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To Kane Brown – Thanks for all the inspiration. 
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He's not giving her up…even if he has to steal her to keep her. 

Kasen
Six years ago, I wasn't good enough for Olivia Scott.
I made the biggest mistake of my life when I left her to pursue my music.
Now I'm a country star and she's got another man's ring on her finger…but I'm not willing to let her go without a fight.
Even if I have to steal her to remind her that she's mine, I'll be the only one claiming her.

Olivia
Six years ago, Kasen Alexander left me at the altar, promising he'd be back for me.
He never returned. Now he's a big star and I have to see his face everywhere I go.
I gave up getting over him and agreed to marry a man who needs a fake wife.
It seemed like a good idea…right up until Kasen showed up.
Now I'm his hostage and he says he's never letting me go.
God, I hope he means it.

Warning
When this possessive alpha male returns for his girl, he'll stop at nothing to convince her that they belong together. If kidnapped brides, second chances, and over-the-top declarations are your thing, you're in luck! This sweet, steamy romance from Nichole Rose has all three...plus a sticky sweet and guaranteed HEA.








  
  

Chapter One


Kasen


[image: image-placeholder]




"You need to come home." 

I pull my cell away from my ear to check the number I called. Yep. I'm definitely talking to my Ma…but I think she's been possessed by the spirit of some other woman, because the last time I offered to come home, she threatened to disown me. Apparently, I'm still persona non grata back home. Guess that's what happens when you leave the love of your life—and the town's favorite waitress—at the altar.

Olivia Scott was my first everything. She stole my heart the first time I set eyes on her during freshman year of high school. Her mother and father divorced that year, and her mother moved back home to Cagle, Tennessee to be closer to her family. When Olivia stumbled into my path like a tiny hurricane, nearly knocking me down, I thought she was an angel. One look in those big blue eyes and I was hooked.

I followed her around like a puppy until she finally agreed to be my girl. Not even my music came before her. Anything she wanted, she got. She never asked for much. She was too sweet to be spoiled, but I spoiled her anyway. My friends thought I was crazy. Hers thought I was adorable. I didn't care so long as she thought I hung the moon.

When I put a ring on her finger right out of high school, it was the best damn day of my life. All I wanted was her and my music. But I wasn't good enough for her. Leaving her broke my heart, but she deserved the world…and I didn't have two dimes to rub together. I was a coward about it. There isn't any denying that. And there hasn't been any forgiving it either.

Six years later, I've made millions and graced stages around the world, but I still miss the hell out of her. I never stopped loving her. Doubt I ever will. To the rest of the world, I might be Kasen Alexander, country music star, but to the kind folks back in Cagle, I'm still the biggest asshole in the world. I don't blame them for the way they feel about me. I still regret what I did every damn day.

"I'm not kidding around now, Kasen," Ma says, recalling my attention. "You need to come home."

"What's wrong, Ma? You okay?"

"Boy, I'm fine," she huffs, making me smile. I'm damn near six and a half feet tall, and well over two hundred pounds, but she still calls me boy. I bet she's rolling her eyes at me right now too. "I ain't that old yet. Stop fussing over me."

"You're the one who told me to come home," I remind her.

"Did I say there was anything wrong with me?"

"You didn't say there wasn't."

She makes a sound that's somewhere between a pissed off bird and an angry bear. She's made that same sound since I was a little boy causing mischief. Some things never change. Like Ma. She's the same no-nonsense woman she's always been. Doesn't matter if I can buy her anything her heart desires. All she wants is time with the people she cares about, her garden, and a good book.

I stride toward the windows to look out. I don't even know what time it is, but Nashville is lit up like its midday. I've been here for most of the last six years, but I still can't get used to how immense this city really is. It never stops…and neither do I.

I've been touring for the last two years straight.

The reminder sends weariness stealing over me. Maybe Ma's right and I do need to go home for a while. Take a break and face the music. No pun intended. Being in a different city every night is getting old. It was fun at first, helped keep my mind off my girl. But it's not working anymore. I'm ready to go home and get my girl…give her all those babies she always wanted.

