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In your store:
Irresistible Billionaire
Polar opposites, and yet attracted like magnets… When Alma Lancaster lands her dream job at King Productions, she is determined to move forward without letting the past drag her down. Hardworking and ambitious, she may be in the movie business, but she’s not the type to let her imagination run away with her. Her career is her priority. Love will have to wait! But when she meets her CEO for the first time, the gorgeous and charismatic Vadim King, she immediately recognizes Vadim Arcadi, the only man she’s ever really loved. Twelve years after their painful separation, the lovers are reunited. Why did he change his name? How did he get to the head of this cinema empire? And more importantly, will they manage to get back together – despite the painful memories, the passion that devours them and the past that haunts them?

Don’t miss Irresistible Billionaire, the latest series from Emma M. Green, author of the bestseller The Billionaire's Desire!
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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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In your store:
Falling for a Billionaire
Adam Ritcher is young, handsome, and wealthy. He is a billionaire with the world at his feet. Eléa Haydensen, meanwhile, is young, pretty, and gifted. Paranoid about her curves, but unaware of her talent, Eléa never imagines that she might stand a chance with Adam. And yet… an insatiable desire throws these two young people together. Will their passionate relationship survive the traps set by those determined to come between the dashing Adam and the beautiful Eléa?
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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?

[image: Rocked by a Billionaire – Vol. 1-3]
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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Olivia Dean

