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Dedication
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To M. – Thanks for being the best brother ever. 







  
  

About the Book
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She thought she could hide from him…but Vegas isn't big enough to keep her from him for long. 

Dane

My best friend's curvy little sister has been mine since the day I met her.

Sienna Davis is too young and sweet for me, but I'm in love with her anyway.

Unfortunately, I didn't know she felt the same way for me until she ran away to Vegas.

Her brother sent me to track her down.

He's going to kill me when he finds out I put a ring on her finger and made her my little princess.

He can take whatever he wants from me, but I won't give her up.

Not ever.

Sienna

I've been in love with Dane Robertson since I was seventeen.

He's my older brother's rough-around-the-edges, crazy-hot best friend.

I want him to be my daddy, but I didn't know he felt the same until he showed up in Vegas.

I know he's worried my brother is going to lose it when he finds out about us, but I don't care.

I belong with Dane. I always have.

And I'm not going to give him up, not even for my brother.

Warning

When this obsessed alpha male finds his curvy princess in Vegas, he'll have a ring on her finger fast enough to make her head spin. If a secret wedding, a bossy Daddy, and over-the-top declarations are your thing, you're formally invited to join us in Vegas! All Nichole Rose books come complete with a sticky sweet and guaranteed HEA.








  
  

Chapter One


Dane
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"I'm going to spank her ass," I growl, storming through the casino toward the curvy little blonde currently dancing on top of the bar with one of her friends. The fussy bartender frantically tries to get them down, but they ignore him, swaying to the music and giggling. 

"Jesus H. Christ," Trick, my head of security says, shaking his head.

"Do not fucking look at her," I snarl at him.

The crowd around the VIP bar is three deep, every single one of them men. They're staring at Sienna's sexy legs and round ass. She's in a little black dress that barely covers her pussy. The sexiest heels I've ever seen adorn her feet, the red ties crisscrossing her ankles and calves. I push my way through the crowd, trying to get her down before she breaks her neck or flashes the room her panties.

I can see by the stubborn tilt to her chin that she's in a mood. Grant, her older brother, warned me she was when he asked me to come retrieve her from Vegas. She's been moody a lot lately, but adamantly refuses to tell anyone why. Once upon a time, she could spend hours talking to me. Now she can barely stand to look at me. It's enough to drive a man mad.

"Watch it, dude!" a blond who looks like a frat boy yells when I try to move past him. His drink sloshes all over his hand.

I snarl at him in warning. He must see something on my face because he backs away with his hands up, telling me he doesn't want to fight. I don't particularly want to fight either, but if anyone touches Sienna before I get her down, I'm going to snap. My self-control is tenuous right now. I've never been so fucking livid or so turned on in my life. And that's saying something because little Sienna Davis has been making my life hell since the day I met her four years ago.

But God, I love the shit out of her anyway. Have since the second I laid eyes on her. Which sucks for me since she's my best friend's little sister and is a full fifteen years younger than I am. I've tried a thousand times to get over her, but I can't do it. I haven't touched a woman since I met her. I never even touched Olivia Scott, who was supposed to become my wife two days ago.

It was a bullshit engagement, borne of sheer desperation. I don't love Olivia. She doesn't love me. I'd hoped putting a ring on her finger would keep every other woman in Chattanooga from constantly hounding me for dates they'll never get and keep me from fucking up Sienna's life by claiming her. Staying away from her is getting harder every day since she turned twenty-one two months ago.

But I never should have suggested a marriage of convenience to Olivia. Even though Sienna isn't mine, having my ring on Olivia's finger felt wrong, like I was being disloyal. I intended to call the entire thing off, but Kasen Alexander, country music's resident golden child, solved that problem for me by returning to stake his claim on his girl.

Now I have to figure out how the hell to claim mine.

"Move," I bark at a man in a suit who's standing between me and my goal, urging her on while he sips thousand-dollar whiskey on the rocks.

He flicks cold blue eyes in my direction, hitting me with a contemptuous stare. It doesn't faze me. I've seen his type before. They think they rule the world because they've made a few million, think they're somehow superior to everyone else.

Newsflash: they aren't.

I've made paupers of men greater than he and smiled while doing it.

"I said move," I growl, giving him one last chance to walk away. I'm not in the mood to do this little song and dance with him. It won't end the way he thinks it will. All the money in the world won't stop me from breaking his jaw. And I'm guessing whatever he's got in his bank isn't even a match for what's in mine.

I may not look the part of a billionaire—thanks to the ink all over my body and the wild hair I can't tame no matter how hard I try—but I made my first billion a dozen years ago. My portfolio has only grown in the years since.

