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  Blurb


He’s the arrogant billionaire ruining everything I believe in.

I’m the headstrong woman determined to stop him.

Hating him should be easy.

Wanting him is the problem.

He’s a powerful billionaire architect with a luxury penthouse, private jet, and enough money to buy almost anything.

I’m the activist standing between him and his billion-dollar development.

We should be enemies.

Instead, every argument turns into temptation.

Every heated look makes my pulse race.

And the ruthless businessman who should be my greatest rival becomes the man I can’t stop thinking about.

He wants my body.

I want him nowhere near my heart.

Then our forbidden attraction becomes something neither of us can control.

And suddenly, my billionaire enemy is the man desperate to protect me.

I thought I was fighting his billion-dollar empire.

I never expected to risk my heart, my future, and my life for the man behind it.








  
  Eventide


Paris …

Benoit Vaux’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re getting married?” 
Marcella, his good friend and companion, laughed, throwing her dark hair back. “Mon chère, there are other reasons for me to give up the escort life, not just for another man. No, Benoit, I’m not getting married. But I am leaving the country. You know I’ve always wanted to travel, and now is the right time.” She touched his cheek. “My sweet boy, there are a million women ready to take my place in your bed. Or maybe it’s time you concentrated on finding her.”
“Her?”
“I think the young people call it ‘the one’.” Marcella smiled and swung her long legs over the side of the bed.
Benoit reached for her before she could move away. “Marcella … have you ever thought that you might just be the only one for me?”
Marcella smiled down at him. “Oh, you perfect man, I’m sorry to tell you this. There isn’t any chance I might be your ‘one’. Go and seek her. I wish you all the happiness in the world.”
Benoit was still thinking about what she said the next day as he sat through the first meeting of the week. His Chief Exec, Delaine, always wanted these godawful meetings. Team building, he called it. Benoit barely listened to what was being discussed. How had his life come to this? Stuck in meetings, barely ever getting to do the things he loved—designing, building, creating. No, at this point it was all deals and accounts and bullshit. 
He edged his chair around to gaze out of the window while one of his accountants droned on. Outside his window, his city, his home, Paris, sprawled across his view. He had been to many places and many countries, but no city made his pulse race more than his birthplace. Being able to build here and giving people homes to build their families in—it had been his dream.
He gradually tuned back into the conversation. Always about the bottom line, he thought now, listening to Delaine remonstrate with the money men. Benoit cleared his throat. It made him smile how that always made everyone in the room shut the hell up and pay attention. He leaned forward.
“Gentlemen, I want to move forward with the development on Le Boulevard Coutances. It’s prime greenbelt land, and I’m not going to let it sit there any longer. We fought to acquire it and, God knows, the 13th Arrondissement is in need of it. So, please, no more talk of budgets or waiting until we have the full budget. Let’s begin.”
After the meeting, he headed gratefully back to his office where his P.A., Genevieve, a striking woman in her late fifties, handed him a shot of thick, dark coffee, and his mail. “A woman from L'Institut des Préoccupations Environnementales has called six times this morning. She wants to set up a meeting.”
“Which woman?”
“Shiloh Hunt.” Genevieve followed him into his office, her notepad in hand. “She seems quite intent on speaking to you.”
Benoit sighed. The French environmental lobby had become powerful over the last few years and L'Institut des Préoccupations Environnementales had influence with the government’s housing department. Major influence, he thought now.
“Fine. Find fifteen minutes.”
Genevieve hid a smile. “How about right now?”
Benoit, looking at her over his spectacles, looked confused. “Huh?”
“She’s right outside. You walked right past her.”
Benoit got up and returned to the outer office. A young, willowy blonde looked up at him from behind huge black-framed glasses.
“Ms. Holt?”
She stood, and Benoit was surprised to see she was almost as tall as his six feet—maybe five-ten, even in flat pumps. Her long, ash blonde hair hung below her shoulders in soft waves, and her bright blue eyes regarded him without even a hint of friendliness. Benoit smiled, knowing he was about to get into a fight.
“Ms. Holt, please come in.” He shot a look at Genevieve as Shiloh Holt stalked past him; Genevieve hid a smile.
Shiloh Holt didn’t wait to be asked to sit. As Benoit walked to his desk, he heard her draw in a deep breath. “Mr. Vaux, I am here on behalf of L'Institut des Préoccupations Environnementales.”
“I know, Ms. Holt. Please have a seat.”
Shiloh blinked and looked down at the chair in front of her as if it hadn’t occurred to her to sit. She pulled it out and sat, rather impatiently. “Mr. Vaux….”
“It’s Benoit, and I know where you’re from, Ms. Holt. I assume this has to do with the new development on Le Boulevard Coutances?”
She inclined her head, slightly mollified. “It does. Mr. Vaux, as I’m sure you know, we are campaigning to stop any further development on this piece of greenbelt land. We feel strongly that we must protect the rapidly diminishing green spaces in our city.
Benoit smiled. “Our city? Ms. Holt, if I’m not mistaken, that’s an American accent. And it’s Benoit, not Mr. Vaux.”
“Mr. Vaux,” Shiloh said, her blue eyes flashing with annoyance. “I was born here in Paris. I hold dual nationality. My parents are French.”
“Where did you go to get that accent?”
