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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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Eva M. Bennett

Friends with Benefits

Only?


1. Back in London
Orly, on a Thursday morning in April. I walk down the steps leading off the private jet, alongside the handsome Alistair Monroe, the boss of the multinational luxury brand, “Monroe.” A light breeze is blowing over the tarmac. Who would have guessed, even just a few days ago, that I would ever experience something like this? It all happened so fast: meeting him on the train, the kiss in London, the invitation to New York… A fairy tale? It sounds like one, but this is in the 2010s! I am not looking for Prince Charming – the very idea of Prince Charming makes me want to run for the hills. Alistair caught on quickly. So we reached an agreement – a “sex friends” agreement – whenever he gets too “lovey-dovey” I can dare him to do anything I want. But if my fear of commitment causes me to run away from him, then he gives me a dare that I’m not allowed to refuse.
On the airplane, Alistair worked on his computer while I started watching an American romantic comedy, but I dozed off fairly early on in the movie. On his shoulder – it’s becoming a habit! I gaze at him as we await a cab. He is incredibly sexy, despite how tired he looks, his three-day stubble and his tousled hair. It’s not fair how men can look glamorous even after a twelve-hour flight! I, however, feel like I look like a teenager with zero sex-appeal in my jeans, tennis shoes, not to mention my hair that decided to do its own thing today… Alistair draws closer to me, hugs me and kisses me passionately. 
“You are just as beautiful on this side of the Atlantic,” he whispers into my ear.
He clearly hasn’t noticed my messy bun! His kiss and his breath on my neck send shivers down my spine. I wish time could stand still and the world around us could vanish. But there is no escaping reality: I have rushed back to Europe to see my mother who is feeling poorly. She suffered a major anxiety attack when she found out that I had left for New York to be with a man. She is terrified that I will be burned by love. I will need to explain to her that we are friends, that our relationship is not based on love, hopefully that will make her feel better about it…
We head straight to catch the Eurostar at Gare du Nord. I just want to return to my neighborhood, take a shower in my own flat, and then see my friends. But what I want is irrelevant, I promised my mother that I would come to her straight away. I assumed that Alistair would stay to work in Paris, but he surprised me by offering take the Eurostar to London with me.
We climb aboard. Alistair insisted that we buy first class tickets. I protested, but gave in when I realized the absurdity of insisting on buying second-class tickets just after crossing the ocean on a private jet. I at least covered the cost of a second-class ticket. Alistair is generous, and from what I have seen, he’s no high-roller. He is not one of those men who wave their wallet around to display their virility. But I want to be careful not to take advantage of his generosity and to remain independent.
I smile when Alistair takes a seat next to me – it brings me back to when we first met. It’s as if he can read my mind:
“You can rest your head on my shoulder if you want, you know.”
“Ok, but only if you’ll ask me to get tea afterward,” I say, winking at him.
“My sweet little British girl,” he says, pecking me on the lips.
This banter momentarily makes me forget all about our sex friends deal, as well as my fear and doubts about love. For a few moments, anything seems possible. I can feel tears welling up, but I don’t want him to see that. As turn my head to watch the landscape roll by through the window – I am struck by a sudden realization…
‘’I wanted to relive the first time we met,” he whispers into my ear.
“Wait a second, I don’t understand, Alistair. When we met, and you were sitting next to me, we had second class seats! So there are times where you don’t travel first class,” I say, proud of my deductive skills.
“Well… no,” he says, looking sheepish.
“But of course we were in second class!”
“I know that, but I was supposed to travel first class.”
“Then why weren’t you?”
“I was in my first class seat, and then through the window I noticed a freckled pretty young woman running to catch the train,” he tells me with a big smile.
“So it wasn’t purely a coincidence, then, having you sit next to me?”
“No shit, Sherlock!” he says with a laugh.
“And you’re telling me this now?”
I can’t believe it! I am feeling both very surprised and flattered.
“Can you imagine if I had just walked up to you that day saying: ‘I noticed that this spot is free, and I took it because I saw you climb onto the train and I thought you were very beautiful.’? Don’t you think you would have thought I was creepy?”
“That’s for sure, I might have been a bit worried.”
“Luckily, nobody was sitting beside you. But even if there had been someone, I probably would have asked to switch seats.”
“Do you do this sort of thing often?”
“No, this was a first. And I don’t regret it a bit.”
“So you sacrificed your comfortable seat for me, that’s so flattering, Alistair! I just assumed it was pure chance. But it’s even more romantic this way.”
“Did I imagine it or did you just say that was ‘romantic,’ Chloé?”
Oops, he’s right. You just said it was romantic. Quick, think of something else to say!
“Well, I mean, cool, awesome, fun, see?”
“I see… I was teasing, don’t worry about it.”
He takes my hand. We need to change the subject, we’re on rocky terrain! He must be reading my mind again: He starts talking about his work.
“We left New York in a hurry. I need to call John to let him know that I’m in Europe.”
“Oh, yes, of course. What are you going to do about your work?”
“I’ll work from my London office. I’m used to switching between my three offices, you know, so it won’t be an issue. The thing is that John doesn’t know I’m in London. He’s my business associate, so I need to let him know when I’m away. I should have called him before leaving, in New York. I haven’t talked to him since that other night, you know, when he told you that I was like Don Juan with a string of conquests… All out of jealousy. I’m a little mad at him.”
“I understand that, but I feel bad that you’re mad at him because of me…”
“No, Chloé, it’s not your fault at all. Please don’t feel bad about that! He’s the one who has jealousy issues to work on. Well, I should call him before we reach the tunnel,” he says, looking worried.
He stands up to place the call privately, between two train cars. I ponder what he just told me. He decided to follow me to London at the last minute, on a whim, regardless of any tension it might cause with his associate. I have been so focused on my mother, my internship and my future prospects ever since we left New York that I didn’t even consider that I’m causing the CEO of an international company with thousands of employees to take huge risks. Now I can’t shake the thought.
Chloé, you should stop being so self-centered.
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