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In your store:
Vampire and Billionaire Boxed Set
The world is divided between mortals and vampires. Society seems to have adapted to the coexistence of the two species, but doubts persist.
One night, a big sedan comes careening down the road and runs over Héloïse, a 22-year old woman. The man who steps out is obviously in a hurry. He picks her up and carries her to the car. This man is Gabriel, a gorgeous, mysterious vampire. Héloïse is going to have to stay at his house until the next new moon, 27 days later.
Sienna Lloyd describes their sensual and fascinating relationship with eloquence. A troubling, enchanting book at the crossroads between Twilight and Fifty Shades of Grey!
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In your store:
Rocked by a Billionaire – Vol. 1-3
Liz is young and beautiful, Sacha is seductive and filthy rich. Maybe they're not destined to be together, but their affair is red hot! Just how far is Liz willing to go to follow her fascinating new lover? And what does Sacha really want from here?

Enter the extraordinary world of Lisa Swann's new saga...will Liz succumb to the lure of luxury and pleasure? Will Sacha be able to satisfy the burning desire of this young woman?
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In your store:
At the Billionaire’s Command – Vol. 1-3
Young, pretty Julia is spending six months in New York. Working as a receptionist in a luxury hotel, she's found the perfect way to improve her English. But just before she's due to go home, she unexpectedly meets the multi-millionaire Daniel Wietermann, aka Mr Fire, heir to a large jewellery label. She's captivated, submitting to his wildest fantasies and in the process discovering her own desires... How far will she go to satisfy the whims of this unfathomable man?


Discover the new saga by Lucy Jones, the most sensuous series since His, Body and Soul!
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In your store:
Boxed Set: All Yours
Alice accepts an unexpected offer from her friend Fabien to look after his erotic bookstore in Paris...but she's no idea she'll be running a book-signing event for famous author, Adrien Rousseau. She may admire him, but she's not the only person fascinated by Adrien: he's seems to have a magnetic pull over all the women around him. Where did he learn the secrets of a woman's soul? 
But now, to Alice's shock, she's the focus of his his attention. Should she accept his disturbing proposition, and it's risk of drawing her into a world of uncontrollable sensuality?
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Emma M. Green

Dominated by a Billionaire

Part 7-9


1. On our lips
Six.
That’s the number of days I’ve devoted to building myself an armor of steel. Of titanium. Of reinforced concrete. So that nothing else can get to me, touch me, leave a dent on me.
Break me. 
Six days at a hotel, in a bubble, where no one can find me. Six days that my friends think I’ve taken a “spur of the moment vacation” and my colleagues think I’m on sick leave. I've cut myself off from the outside world. I haven’t set foot at King Prod since my face-to-face with Carmen. Since I learned that Vadim is not the person I thought he was. I thought he was as free as a bird and sincere. He is married and incapable of love.
I have to write him off. 
His name has popped up at least a hundred times on my iPhone screen, in vain. I haven’t read a single text, or e-mail, or listened to any of my voicemails. And then my phone battery died, which solved everything. He no longer had any way of getting hold of me. I was finally alone with my thoughts. Within these four walls that smell of fresh paint and cheap air freshener.
Clémentine would have screamed with fright seeing me in this lousy place… 
Actually, she’s the only one I told. I didn’t give her any details, but a few words – between awkward sobs and sniffles – were enough. My best friend realized I needed time. She didn’t try to give me a running commentary or butt in. Her eternal “I’m here if you need me, Alma” – topped with a “and I’ll cut off his you-know-what whenever you want!” – were greatly appreciated, even though she didn't need to say anything.
For the first few days, I felt like I was floating. I felt nothing except profound weariness. I was exhausted but incapable of falling asleep; I stared at the ceiling night and day, memorizing its slightest crack or buckle. The sadness ended up digging a little groove all the way to my heart and then I spent two days crying all the tears out of my body. Literally. The source ran dry and since yesterday, I feel nothing but anger. Hot coals have settled deep down in my gut and are smoldering there, nice and slow, refusing to be put out. All of a sudden, this hotel room seems tiny, the walls are closing in on me; I’m being smothered. This retreat has lasted long enough; it’s time to confront the outside world. To confront the cause of all my pain.
Vadim.
His name alone… 
You better shut the f--- up, little voice in my head!
Go back to my apartment – empty since Lily left, my bed with its cold sheets, my fridge full of stuff past the use-by date: the plunge is hard, but nothing compared to what awaits me. Vadim – who apparently convinced the concierge to lend him my keys – has left me a billion notes, dispersed around each room. They’ve all landed in the same place. 
The trashcan. 
After a practically sleepless night, I slip into my assistant director’s suit – that practically floats on me. Not surprising, I haven’t eaten much since this nightmare turned into reality. 
So much the better, my colleagues will really believe I’ve been sick…

