golden-brown skin. She was beautiful, and she had no idea. She hid herself behind severe buns, glasses, and tailored suits, as if femininity were a weakness. But he’d seen glimpses of the woman beneath—the one with curves made for sin and a mouth made for trouble.

      He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “You say you don’t like me. But I think it’s the opposite.”

      Her eyes flashed. “You’re so arrogant—of course you’d think that.”

      “Am I?”

      He didn’t know what possessed him. Maybe the challenge in her tone. Maybe the heat pulsing between them, dense and electric.

      In a heartbeat, he had her backed against the wall, his body caging hers.

      Her breath hitched.

      He bent his head, lips brushing the soft skin at her throat, and tasted her—just once. She gasped, the sound halfway between outrage and need. Her hands pressed against his chest, not quite pushing him away.

      He chuckled low, the vibration rumbling against her neck. “You keep saying you don’t like me,” he murmured, “but I wonder if I stick my fingers beneath this skirt of yours will they find nothing but wet warmth.”

      “Lucas!” Her voice trembled, warning and want colliding.

      Heat coiled low in his gut. The sound of his name on her lips was his undoing. Every rational thought burned away until all that existed was her—her scent, her warmth, the faint tremor of her body against his.

      If he didn’t stop now, he’d have her bent over her desk, his name breaking from her mouth in a way neither of them could take back.

      He forced himself to pull away, breathing hard.

      Her expression was a storm—confusion, defiance, arousal. He’d finally cracked her cool exterior, and they both knew it.

      “You know I’m not the gigolo you make me out to be,” he said quietly. “And you know you want me—even if you wish you didn’t.”

      He lifted his hand, brushing a thumb across her trembling bottom lip. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, Yolanda.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “And when it finally happens—when I finally have you—it won’t be a quick fuck on your desk. It’ll be in a bed, with soft sheets and no interruptions. Because once I’m inside you, I don’t plan on leaving for a very, very long time.”

      Her eyes widened, her lips parting, breath shallow.

      He almost kissed her then. God, he wanted to. But instead, he dropped his hand and walked out. If he stayed, he’d lose control—and she wasn’t ready for what that meant.
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