My last show is tomorrow night, right here in Nashville. And I don't have to be in the studio for another couple of weeks.

"Are you even listening to me, Kasen Jacob Alexander?"

Shit. Now I'm in trouble.

"Sorry, Ma. I was thinkin'."

"You need to be listening."

"What's wrong?" I ask, her tone letting me know she's serious. Something is definitely wrong.

"It's Olivia."

My heart stalls, an image of Olivia with her head tipped back and stars in her eyes popping into my mind. With those big blue eyes and long blonde hair, she was beautiful. Even the freckles scattered across her nose were adorable. She's only grown more gorgeous in the years since. All that youthful beautiful matured into lush perfection. I eat up every picture Ma sends my way, shamelessly jerking my cock to the image of my girl every damn night.

"What about Olivia? Is she okay?" I demand.

"She's fine, Kasen." Ma hesitates so long I think she hung up on me and then she sighs. "I guess there ain't no way to say it but right out. She's getting married."

Oh, hell no.

"Over my dead body," I growl, dropping the curtains and spinning toward the door, already looking for my keys and shoes. I'm halfway across the bedroom before I remember I'm bare-ass naked and don't own a car. Hell, I'm not entirely sure I even have a driver's license anymore. There isn't much need for one when I have a driver who takes me everywhere.

"Don't you take that tone with me, Kasen Jacob," Ma practically shouts at me.

"Sorry, Ma. You took me by surprise." Understatement. I think she just ripped my heart out of my chest. Olivia—my Olivia—is getting married. To someone who isn't me. "Who is he?"

"His name is Dane Robertson. He's some bigwig down in Chattanooga. They haven't been dating long." Ma hesitates again. "She seems content enough with him."

I snort. When Olivia was mine, she was more than content. She was over-the-moon happy. If Dane Robertson doesn't make her feel that way, he's not good enough for her. Hell, no one is good enough for my Olivia. No one who isn't me anyway.

"When is the wedding?"

Ma ignores me. "I don't know what she's doing with him, Kasen. He may own a company, but he's covered in tattoos and rides a motorcycle. Maybe she's in some sort of trouble. Her mama says she's looking forward to settling down and having babies, but this ain't the man for her, I'll tell you that much. She'll be miserable with him."

"She ain't marryin' him, Ma." I don't mention the fact that I'm tattooed too.

"Well, you ain't here to stop her, now are you?" Ma huffs at me, and then she really gets going like she's prone to do when something gets her worked up. "I swear, boy, you lost your mind when you left her behind. And look at you now. Living in that big old house by yourself, spending your nights talking to an old woman like me on the phone. You act like you're doing just fine, but I'm not blind, Kasen Jacob. I know you're just feeding me a line."

"Ma."

"You think I don't know what all those songs of yours are about? All that moping about the one who got away. You miss that girl like crazy, and anyone with sense can see it."

"Ma."

"You take all those uppity women out, but you aren't fooling anyone, boy. The photographers may think you're hopping from bed to bed like one of them playboys in Hollywood, but I know better."

"Ma!" I shout, trying to get her attention.

"What?" she shouts back, making me smile again. God, I love her. She's as crazy as they come, but there is no one else in this world like my Ma. "You're going to give me a heart attack, Kasen. You can't just go around shouting at old women."

"Ma, you're not old. You're fifty. And I only shouted because you were too busy climbin' my ass to listen. Olivia isn't marrying anyone with a douche name like Dane Robertson. She's marryin' me." I pace back and forth across my room, thinking. There's no way I can go back home to win her back. The whole town would crucify me if I showed up to interfere. Everyone loves Olivia. She's hard not to love.

"You said that before," Ma reminds me, still snippy.

"I was an idiot before."

"If you're expecting me to defend you, I have bad news for you, boy," she sniffs.

I laugh quietly. She's made her feelings on the matter more than clear over the years. Like everyone else back home, she thinks I'm an ass for what I did. I'm pretty sure the only reason she still speaks to me is because I'm her only child. Otherwise, she would have turned her back on me like everyone else. I wouldn't have blamed her for doing it.

