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        These wild billionaire playboys are used to getting their way…

      

        

      
        There isn’t much money can’t buy, especially when it comes to pleasure. But can these curvy women tame these billionaire beasts and win their love? Or will their souls be sucked into oblivion by the wanton bliss their bodies crave more and more with every surrender?

      

        

      
        Each of our heroes wears a mask on the outside to face the world, but his disguise comes off when he runs into the one female who makes his blood run hot. Need and possessive passion abound in these books, but our heroes know only one way to control their desires.

      

        

      
        Will they f*ck the feeling they see as weakness out of their systems, or will their needs only grow more wild with every touch, kiss, and plunge into ecstasy with the object of his affections?

      

        

      
        Our Billionaire Heroes

        Adrik Volkov

        Marat Volkov

        Josef Aziz

        Andres Ramirez

      

        

      
        Content Warnings

        (I think I got it now…thank you for the feedback!)

        *The FMC briefly lived at a shelter for abused women and children after her ex was violent towards her. There is discussion of physical abuse by a spouse.

        *This series has profanity, graphic steamy scenes, violence, homicide, talk of deceased relatives, references to sexual assault and abuse (not by the MCs), mention of domestic violence (not perpetrated by MCs), mention of suicide, alcohol consumption, misogyny (not the MCs), questionable morals, hurtful past, manipulations, fake relationships, lies, revenge, forced marriages, very bad decisions, and romantic obsessions that may be unhealthy.

        This is a fictional story with fictional characters. This is not real life.

        *Always take care of your mental, emotional, and physical self because you are important. If you are seeking help from a violent spouse or partner, call the National Domestic Violence Hotline at 800-799-7233.
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        She needed shelter from the storm.

        He just needed her.

      

        

      
        Ellie Maxwell was a mother trying to protect her son from an abusive ex. Befriending the wives of wolves wasn't something she sought, but it was something she needed.

        It wasn't easy to pick yourself up after someone tried so hard to knock you down. But with these ladies' support, Ellie was on her way. That they were married to very powerful men didn't hurt, either. There was just one problem.

      

        

      
        Andres Ramirez.

      

        

      
        Called the prince of acquisitions, Andres was a rising star at Volkov Industries. His genius for business was renowned, but his penchant for making Ellie moan was a total secret. One she couldn’t afford to indulge.

      

        

      
        Andres’ attraction to the sweet-looking woman was off the charts. She was constantly on his mind, plaguing his dreams with images of the one time they were together. But the woman seemed determined to ignore him.

      

        

      
        Just when he thought he might go mad, she called with an outrageous proposition. Marry her to stop her ex? Yes. He could do that. Andres knew Ellie was it for him. This was his shot to prove it to her.

      

        

      
        But did the laws of attraction still apply when only one of the players was wild for the other?
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      Six Months Ago

      “Mommy? Where are we going?” Sammy’s sweet voice whispered in the darkness.

      “Hush, Baby. It’s okay. Mommy’s here. We’re going somewhere safe,” I whispered, and gathered my son close to my body with my one good arm.

      He was scared and upset, and my heart broke for him. A child should never see a father hurt his mother.

      Gary was the man who’d vowed to love and cherish me. He was the man who insisted on starting a family right away.

      But somewhere deep in my mind, I must have known he wasn’t a genuinely good person. Somewhere deep in my heart, I must have realized what he really wanted. And it wasn’t me. Or Sammy.

      Fuck.

      This was all my fault. Tears pricked my eyes, whether it was from the pain in my body or the crack in my heart, I wasn’t sure.

      But I couldn’t let Sammy see my despair, so I sucked it up, and left the midtown condo where I’d lived with my husband with our son in my arms. I had a backpack slung over my shoulder with a few things I’d hastily thrown together.

      My wallet. Sammy’s birth certificate. Some cash. A few articles of clothing for both of us, and our toothbrushes.

