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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:
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:
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:
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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Emma M. Green

Dominated by a Billionaire

Part 4-6


1. Clearing things up
"Breathe, Alma. Stop sobbing – you’re going to suffocate."
 …
"Calm down, try to step back and analyze the situation," Clémentine urges me in her most motherly voice. "Who knows, maybe none of it is even true!"
"And if it is?" I cry on the other end of the line. "What if he really did it?" 
I’ve been hiding in the restroom at King Productions for over twenty minutes. Ever since Maximilian’s email blew up in my face, making me see thousands of stars. Not the kind of stars that make you smile stupidly and give you butterflies in your stomach. No, not those. The kind that knock you out, that smother you, that rip you apart inside. “Vadim King and May Sim say yes!” Alma Lancaster says “No, dear god, no!”
"Breathe, sweetie…" she says again a little louder.
"How am I supposed to step back? I just found out that he got married! With his silicone bimbo…"
"Go see him!" shouts my best friend, as if I hadn’t already thought of that a thousand times.
"I don’t know where he is. He hasn’t set foot into the office since my birthday and he hasn’t answered any of my messages!"
"Is he in Paris?"
"From what Kate told me this morning, yes," I answer, sniffing. 
"OK. Try his hotel!" 
"I’ve got three ultra important meetings today; I’m stuck here until eight pm! The nightmare’s only just begun…"
"That’s going to make you have to focus on something other than him…It’ll help you, Alma." 
"You’ve got to be kidding? You mean, it’s going to be the worst day of my life!" 
"Block out those thoughts. Concentrate on your work. And tonight, meet him, look him straight in the eye and make him talk to you. This time, he has to tell you everything, and he’d better not avoid the issue. You need to know where you stand!"
"Clem, do you think he really married her?" I ask and feel the tears start flowing again.
"I don’t know, sweetie. All I know is, you love this guy Vadim King much too much for your own good," she sighs sadly.
The day trickled by in slow motion. I tried to repress the bursts of anger and sadness colliding against each other in my head. Tried to remember my best friend’s precious advice. Tried to smile politely at the investors, at my coworkers, at my supervisor. Tried to look professional and efficient until the end of the day. Judging by everyone else’s “normal” behavior, I figure I managed to keep up the front. Inside, I’m a total zombie, my stomach knotted, my brain scrambled, my heart broken.
I printed the notorious article before walking over to his luxury hotel. I don’t really know why but I felt the need to do it. Maybe just so I could throw it his face as soon as I got there. Or so he couldn't deny it; a way to keep myself from getting mixed up. He can tell me whatever he wants, he can try to soften me up, turn the situation around – it won’t work. So long as I have this despicable article in my hand, I won’t give in. 
He’d better be at his hotel…
The butler has already seen me go into his outlandishly luxurious territory something like thirty times. He greets me courteously, then opens the elevator doors. I reach the top floor without any trouble. Well, not exactly. I have trouble breathing. I have no idea what to expect, but I’m determined. I have to know. I deserve to know. 
I quickly run my hand through my hair before knocking on his door. It’s ridiculous. Checking to see if my shoulder-length blunt cut is nice and straight shouldn’t be one of my priorities. The same goes for whatever pushed me to redo my makeup before coming, or opening my secret drawer to trade my black suit for an emerald green dress that draws a little too much attention – even partially hidden by my tailor-fitting coat.
He dumps me, gets married five days later, and I burst into his suite, all dolled up. 
Who am I? What happened to Alma? 
I hear confident steps coming towards the door. A man’s footsteps, without a doubt. It’s him. He’s there. I can’t believe it. 
"I need to talk to you," I hurl at him, pushing passed as he appears in the doorway. 
I barely glance at him so I won’t be struck by his good looks. I avoid meeting his metallic eyes so I won’t drown in them. Barging in uninvited is enough for now. He lets out a sigh of surprise – or frustration – and I assume he’s following me all the way to the living room. 
"Alma…" he says cautiously.
"No, this time, I’m the one who’s talking. You listen." 
I’ve just growled those words at him, my heart beating, my eyes staring at the floor. Don’t cry – that’s my first goal. Vadim doesn’t move and waits for me to attack. I take out the piece of paper from my purse and unfold it. One glance at the picture of the “happy” couple and I start. Slowly. For the time being.
"Do you have something to tell me?" I scold, handing him the paper.
This time, I glare straight at him. His eyes leave my face and move down to the article. No reaction. 
This is incredible! He's inhuman!
His eyes move back up and plunge into mine, but I can't interpret what they're expressing. 
"Explain yourself!" I say, now screaming.
"What do you want to know?" he asks calmly, leaning up against the wall.
"What do you think? Is it true or not? Did you put a ring on her finger?" I rant and rave.
"No…" he mutters.
"I don’t believe you! Where is she? Is she here, hidden somewhere, watching the show? I’m going to give your little starlet what she deserves!" I roar, scanning the room.
He seems edgy, frowns and squints, but says nothing. Convinced that May Sim is somewhere here, I head wildly towards the first bedroom. No one. Second bedroom. No one. Little sitting room, dressing room, study and bathroom: ditto. No one. I end up coming back to the starting line, a little humiliated by my own silliness and impulsiveness. He hasn’t budged. Still nonchalantly, sublimely leaning on the taupe wall, his arms behind his back. With his legs crossed, he stares at his feet, his right foot tapping lightly on his left. 