A wave to Cléo, a smile to the communications department that I walk past, a brief conversation with Sofia and here I am in my office. Cornered, again. The script is very clear in my mind, but that doesn’t keep me from shaking feverishly. Vadim will hear of my presence, he’ll show up and close the door behind him. Of course he’ll shout, but this time, my voice will be louder than his. A few seconds later, our break-up will come into effect. My resignation as well.
Someone knocks on my door. I stop breathing. The door handle turns before I even have time to say “Come in.” The scene takes place in slow motion. My heart flutters. My legs stiffen. I clench my fists. My nails dig into my palms. Sophie’s and Clarence’s faces appear, all smiles, and I just about let out the worst swear word I know. My two coworkers throw themselves towards me and kiss me hello one after the other, asking me about twenty questions a second.
Is this Commedia dell'arte almost over? 
I force myself to smile, mention some kind of flu and listen to them squeal for a few minutes. They engulf me with words, but I am elsewhere. I stare at the waxed floor, focusing on the reason I’m there. My mission. 

"Sophie, Clarence. Kate is waiting for you in the screening room."
The deep, authoritative voice that has silenced everyone is Vadim's. He's standing in the open door, with his arms folded across his chest. Deafening silence now reigns in the office bathed in light. I can hear my heartbeat going haywire. After a few seconds gazing nowhere, I get hold of myself and manage to raise my eyes to look at his. Proud. Intense. Paralyzing. As my colleagues both head for the exit giving me skeptical glances, I revise my plan of attack and rehearse my speech. Knowing perfectly well that Mr. King is not going to make the task easy…
Dignified attitude. Unemotional tone. Short and snappy, killer sentences. 
Losing battle…
"Seven days…" he whispers, leaning up against the heavy door he's just closed behind him.
"If you’re about to tell me you missed me, forget it. There's no point lying," I grumble, leaning on my desk, probably imitating him. 
"If Clem hadn’t fessed up, if she hadn’t told me that you were somewhere safe, I would have gone crazy. Don’t ever do that to me again, Alma!" he says, clenching his teeth.
"Keep your orders to yourself," I hiss like a brat.
"You know what your problem is, Lancaster?" he asks me gruffly. "You are hardheaded. Once you get an idea in your head, even if it's the most idiotic, inconceivable idea on the planet, you refuse to look the truth in the face."
"That’s the game you want to play? Fine!" I lose my temper, raising my voice. "You're married. True or False? You lied to me right from the start. True or False? You gave me a so-called second chance just to get revenge. True or False? You are a manipulator, a liar and a bastard! True or False?"
"You fell into her trap, Alma," he sighs with a voice full of compassion.
"Whose trap?" I scream, taking a few steps forward, carried away by my anger. "Who are you going to try and blame it on this time?"
"Carmen. I should have told you everything, but I didn’t have the…"
"The what? The time? In six months, you didn’t have time to tell me that you were married? That another woman had your name?! Stop taking me for a fucking idiot, Vadim!"
"If you’d stop interrupting me, we might be able to talk like two civilized people," he says, visibly annoyed, running his hand through his hair. "It wasn’t time I lacked, it was courage."
"That’s a first!" I say sarcastically.
He didn’t miss my spiteful tone. Usually, that would be enough for him to lose his cool, but Vadim seems sincerely touched. His whole body is strained, his jaw is tense, and his gaze has softened. And obviously, I start doubting… And realizing for the thousandth time how much I am attracted by his wild, almost animal-like good looks. He’s just a few yards away from me. His presence alone stirs me and his musky scent hovers dangerously in the air.
Go easy, Lancaster!
"So?" I resume, staring straight at him.
"Are you ready for the truth? Ready to hear the whole thing out?"
"Yes," I smile like a hypocrite.
Panic on board. Total anxiety. My little inner voice lets loose while the man I love – and who has betrayed me – gets ready to give me his version of the facts. 
I said I was going to be stoical!
"I married Carmen Diaz five years ago, but it was a marriage of convenience. She wanted to settle in the U.S., she needed papers, and I helped her."
"Why? What was she to you?"
"A friend, a colleague, a kind of mentor."
"She was never your lover?"
"On rare occasions, but not since you. And it was never romantic between us. No feelings, just… You know."
"Just sex, I see. Classy, really classy," I say, frowning.
"The deal was clear: the day I met my other half, she would disappear from my life. Except it turned out to not be so simple. She has had a hard time letting me go, but she has no choice…"
"Don’t try to make me believe you don’t see her anymore – she showed me a picture of you together taken two months ago," I hurl at him spitefully.
"I know. She came to see me after your talk. She told me everything before I threw her out and I took off looking for you. That picture was taken on the very day I bid her farewell."
I fight to keep my tears from welling up. What I feel right then is indescribable. A mixture of relief, gut-wrenching love and… sadness. Marriage of convenience or not, the conclusion remains the same: he lied to me the whole time. 
That’ll never stop…
How many secrets are still hidden behind those gorgeous gray eyes?
"The divorce procedure is underway, Alma. It’ll soon be part of the past: all of it. I never played with you, you have to believe me," he starts, getting all emotional, and moving towards me.
"Don’t come any closer, stay where you are!" I stop him, holding out my arm. 
"Your ring?" he asks, seeing my bare finger.
"In the gutter. I got rid of it along with my naivety and my illusions." 
"I deserved it, I guess," he says sadly, coming towards me again. "Alma, tell me that you still love me. That it’s not over." 
He’s just a few inches away from me and I’m about to surrender, give in to his grip, to that violent emotion that makes me forget all reason.
Feel like burying myself in his arms so deep I disappear.  
"Vadim, get out of my office." 
My tone was icy. I can’t believe I resisted, but I did. My thoughts are mixed up. I’m incapable of making up my mind with him standing there. I need him to go away, to let me take a step back. Being with him is what I’m dying to do. I want to be his family, his other half, the person who will stay by his side for better or for worse. That is my dream. Nothing has changed. These new trials and tribulations haven’t tainted the love I feel for him. They have only reaffirmed it. 
Damn heartbreaker…
His fingers brush my lips tenderly. I stand motionless, but my gaze is set and Vadim ends up yielding. Looking defeated, he gives me a heartbreaking smile, then turns on his heels and leaves my office. 
Resignation: a flop. 
Split-up: never on my life. 
A break: yes. A matter of survival. 


