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In your store:
Boxed Set: Dominated by a Billionaire - Part 1-3 (Irresistible Billionaire)
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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In your store:
Boxed Set: Under the Billionaire’s Control Part 1-3
Mature content. Recommended for 17+ due to mature language and adult situations.
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Olivia Dean

A Possessive Billionaire

Vol. 12


1. Valium in the champagne
I naively thought everything was over. That the worst was behind us. I wasn’t pregnant, wasn’t sick, had closed the case about my mother, forgiven my father, Charles was innocent and we were finally going to live together in this awesome apartment that he had had decorated just for us…

So this had to happen. 
Charles can’t take his eyes off this thing. For him, it is much more than a kid’s broken toy car. It is as if someone was making him relive his parents’ death again, in person, 10 years later…
Do something, fast. I feel like if it doesn’t come from me, we’ll stay here all night asking ourselves questions in vain. It is almost dark out already, and neither of us has thought of turning on the light. I flip the light switch on. That’s a good start. Startled, Charles jumps and looks at me as if he’d just been woken up.
“We're going to start by calling the police, if you agree, I suggest with what I try to make sound like self-confidence.
— OK, you’re right,” he says, picking up the phone.
In just minutes a team of police officers is there and the little office seems too small to contain us all. 
Captain Pécha is in charge of the operation. I was a little scared she wouldn’t take us seriously, but I was wrong.
“This is the kind of intimidation that mustn’t be taken lightly, believe me,” she states, as she inspects the premises.
Charles and Élisabeth have gone into another office with Pécha to draw up their statements. As for me, I’m watching the experts at work. I’ve never seen people so serious around a toy. First, the three men didn’t touch anything and observed the scene from every angle before taking hundreds of shots. Then they put on gloves and started deconstructing the installation piece by piece and taking a series of samples.
I’d like to know if it’s really blood around the car…
Charles comes back when they are taking the Playmobil figures out of the car with tweezers. The first one leaves a leg behind. The second one’s head flies, landing at Charles’s feet, who goes pale.
“Come on, let’s let them finish working.”
I follow him into the little stairway and we meet up with Élisabeth and Captain Pécha in the main lobby. 
“I’m going to go now. I’ll call you as soon as we have more info. Meanwhile, I can only advise you to stay on the lookout and inform me if anything else happens.”
She holds out a firm, confident hand to both of us and leaves the gallery.
“What do we do about them?” I ask, nodding towards the stairs.
I feel like a change of scenery but the experts are still hard at work upstairs. Charles stretches as if to release the pressure that has built up in his muscles.
“I left a key with them; they’ll lock up when they leave. Let’s go get something to eat, that’ll help get our minds on something else. Élisabeth, would you like to join us?” he suggests politely.
She looks worn out. Usually so radiant, she has turned a scary grayish shade.
“I’m not hungry. I’m going to stay a while until they leave. You never know.
— Up to you. Have a nice evening.”
We leave her there. Alone and so thin in the middle of the big empty, white lobby, she looks almost pitiful.
We walk to a brasserie that Charles goes to regularly. The kind of big Parisian brasserie where you can still eat herring marinated in oil and deviled eggs. We sit in a red leather booth, along a big mirror.
“Élisabeth looks really upset, I comment.
— Sure does. I get the impression she is as shaken as me.
— Did she know your parents well?
— Yes. But like good friends know your parents… Hello, goodbye, how are you… Nothing very deep.
— She was scared for you…
— Yes, I guess. But there’s also this thing with Dimitri.
— What thing?
— She was kind of blown away when this whole ordeal started.
— What do you mean?
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