If I didn’t hate you, right here and now, I would literally melt…
His gray eyes meet mine again, and a smirk forms on his lips. Not a smirk of triumph, no. Rather one of embarrassment, or even empathy.
He pities me now. Great…
"You should probably go now," he says softly, nothing mean in his voice.
"Vadim, help me understand…" I mutter, holding back my tears.
"That article is a load of crap. I didn’t marry anyone. And definitely not May Sim," he groans.
"But… the picture?"
"Photoshopped. I realize it’s well done. It’s believable, but it’s a fake, Alma. Nothing more."
"Did you do that to get revenge? To hurt me?" I ask, my voice trembling.
"If you think that of me, you don’t know me very well," he lets out, sighing noisily. "May is most likely behind the whole thing. She must have wanted people talking about her. My attorneys are checking into it – the truth will get out."
His tone is so cold, so distant. Not an ounce of feeling or tenderness comes out of his perfectly slick speech. As if he were making a public statement, surrounded by reporters, talking to a camera. 
OK, so it was a set-up. But… what about us?
"Vadim, I’m sorry," I say, breaking down in tears. "I lost my mind. I should have trusted you…"
"Trust, it always boils back down to that with you," he sneers heartlessly.
"No more secrets, no more lies, I swear! I should have told you everything about Raphaël and the baby, but I wanted to forget about them. It’ll never happen again. I won’t hide anything from you ever again! Give me another chance. One last chance," I beg, moving towards him.
My hands try to touch his face, but his intercept mine. I was dreaming of collapsing against him, cuddling in his arms, smelling the heavenly fragrance that exudes out of each of his pores, but the man I love pushes me away. Gently, ungrudgingly.
"Alma, I need to clear things up in my mind. I need to think…"
"No, you need to be with me! We can’t live without each other. I tried – it’s impossible!" I sob. 
"Try again. You’ll see, you’ll end up getting over it… Or you learn to survive with it, anyway."
I can finally read his feelings on his wonderful face. He’s referring to our breakup twelve years earlier when I left him all of a sudden, without warning, without an explanation. “Survive with.” Survive without, in fact. 
"I don’t want to try, Vadim. It’s too hard without you, I can’t do it!" I stammer, pathetically.
"Alma, give me some time." 
"How much? A day? A week? A month?"
"I don’t know, but right now, I really need you to leave."
I thought I heard a kind of sob in his voice. A smothered sadness, a hidden desire. My heart breaks a little more as the seconds go by and I realize he’s right. Leave: that’s the only solution. I wipe the tears on my cheeks, trying to dry them with the back of my hand, glance at him one last time, then leave the suite without saying another word. Why insist? There’s nothing left to say.
It’s been almost a week since we last talked. Not properly, anyway. A few words exchanged during meetings, a few figures, reports and schedules exchanged… that doesn’t count. Even though I’ve run into him every day, smelt his musky cologne, heard his warm, manly voice, seen anger, sadness and desire in his eyes, one after the other, when he speaks to me, I miss him desperately. His elfish smile, his intense gaze, his groping hands, his insatiable lips… 
Am I a masochist or what? Why think about all that again? 
Because nothing else matters…
It’s almost nine pm when Maximilian invites himself into my office and brutally interrupts my train of thought. The train that starts with V and ends with M. And that demoralizes me, depresses me and makes me despair… I feel lonelier than ever.
"Alma, are you working overtime?" the assistant asks, opening the door slightly. "Mind if I bother you for a couple of minutes?"
"No, come in. What are you still doing here?"
"I got stood up… So, I planned on consoling myself with this…"
He holds up a bottle of “Russian Standard.” He sets two glasses down on the table and pours the potent vodka into them.
"Russian alcohol… Isn't that ironic," I let out, absentmindedly.
Get a grip, for god’s sake! He doesn’t know anything about Vadim’s past! 
"Ironic? What do you mean?" he asks, suddenly curious.
"Nothing, I got mixed up. What is it they say over there? Na zdrowie?" I cover up, raising my glass.
"Na zdrowie!"
The minutes and hours go by as we chat, sipping the intoxicating alcohol. Maximilian tells me more about himself, his difficult childhood, how unstable and lost he was, until he got this assistant job that got him “back on the right track.” And there I was thinking he was an upper-class boy, spoiled rotten by life, I was obviously way off. I should be wary of him and his angelic smile, but I’m no longer in any shape to do so. The way he confides in me so openly makes me drop my guard, and the more glasses I drink, the more my tongue lets loose. 
"Just goes to show – you can’t always read a book by its cover. You’re a perfect example of that, Max. Vadim, too, for that matter…"
"That confirms what I thought. I always guessed Mr. King’s story was complicated."
"For sure… Two-sided… Extravagant and evil," I lament, rendered foolish by the alcohol.
"A bit like The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde!" he jokes, filling up his glass again.
"More like The Bewitching Case of King, the Billionaire and Arcadi, the Rebel," I blurt out, immediately regretting my boneheaded remark.
Did I really just say… Arcadi???
"Arcadi? Never heard of him," he says, thinking out loud.
Make something up! Quick!
"I'm getting all mixed up – I was thinking of a historical character, an unruly warrior…" I say off the top of my head.
"Oh… Ok. So Mr. King was a rebel..."
"Are you surprised? At twenty, who isn’t?"
My cheeks are bright red. I try to regain a serious expression, chat as if nothing had happened, as if I hadn’t just disclosed crucial information about Vadim. Max needs to forget all about the name I just said. He needs to keep drinking… And I need to stop. Immediately.
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