"You aren't her type," the jackass says, flicking his eyes up and down my body. "She prefers men who can actually afford to drink in a bar like this. The mud on your boots tells me that isn't you. So you move along, and I'll take care of the little cocktease. Show her a real good time."

My fist connects with his jaw.

His head kicks back, but not before I see the shock written all across his face.

Stupid fucker.

His whiskey glass falls from suddenly slack hands. I catch him before he hits the ground, passing him to the behemoth on my right. Trick grabs him, an amused bark of laughter breaking from his lips. My knuckles throb where I hit the jackass, but I shake off the small pain.

"Hey! What's your problem, man?" another rich suit says, stepping into my path.

I pin him with a glare, just daring him to call for security.

Wisely, he doesn't. He splutters for a moment, glancing around like he's looking for backup. Everyone else has stepped back, unwilling to get involved when Trick and I are both big motherfuckers. Like Trick, I spend my downtime in the gym, trying to work out the frustration the little blonde currently dancing on top of the bar leaves me with. No one here comes close to matching us in size.

The guy seems to realize he's on his own and thinks better of trying to gainsay us. He slinks off, leaving Trick to deal with his unconscious friend.

"Get down now, princess," I snap, wrapping a hand around Sienna's calf to get her attention. And fuck me, her skin is soft as silk. My dick rages to life, kicking in my jeans like he's about to rip himself free of the restricting fabric to get at her.

She glances down at me, her cornflower blue eyes cloudy. Her pupils are dilated, making it obvious she's been drinking. Quite a lot if she's dancing on a bar in the middle of a casino. Sienna isn't normally one to draw attention to herself like this.

"Dane?" she says, blinking like a little owl.

"Get down, Sienna. Now."

"No." She jerks her leg like I'm a dog she's trying to shake loose. Unfortunately for her, her balance is shit in her current state and the bar is too damn narrow. She loses her footing, her arms wind-milling wildly. Her eyes go wide, a distressed cry trembling on her lips.

I pull her toward me, causing her to fall into my arms. She cries out again and then whimpers when my arms close around her, tucking her close to my chest. I do my best to keep her tiny dress from riding up to expose her ass to the room.

Fuck, she feels like heaven. Smells like it too. I don't know if it's lotion or body spray or if it's just her, but she always smells like sugar and vanilla. It makes me fucking crazy. I want to put my mouth all over her, find the source of that scent, and then devour her alive. Everything about her has my body reacting like a livewire, shooting off sparks left and right.

She's tiny compared to me, with the longest legs and lushest curves I've ever seen. Her tits are pushed up in her little dress, the tops practically spilling out. Her dark blonde curls brush her collarbones, swaying just above the creamy swells of her tits in a tantalizing fashion. I groan out loud, my grip on her tightening.

I manage to lift my gaze long enough to see Trick wrangling her friend down from the bar.

"He'll pay their tab and for any damages," I tell the bartender, who eyes me like he isn't sure if he should thank me for taking care of his problem or if he should call security to come rescue the woman currently in my arms.

"I think…" The bartender trails off when I arch a brow, instead settling for a quick nod of agreement.

"Uh-oh." Sienna giggles, leaning her head against my shoulder like there's nowhere else she'd rather be…and fuck if that doesn't do something to me. Make me want to keep her even though I damn well know she's too young and sweet for a guy like me.

She's mine anyway. I just need to work out the details.

"Yeah, uh-oh," I mutter to her, my fury calming now that she's safely in my arms.

"I'm in trouble," she whispers.

"Yeah, you are, princess," I growl, tipping my face down toward hers. Goddamn, she smells good. I want to lay her out on the bar and eat her up.

She giggles again, and then seems to remember something. Her eyes narrow on me, her face scrunching up. "You aren't supposed to be here."

"Neither are you."

"Put me down."

"No."

"You can't carry me. Someone will see!"

"You embarrassed to be seen with me, baby?"

"You just got married, Dane." Panic flows through her cornflower blue eyes. There's something else there too. Something I've never seen on her before. It looks a hell of a lot like…heartbreak. The sight of it hits me right in the stomach.

Jesus Christ. Is that why she's been freezing me out? It can't be…can it?

She struggles in my arms, trying to get me to put her down.

"Settle down," I growl at her, holding her tight as my mind spins, trying to comprehend the fact that she's upset about my brief engagement. Why? Is it because I didn't tell her? Or is there another reason? Something deeper?

"Put me down right now, Dane. I mean it!" She kicks her feet, damn near managing to crack a guy in another thousand-dollar suit in the head.

I turn on my heel, stomping through the bar with her.

