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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

Or more?


1. Confrontation
I’m so afraid for you Alistair…
I am sitting on Alistair’s kitchen floor, still stunned after John’s phone call. The man I love is in danger… He is on his way to meet Jared, a photographer who said he had information about his twin brother Arthur, who vanished years ago. But John just told me that Jared is a crook who has been found guilty of extortion and violence and that his targets are very wealthy people. And Alistair is certainly wealthy – a billionaire, even… He was so excited to meet Jared; this was his best lead yet on finding his brother. It seemed like a great idea to meet the man who took pictures of Arthur – alias Geronimo’s – graffiti. And to think that I’m the one who helped him get in touch with Jared… I didn’t suspect a thing, and Alistair didn’t either. Oh my God! I feel so terrible!
Breathe, Chloé. Calm down. John will be here soon. He must have called the police. You need to calm down. We will figure something out.
The tears start welling up in my eyes. If anything happens to Alistair, if he is hurt, or worse… Terrible thoughts run rampant through my mind. At first I thought we were just sex friends, but he is so much more than that now, of course. He is the man I love, and he loves me back. We have even said the words “I love you.”
I stand, faltering, and notice the cell phone that Alistair left behind in his haste to meet with Jared. It might contain details on the meeting point – I seize upon this glimmer of hope. With quivering hands, I scan the recent text messages he received. My heart is pounding in my chest when I find a message from noon today: “Let’s meet at the old warehouse ‘Starways & Sons’ at the intersection of Harway and 27th Avenue.” That’s where they are meeting! I jot it down on a piece of paper. I need to go, I need to warn Alistair that it’s a trap, before it’s too late. But I also need to let John know, since he is supposed to meet me here, at Alistair’s loft.
“John, I know where Alistair and Jared are meeting,” I say, short of breath as I throw on a jacket and slide my shoes on at top speed.
“Where are they?” John asks, his voice as tense as mine.
“In a warehouse, at the intersection of Harway and 27th Avenue.”
“Ok, I’m on my way, Chloé, wait for me.”
“No, I need to go there, I have to warn him.”
“It could be very dangerous, Chloé!”
“Every minute counts,” I say as I hang up.
I run out of the loft, and when I reach the foot of the building I hail a cab. Actually, I stand in the middle of the road and wave my arms until a taxi stops. I give the address to the driver and ask him to get there as quickly as possible. He glances at me in the rearview mirror. My makeup has run down my cheeks and I look panicked.
“Is everything alright, Miss?”
“No, but please, I’m begging you, hurry!”
He speeds across Brooklyn. Every red light lasts for what feels like hours. I wish I were in an American TV show, where the hero speeds through the city, running red lights. But I know if I ask the driver to do that, he will think I’m mad or even kick me out of the cab. I go over the events of the past hour in my mind. Maybe it took Alistair a long time to get to the warehouse. Perhaps Jared was late… I try to comfort myself any way I can. When we arrive in a neighborhood of derelict industrial plants, I peer into every building through the windows, as my anxiety mounts. ‘Starways & Sons’…”
“It’s here! Stop here!’’ I yell at the driver.
He steps on the breaks, looking at me worriedly. I pay my fare and tumble out of the cab. The brick warehouse is gigantic. How will I ever find them? The large metallic sliding door is ajar. I walk into the the great hall, it is empty and dust particles fill the air. I suddenly feel gripped by fear. What if John is right? What if I’m in danger? But I’m here now, so there’s no turning back.
Be brave, Chloé! Alistair could be in danger!
I hear noises coming from a room nearby. I tiptoe nearer, walk into the room and suddenly stop at the doorway, screaming. Three people are on the ground, entangled in a violent fight. One of them is Alistair! He is trying to immobilize a bald, muscular man on the ground, dodging his punches – Jared, I suppose. I can’t do anything, I feel so powerless. But who is the third person? He faces me as he holds Jared’s arm in a firm lock. I wonder if I’m hallucinating: it’s “another Alistair.” He has the same face, the same hair, the same build. He is wearing jeans and a t-shirt with tennis shoes, but apart from that, he is Alistair’s clone. He helps Alistair and they finally immobilize Jared by laying him face-down and grabbing his arms. Alistair breathlessly looks from his brother to me. He is in a daze. I walk toward them and try to regain my composure. The man who helped him must be Arthur, his twin brother.
“Are you alright, Alistair?” I ask, still feeling panicked.
“Yes, I think so…” he answers, short of breath.
We begin to hear police car sirens coming nearer. Then everything happens very fast. Four police officers run forward with John. The officers handcuff Jared, enabling Alistair and Arthur to stand up. They drag him away and leave the warehouse. John walks up to me and sets his hand on my shoulder.
“Is everything alright, Chloé?”
“Yes, I was so scared,” I say as I watch Alistair and Arthur gazing at each other intensely.
The moment is so emotionally-charged… It has been years since the brothers have been together, long years of Alistair desperately searching for Arthur. They don’t say anything and take each other in, almost like they were staring into a mirror and then they fall into a warm embrace. Tears fill my eyes. John, too, looks touched. They hold one another in silence for several seconds. I meet Alistair’s gaze, and he motions for me to join them.
“Chloé, this is Arthur, my brother… Arthur, this is Chloé, my… girlfriend,” he says, choked up.
“Hello Chloé,” Arthur says shyly as he shakes my hand.
“I’m so glad to meet you, Arthur, even if this is a bit of a strange way to meet,” I say with a dry laugh.
I am finally relaxing – a little bit – after such a scare.
“But, why are you here, Chloé? How did you know… And, John?” Alistair asks, confused.
“He did a background check on Jared, and found out that he’s a crook. He tried to call you, but you had left your phone at the apartment. Then I found the address in your text messages and I rushed over…”
“Thank you, John… But… Chloé, you took huge risks for me,” Alistair says somewhat harshly.
“Not as many as Arthur…”
Arthur, who is standing beside us, still in shock, remains silent. I think that it’s high time we get out of this creepy warehouse.
“Let’s get out of here, ok?” I say calmly.
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