"I wouldn't dream of asking you to defend me, Ma," I say, meaning it. What I did to Olivia was…well, it damn sure wasn't my finest moment.

I ran like a coward, too damn afraid of disappointing her to man up and face her. When I left, I told myself it was only for a little while. That I'd be back soon. Soon turned into one year, and then two. Eventually, I had to come to terms with the fact that I didn't deserve her understanding or her forgiveness. But letting her get married to someone who isn't me? There's not a chance in hell I'm going to let that happen.

"But I do need a plan if I'm going to win her back."

"You going to leave her again?" Ma asks.

"Hell no."

"Break her heart?"

"Hell no."

"Make her cry?"

"Probably," I admit. "As we've already established, I am an idiot on occasion. But you know how I feel about that girl, Ma." The entire world knows how I feel about Olivia. Like Ma said, damn near every song I've ever written is about her. Luckily, the rest of the world hasn't been able to find out her name. I guess they'll learn it soon though.

"I suppose I'll help you," Ma grumbles. "But only because I want grandbabies and you're never going to give me those if I don't."

She's right about that. If it's not Olivia for me, it's no one.
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"What do you mean by vacation?" Riley—my manager and close friend—asks, her wide gray eyes full of suspicion. "You don't take vacations. You don't even know how to use the word vacation in a sentence!"

"I just used it in a sentence," I remind her, grinning. She looks like the world just stopped spinning. Her eyes are comically wide and her ruby red lips gape open. Riley is tiny, but she's hell on wheels. She's also an incredible manager. When her father, my former manager, passed away last year, I refused to accept anyone but her in his place. I haven't regretted my decision for a second.

"Are you on drugs?" she asks.

"No."

"Drinking?"

"No."

"Do you have an STD?" She plants her hands on her wide hips and narrows her eyes on my crotch.

"No. What the fuck, Riley?" I scowl at her, covering my junk with my hands before the boys shrivel up and die. Riley is beautiful, but she's not my type. My type starts and ends with Olivia. Besides, Riley is like a sister to me. A really bossy, really scary little sister. "I don't sleep around. And stop lookin' at my dick."

Riley flicks her gray eyes in my direction and then scoffs. "Please. Like I haven't seen it before. You spend way too much time naked in your dressing room." She waves a hand like my dick is nothing special. She's crazy though. It's pretty spectacular, if I do say so myself.

Olivia never complained.

She screamed my name a lot.

I grin at the memory.

Riley snaps her fingers in front of my face. "Pay attention."

"Stop insulting my dick."

"Stop saying dick!"

"What do you want me to call it then?"

"Nothing," she huffs, flinging her arms out wide. "I don't want to talk about it at all."

"You brought it up," I remind her, picking up an elephant-shaped paperweight from her desk and tossing it up in the air. Why am I surrounded by crazy women? "So, am I good to go? The tour is finished. I don't have to be in the studio for another two weeks. My schedule is clear."

"How do you know that? I keep up with your schedule."

"I peeked." I shrug, tossing the paperweight into the air again.

She snatches it before I can catch it, shooting me a death glare. "Would you leave my stuff alone? You're worse than Cash."

"I'm telling him you said that," I mutter, pointing a finger at her. Cash Jamison is her husband and my best friend. I introduced them a year ago when she was fighting to keep her dad's company out of the clutches of her Board of Directors. He promptly fell in love and married her. Which is working out well for me. She's less cranky now that she has Cash to manage her.

"I'll tell him you were talking about your dick," she says and then smiles triumphantly when I scowl. She's got me there. Cash would flip his shit if he heard us discussing my dick. He's a jealous asshole when it comes to her. Not that I blame him. I'm going to be the same way with Olivia. I can't even think about Douche Dane without wanting to break something…like his face.

"Truce?" I ask, going for innocent. I don't think it works though. Riley just scowls at me all suspicious-like again.

"Why do you want to take a vacation?"