A Possessive Billionaire

Vol. 10-12


1. Scheming
My mother isn’t dead. That’s what I understand. At least, she didn’t die giving birth to me. It’s strange, but other than surprise, I really don't know how to define what I feel. I never suffered from her absence; I wasn’t upset by her death. She just wasn’t there, that was the way it was. She still isn’t here, but in all likelihood she isn’t dead. I re-read my father’s sentence for the tenth time.
“She is no longer here, what difference does it make, it’s as if she were dead.”
My father was right. After all, what difference does it make?
I can’t seem to think about her. Her as in a few pictures I found at my father’s house. A woman in a flower-print dress, who seems elsewhere, forever in a summer I never knew. It could just as well not be her. Like those pictures of women that are put in picture frames on sale in stores as a “display suggestion.”
No, my father is the one I’ve been thinking about. How could he have elaborated such a lie? Live with it for so long. Say nothing to me, suffer and die without ever having told me the truth. And what about his parents? Did he lie to everyone? That seems fairly unlikely. I’m definitely going to have to accept the idea that they all lied to me. Why? For my own good? For my mental health? As if it were better for me to believe that I had killed her, rather than know that she didn’t want to know me. I can’t understand him. It would have been simple for him to admit the truth to me. Why did he choose that lie? For me? For him? Did he end up believing it himself? I’m trying to think back on our discussions on the topic. We didn’t have many. Now that I think back, I realize that he always repeated the same words to me. I’ve seen enough detective movies to know that it’s the distinctive sign of lying. But how could I have suspected for a single second that my father was lying to me? It’s too late to be furious. I think I’m just sad.
Manon… Manon is going to help me sort things out, I’m sure of it. Thank goodness my friend always answers her phone. Even in the middle of the night, I know I can count on her. I tell her everything in a single breath: my return to Paris, the apartment that Charles set up for me near the Champs-Élysées and especially my father’s diary. My mother didn’t want children; she left the day I was born. And my father chose to make me believe that she was dead…
“Your life is like a saga!
— Alas! What do you think?
— It’s not my style of literature, but you can try contacting a publisher.
— Manon!
— Forgive me. Are you upset? I mean, about your mother?
— Upset, no. I don’t know.
— Do you want to meet her?
— Want … No. But I’m curious. I’d like to know who she is. See her, since she exists.
— So do it!
— It’s not all that easy… 
— Do you have her name?
— I know her name was Meredith. I mean, who knows, it might not be her real name.
— But all these years, you never had to fill in official papers?
— No, not really. I mean, when people asked questions about my family, I just talked about my father. 
— What about your passport? In France, you have to give a ton of proof, the book with the family records of birth and all that… And you, nothing?
— I know it sounds crazy but I never had to provide any proof. My father was always the one who took care of the paperwork… My job was to bring home good grades.
— You never thought that was fishy?
— No… Why would I have thought it was fishy? I just thought it was nice of him. Personally, do you suspect your parents of stuff?
— No, of course not… You have no choice, you’ll have to go dig into your father’s files.
— And go back to Lansing, in the house where I saw him die… I really don’t feel like it for the time being.
— What about your grandparents?
— I only have my paternal grandmother left and I don’t really feel like getting her mixed up in this.
— If you don’t make an effort, you're not going to get very far!
— I have a hard time seeing myself calling her at the nursing home and telling her I discovered that she lied to me. I don’t want to change our relationship, as it is we hardly ever see each other. You know she couldn’t even come to her son’s funeral…Who knows, I may discover that my mother was a psychopath. It’s not worth me getting mad for a psychopath…
— So, you’re giving up before even starting?
— No. In fact, I do have an idea, but it’s going to sound twisted to you.
— Try me!
— I told you about the woman from the hospital?
— The one your father sent off when you got there? Do you think she’s your mother?
— No. I mean… What I think is that somehow she’s connected to all this.
— What makes you say that?
— Something was familiar about her, and then my father sent her off so suddenly, so violently, as if more than anything he didn’t want us to have any kind of conversation whatsoever. Then there’s the neighbor, Judy, who thought the woman was my aunt… Do you think that’s stretching it?
— A little, but you never know, do you? 
— Are you going to help me?
— Of course! Find the visitor’s name for me and I’ll get started.
— Thanks.”
Find her name… That shouldn’t be too much trouble, hospitals record the names of all their visitors. The woman at the front desk remembers me very well, "you poor thing,” and is ready and willing to help me. I get her confused on purpose, saying that it’s so I can send thank-you notes and all that. The woman’s name is apparently Mary Clowes. She was supposed to go back to Paris. So that’s where she lives? My aunt/mother lives near my place? Who knows, maybe she follows me, she has been keeping an eye on me inconspicuously since forever, hidden behind a newspaper? 
I need to calm down, that woman may not have anything to do with my mother…
I hand over the information to Manon, who's “on it” right away, as she says. Think about something else. For starters, go pick my car up from the garage. Having been propelled to the head of Delmonte Inc. since Charles went on the run, I have a company car. Obviously, it’s a luxury car. But an inconspicuous one. The interior smells new, the dashboard looks like it’s in wood. Really snazzy. There’s a little screen, I guess the GPS. I turn it on and enter “Eiffel Tower” to give it a try. A suave-sounding voice guides me through the big Parisian avenues. I rediscover the joy of driving, of being in control of something. A little music… it’s perfect. All of a sudden, the music stops and a little red dot blinks on the screen. I touch it and… it’s Charles!
“Hello…
— Charles!” 
I want to say something clever, but seeing him, hearing his voice as if he were really next to me, yet knowing he is inaccessible, upsets me.
“You didn’t think I was going to leave you on your own at the wheel of this hot rod? he jokes.
— Where are you?
— Not far. But it’s a secret.
— Are you doing OK? I manage to spit out.
— Yes and no. Physically, I’m fine. As for the rest… I’m still accused of murdering my wife, which is not terribly comfortable. Unlike your outfit!”
Of course, there’s a webcam! So Charles can admire my favorite jeans and my hooded sweatshirt at his leisure. Since he’s teasing me, that means he’s doing fine…
“You can’t see them, but I’m wearing obscenely high spike heels.
— They’re very practical for driving, I'm sure…
— Are you getting anywhere?
— Not far… I lost track of the statues. I’m going to investigate Dimitri's companies.
— You know, I think you should investigate Alice. There's something strange about her story. Why was she so against you?
— I don’t know. Ever since she woke up, she hasn’t been the same woman. I mean, she wasn’t.
— Would you mind if I went and conducted my investigation at the clinic?
— I don’t know if that’s a good idea…
— You trust me, don’t you?
— Of course, Emma, that’s not the issue. But I’m just wondering how you’re going to manage to get in.
— Don’t worry, I have a plan!”
To tell the truth, I don’t have a plan. I hadn’t even thought of that being a problem. I just don’t want him to worry about me. I’m going to try and bluff my way through. I’m parked, and we talk a bit more. He’s tired, his features are drawn, but his natural charm hasn’t lost any of its power over me. Feeling his eyes on my body, even virtually, troubles me to the hilt. But even though I feel like it, I keep myself from caressing his face on the screen… 
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