Shiloh looked frustrated. “This is not what I came here to talk about.”
“Where?”
She sighed. “Brown. Then Harvard Law.”
“Good.” Benoit leaned forward, his manner switching from amused to businesslike. “Ms. Holt, as you are probably aware, my company vets every piece of land we intend to acquire. One of the main tenets of our ethos is that we exhaust every possible reason not to purchase the land, be it financial, social, or environmental. The land on Le Boulevard Coutances was deemed non-vital. It also has great links into the center of the city and a thriving community being built up around it.”
Shiloh was listening to him carefully. “Mr. Vaux, Paris has less than ten percent of green space in a city whose population grows larger every second. That community of which you speak needs parks and recreational places too. Your boutique apartments or hotels will not benefit that community; they will be priced out of the market, making it more difficult for the people who were born there to stay there.”
“That’s true of any developed land,” Benoit said calmly. “If we considered that as a factor every time we purchased land, nothing would ever get built. We cannot take responsibility for people’s lack of finances, or their situations. This is a business, not a charity.” While he was talking, Benoit was studying the fine planes of her delicate face and the slender frame of her body. Despite her height, he still felt as if she would crumble in his arms if he touched her; she had a kind of fragility that he was drawn to.
Shiloh was staring at him, her expression disgusted. “Which is my entire problem with men like you, Mr. Vaux. You are soulless. You exist in this other worldly plane, one where your wealth and your looks open every door. Have you ever struggled to feed yourself, Mr. Vaux?”
Benoit sighed. The anger in her made her face flush scarlet and it was very distracting. “I think we have wandered from the point.”
Shiloh sucked in a deep breath. “Mr. Vaux, I’m asking you to reconsider….”
“No. I’m sorry, Ms. Holt, but this meeting is over. We have done our due diligence. The development goes ahead.”
Shiloh looked askance. “You won’t even consider my proposal?”
Benoit sat back in his chair. “Ms. Holt, so far, you haven’t made any proposal. You have ranted at me and called me soulless. Now, I have work to do. Genevieve will see you out.”
Shiloh gaped at him in silence for a beat then stood and stalked out. He appreciatively watched the way she moved. A beautiful woman, he thought, but a major pain in my ass. Shame.
He called Genevieve back in and got on with his work. Only later when he was alone did he let his mind wander back to Shiloh Holt’s blue eyes, the flush of pink in her cheeks, and the rosebud mouth. He wondered if he would see her again.
“Penny for them.”
Benoit looked up to see his old friend Alex standing in the doorway. Benoit’s face cracked into a wide smile.
“Mon frère! How wonderful to see you; I had no idea you were coming to Paris.”
“Had to get away from the crap going down at home,” Alex shrugged, his eyes sad. Benoit stood and hugged him.
“Let’s go grab a drink, and you can catch me up.”
Ori started to come around just as she heard Maceo calling her name. She opened her eyes and his beautiful face, frantic with fear, filled her vision.
“Ori! Are you okay? Dio mio … mio amata.”
She felt herself being scooped into his arms and carried to the bed. She heard him yelling instructions to someone to call for medical help. Her entire body ached and she remembered being forced to the ground, a man, his knife … had she been stabbed? Everything seemed so jumbled that she couldn’t figure out her own body. The only thing she knew for sure was who was behind the attack.
Tyson.
God, he’d sent someone to kill her, hadn’t he? He was making his final moves; now that AJ had died, she was the only threat left to him. 
Flashes of the attack were coming back to her as she tried to focus on Maceo’s face. He was talking to her, his arms cradling her. Finally, her head started to clear.
“Maceo?”
“What happened, baby?”
“There was someone here. He grabbed me. He had a knife.”
She heard Maceo’s sharp intake of breath and felt his hands running over her body, trying to find any wounds. “You have some cuts and scratches, baby, but I don’t think you’ve been stabbed. Your head is bleeding.”
“I must have fallen when he grabbed me. I hit my head.” She tried to sit up, but Maceo locked his arms around her.
“Take it easy, bella. We’re going to get you checked out.”
Ori sighed, but relaxed back into his arms, gazing up at his face. His green eyes were full of concern and shock. “I’m okay, I think, Maceo. I just don’t know why I’m still alive.”
She saw him wince. “Don’t say that.”
“It was Tyson. I know it. Or one of his men. I just don’t know why he didn’t kill me.”
Maceo frowned. “It wasn’t Tyson himself, Ori. I know that for sure.”
“How?”
“Because I was just with him.”
Ori did sit up now, her head pounding. “You were with Tyson?” There was no reproach in her voice; she trusted Maceo enough now that he would have only met with Tyson to benefit her. Maceo nodded.
“To warn him to stay away from you. I think he got the message.”
“He must have had us followed and called someone to attack me while you were out of the way. Except….” She trailed off, deep in thought. Absentmindedly, she pressed the heel of her hand to her head, wincing when her skin touched the open wound there. Maceo was watching her.
“Except what, mio caro?”
Ori nodded her head. “If it had been Tyson, I would be dead. He’s sent enough warnings; he would have taken the chance to end it, even if it meant not killing me with his own hands. That’s his ultimate goal, I know it.”
Maceo moaned. “Please stop talking like that.”
Ori tried to smile, taking his hand. “It’s been my reality for over a decade, Maceo. Why do you
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