"Because reasons."

"What reasons, Kase?"

"Olivia's gettin' married," I admit.

Riley's face falls. "Oh no."

"It's okay. I'm going to stop the wedding."

"You…what?!"

I slap my hands over my ears as her shriek of horror echoes around the office. Her face is red, and her eyes look like they might pop out of her head. If her dark hair was short, I bet it would be standing up like a cat's.

"The acoustics in this place are incredible," I mutter when the echo finally fades. "I should record in here someday. It sounds better than the studio."

"You can't stop a wedding, Kase!" Riley shouts, ignoring me. "Are you insane? The paparazzi would lose their minds. So would the label."

"Not if they don't know." It's not like I'm going to tell them where I'm going or why. And judging by the way Riley is puffing like she's having an anxiety attack…I don't think she's going to be telling them, either.

She opens and closes her mouth a few times before stomping around her desk and picking up her phone.

"What are you doing?" Great. Now I'm feeling suspicious.

"Calling Cash," she mutters, not even looking at me as she dials his number.

"Why?"

"Because you've lost your mind and I can't deal with this alone."

"I haven't lost my mind. I'm perfectly sane."

She snorts like she doesn't believe me.

"Stop callin' Cash," I complain, reaching for her phone.

She's quicker than I am though. She darts around the side of the desk so I can't reach her. I briefly consider following her, but I have a feeling that'll just end with us running laps around the desk. The antique monstrosity is massive, and I hate running. I prefer to lift weights and swim to stay in shape.

I stomp to the other side of the office and flop down on her couch instead. If she's calling reinforcements, I might as well be comfortable. They aren't going to talk me out of this. Olivia is mine. Douche Dane isn't marrying her.

"I need you in my office," Riley says into the phone.

"No, she doesn't!" I yell.

She spins around, putting her back to me like that'll keep him from hearing me. "Kase has gone insane. I think he needs a straight-jacket and drugs. The heavy-duty kind. I'm serious, Cash!"

His laughter booms across the room, letting me know she put him on speaker phone.

"There's nothing crazy about not wanting the love of my life to marry Douche Dane," I mutter, crossing my arms and scowling at Riley's back. She's the crazy one if she thinks I'm just going to sit around and let that shit happen. Ever since Ma told me last night, I've been restless and on edge.

"You left her at the altar."

"I was an idiot."

"You can't crash their wedding!" Riley turns around to glare at me.

"I'm not going to crash their wedding."

"See? He's fine," Cash says, his normally deep voice a soft murmur like he's trying to calm her down. He always knows how to make her see reason. Maybe I should have called him to help break the news to her in the first place. I'm definitely doing that next time. Not that there's going to be a next time. I mean, I only have to stop one wedding.

Jesus, I better not have to stop more than one wedding.

"You're not going to crash the wedding?" Riley asks, her tone almost hopeful.

"Of course not. I'm not a complete jackass," I say, rolling my eyes. Why doesn't anyone ever give me any credit around here? "I'm going to kidnap her before the wedding."

Riley's horrified shriek echoes off the rafters again.

"Jesus fucking Christ." Cash laughs so hard I'm surprised he doesn't stop breathing.

"What are you doing?" I ask Riley when she hits the intercom button on her desk.

She ignores me, of course.

"You rang?" her assistant says.

"Cami, I need you to get moving boxes," Riley says, pulling open drawers on her desk and dumping stuff out on top. Pens and pencils and at least five pairs of scissors scatter across the top.

"Why do you need five pairs of scissors?" I ask. "Actually, why does anyone need that many pairs of scissors?"

"Baby, why do you need boxes?" Cash asks, still laughing.

"So I can clean out my office," she huffs. "He's going to prison and I'm getting fired."

"You got fired?" Cami shouts. Approximately four and a half seconds later the door to the office flies open and the curvy brunette comes running inside, her green eyes wide. "You own the company! What happened?" She turns to glare at me, her hands on her hips. "What did you do?"

"Me? Nothin'."

"He's going to kidnap his ex."