"I'll scream," she says, trying to fight her way free of my arms. I'm a hell of a lot bigger than she is though and she isn't going anywhere until we get to the bottom of why she ran off to Vegas and started dancing on bars.

"I'll spank your ass right here, Sienna."

"You wouldn't," she hisses like she's offended.

I see the flare of desire in her eyes though. I file that shit away for later. "Try me, princess. Grant sent me to bring you home and I'm not leaving without you."

"You're a big bully."

"And you're being a brat."

She goes rigid in my arms as soon as the word brat leaves my lips. Hurt flares in her eyes, tears welling to the surface. Her lower lip quivers before she turns her face away, hiding those beautiful blue eyes from me.

"Since I'm such a brat, I guess you should know I'll run away if you try to take me back there," she says, her voice quivering like her lip. "I'm never going back there again."

What the fuck?

She loves Chattanooga. She loves her brother too. It's been the two of them against the world since their parents died when she was thirteen. Even though Grant was barely out of college, still struggling to build his company, he didn't hesitate to step up and raise her. They've been thick as thieves since the day I met Grant. If she's refusing to go home, something serious must have happened between them.

"Sienna–"

"I wish he would have sent anyone but you," she whispers.

"Too bad, princess," I growl, "because I'm not going anywhere."

She sniffles but doesn't respond. I carry her through the hotel with her stiff in my arms the entire time. I hate that she's crying…and I really hate to think she might be crying over me. We're going to sort it out as soon as I get her to my room because this shit is ending now.

I hit the button for the elevator, trying like hell not to bury my face in her hair to breathe her in. Trying not to think about the fact that her body is pressed so close to mine I can feel every soft curve. She has the body of a goddess. It's lush, ripe…ready for the taking.

And I'm bastard enough to have fantasized about taking her for longer than I should have. Grant would kill me if he knew how many times I've jerked my cock to fantasies of his baby sister screaming for me while I fucked her dirty. She'd probably be horrified too.

The elevator dings and then the ornate doors slide open. I carry her inside, hitting the button for the top floor.

"That's not my floor," she mumbles.

"We're going to my room."

"Of course it's the penthouse."

"You too good for the penthouse, princess?"

She sniffs at me in disdain, refusing to answer.

I bite back a smile. Her attitude is too fucking cute. She never asks for anything, never expects anything. But Grant and I both spoil the shit out of her at every available opportunity. She tells us not to do it, but we never listen. I love seeing her eyes light up with happiness. But none of it seems to be what she wants. Nothing takes the hint of sadness out of her eyes for long.

It drives me crazy. I'd open my fucking veins and bleed for her if I thought it'd make her happy.

"Why'd you run off to Vegas, baby?" I ask her as the elevator climbs toward the penthouse.

She ignores me.

"Grant is worried about you."

She fidgets in my arms like that fact bothers her, but again, she doesn't say anything.

I sigh and give up for the moment. We ride the rest of the way in silence. By the time we make it to the top floor, we've stopped on damn near every other floor to let people on and off. Sienna dozes off in my arms, too drunk to stay awake any longer.

I carry her through the penthouse into the master suite and lay her on the bed. Every instinct I have screams at me to climb into the bed beside her and hold her. I almost do it. And then I remember that she's pissed at me. I pull her shoes off and toss them aside before covering her up.

My lips brush her forehead. "Goodnight, baby."

Her blue eyes pop open, focusing on me. They're full of sadness again, making her look so damn small and vulnerable. "I would have given anything for you to love me back," she whispers. "I hope she makes you happy."

"Sienna, what–?"

Her eyes fall closed, her breath evening out.

I stand there for a long time, rocked all the way to my core.

Sienna is in love with me too? Jesus Christ. Grant is going to fucking kill me. 








  
  

Chapter Two


Sienna
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I wake up with a pounding headache and a dry mouth. My stomach feels like lead. I roll to my side to look at the time. There's a glass of water and a bottle of Advil on the bedside table, alongside a Unicorn rose. My heart clenches at the sight. Getting over Dane Robertson would be so much easier if he didn't insist on making me fall harder for him every time I see him. 

Since the day I met him, he's gone out of his way to do things for me. He's always bringing me flowers or books or cookies from the bakery I love so much. No matter how busy he gets, he makes a point to check on me or send me sweet texts or little things designed to make me smile. I've been in love with him since I was seventeen, but he doesn't feel the same way.

I thought our friendship meant as much to him as it does to me, but I was wrong. He just married another woman. And he didn't even tell me it was going to happen. I had to find out from Grant that the man of my dreams was marrying someone else. Someone I didn't even know he was dating.
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