Sophie shows up at lunchtime. She sticks her pretty blond head through my door and asks me if she can come in. After having mulled over my discussion with Vadim for nearly three hours, the distraction is welcome.
"The boss sure looks worked up," she hints innocently, pretending to admire the big photograph hanging on the opposite wall.
"Pass," I whisper, forcing myself to smile.
"I don’t like seeing you sad, Alma."
I don’t answer, out of fear of breaking down in tears. My coworker sits down across from me and lets out a long sigh.
"If it’s any consolation, life is kind of rough for me too, right now…"
"What do you mean?" I ask, worried.
That confession doesn’t sound like her. Sophie Adam is the most optimistic, fun-loving person around. She is one of those people who keeps smiling no matter what.
"I want to get pregnant, but Mother Nature's not in the mood," she jokes sadly.
"I didn’t know..." I confess, touched by her opening up to me.
"We’ve been trying for four years, and I just found out that our latest fertility treatment failed. Once again. I’m beginning to believe it’s just not going to happen. I know I’m young, there’s no big hurry, but the treatment is heavy-duty. And the disappointment is hard to handle every time."
It’s the first time I’ve ever heard her voice tremble. Seeing her like this, I get up out of my chair straight away and go around to the other side of my desk.
"Life isn’t fair. But all's not lost, Sophie, you have to hang in there!" I say, wrapping my arms around her.
"Look what it takes to get a hug from your director!" she jokes as I squeeze her against me.
That being said, the chameleon gives me a peck on the cheek and wishes me a good lunch. I blink my eyes once, twice, and she’s already vanished into thin air.
She reminds me of Lily, sometimes. 
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