Cami's mouth pops open.

"You make it sound like I'm crazy," I complain, scowling at Riley again. "I'm not crazy. I'm just going to keep her from marrying Douche Dane so I can convince her to marry me."

"By kidnapping her!"

"You told me not to crash the wedding."

"I…you…I…you…" Riley splutters, her face going bright red. She clamps her lips together and makes a strange screeching sound that honestly freaks me out a little bit. She sounds like a dying pterodactyl.

"Um, Cash, man. I think your wife is havin' a stroke," I mutter, eyeing her warily.

"Fuck," Cash mutters. "I'll be there in sixty seconds."

Thank God he's just down the hall in a meeting.

The phone goes dead.

Riley stands on the other side of her desk glaring at me until Cash walks in the door less than a minute later, his sleeves rolled up and his tattoos on display. He's got a baby monitor in his hands. I guess their one-year old daughter is napping in his office. His dark hair is wild. He goes straight to Riley, pulling her into his massive arms.

Cami closes the door to the office, giving the four of us a little privacy.

"You okay, little goddess?" Cash asks Riley.

She shakes her head, glaring at me.

"I didn't say you had to help me do it," I remind her…which is obviously the wrong thing to say because she huffs and then starts pacing around the room. "Besides, I have a plan."

"What's the plan?" Cash asks, mirth dancing in his eyes.

"She's havin' a bachelorette party on Friday," I explain. "The girls are taking her dancin' at the Wild Stallion, but she and my ma are having dinner beforehand. When Olivia leaves dinner to meet with her friends, I'll pretend to be her Uber driver. Instead of takin' her to the bar, I'll take her to the mountains."

"Why the mountains?" Cami asks.

"Ma has a cabin up there. There's no cell reception and no one will think to look for her there. It'll give me time to convince her not to marry him."

Cash eyes me with respect, like he's impressed I thought this through. Though what he expected, I don't know. Unlike a lot of guys in my position, my head is screwed on straight. I have no interest in pissing away my good fortune.

"I cannot believe you're serious about this," Riley mumbles. "I'm so going to get fired."

"You aren't going to get fired," Cash says, reaching out to grab her arm. He pulls her into him, wrapping his arms around her. She snuggles into his chest, turning her dark head to give me another evil glare. For someone so tiny, she's awful fierce. I thought marriage and motherhood would soften her, but I think it's made her even scarier.

"It's not a bad plan," Cami says.

"See?" I shoot a triumphant look at Riley.

"Stop antagonizing my wife." Cash narrows his blue eyes on me and rubs her back like she's the wronged party here. He tips his head down, whispering something in her ear.

Whatever he says seems to soothe her. She stops glaring at me.

"How would you feel if Cash were marrying someone else?" I ask Riley, completely serious. "I've been in love with Olivia since I was fourteen. I can't just let her marry Douche Dane. Fuck. I can't even think about her marrying Douche Dane."

"His name is Douche Dane?" Cami asks.

"Might as well be," I say with a shrug.

"Kase, you're the one who left her at the altar, man."

"You think I don't know that?" I glare at Cash, hopping to my feet so I can pace this time. "I've lived with that shit every damn day since I did it. I was a stupid kid and I made a stupid decision because I thought she deserved better than me. By the time I got my shit together, too much time had passed for me to just go back and try to fix it. But I have to try, Cash. I can't let her marry some other guy. She's it for me. She's always been it for me."

"She's the one you sing about?" Cami asks, her voice soft.

"Every damn song is about her. All of this, everything is for her."

"That's really sweet. And also kind of sad," she says.

"That is sweet," Riley agrees, softening. She pulls out of Cash's arms to face me. "You really still love her?"

"I never stopped lovin' her."

"What if she doesn't love you anymore?"

"Then I'll make her fall in love with me again." What other choice do I have? She's not marrying Douche Dane or anyone who isn't me. That is not going to happen.

"Fine," Riley says, giving in to the inevitable. "I'll keep your schedule clear so you can go win back your girl. She better be worth it."

"She is."
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