      Our first stop was to the ER where a doctor treated my injuries and wrapped my broken arm in a hard cast.

      I was lucky it was a clean break, and I didn’t need surgery. She was sympathetic and agreed to not argue about how I’d sustained the injury for my son’s sake.

      Sammy was tuckered out and slept on the exam table beside me as I signed myself out of the ER.

      Our second stop was at St. Elizabeth’s Shelter for Women and Children. I’d seen signs for the shelter posted all over town and knew where it was located.

      I never imagined I would need such a facility, but I was so tired, and I had nowhere else to go.

      No family left. No friends—Gary had made sure of that. And no support system.

      I never finished college, and I didn’t have a job. Gary was like my father in that respect. They both had very outdated views of women.

      Gary wanted his wife to stay at home and keep the house running neatly.

      I didn’t mind that so much.

      In fact, my joy of cooking was very real. The only thing that rivaled it was being Sammy’s mother. I would have been happy being a modern housewife raising our child, if only he’d loved me even a little.

      Sammy was the only good thing to come of our marriage. My rambunctious boy was bright and sweet. Not that Gary was any kind of father to him.

      I used to brush it off. Make excuses. He was a busy man. Older than me by almost fifteen years. Gary Peters worked for my father, and when we first met, he’d showered me with all the attention my father had denied me growing up.

      My mother had died when I was young, and I was sure a therapist would have a field day diagnosing me. But I had no time for that.

      No, this wasn’t the first time Gary had hit me, but it was the first time he’d left bruises.

      I was so fucking ashamed of myself for allowing it to get this far. But I would deal with my emotional baggage later.

      Sammy came first.

      Always.

      He was supposed to start preschool this year, but with everything that happened, I never enrolled him.

      It was probably for the best. I would never have been able to explain these bruises, or the broken arm.

      Fuck Gary.

      Anger filled me when I thought of that piece of trash I’d married. I took a calming breath and clutched Sammy’s hand in mine. He yawned and pressed his head into my thigh, and I swallowed down my emotion.

      My sweet, sleepy boy, you’re okay. I’ll make sure you’re safe from now on. I will never be weak again.

      That was my promise to my son, and I would keep it. There was nothing I wouldn’t do for him.

      “Hi, I’m Meredith. Welcome to St. Elizabeth’s. We’re so glad you’re here now.” A kind-looking woman with gorgeous red hair and green eyes came to meet me.

      “I’m Ellie. This is Sammy,” I said, and she bent down and greeted my shy son with a smile.

      Sammy hid behind my leg at first, but eventually he came out of his shell, coaxed by cookies and toys.

      “Want to tell me about it?” she asked when he was distracted.

      “Where should I start? With how stupid I am for letting myself be a victim?” I said, my self-loathing evident.

      “No. You’re not stupid, Ellie. And yes, you were victimized, but that was a moment in time out of your whole life. You can choose not to be a victim. Coming here was the first step,” she said, her voice rich with sympathy.

      “I never thought I would end up in a place like this,” I confessed, hating that I sounded weak and naïve, and maybe even a little judgmental.

      “Ellie, no one expects this or plans it. At St. Elizabeth’s, we believe everyone deserves to feel safe. It’s our mission to help families like you and Sammy move from a place where you lacked the basic security everyone is entitled to, to a place where you can breathe freely again. Let me help you both. Please,” she implored.

      Meredith’s big green eyes filled with compassion, and more than that, I could sense the basic goodness inside of her. She wasn’t judging me, even if I was.

      And she wasn’t pitying me.

      That was important to me.

      You have no idea how important.

      It’d been so long since anyone had offered to help. Longer still since I felt seen. I sucked in a shuddering breath and felt the tears pricking my eyes.

      She was right.

      Gary was a monster. But I wouldn’t be his victim.

      I couldn’t allow him to have that hold over me. Not when I had Sammy to think about.

      So, on that bright spring afternoon, I told my entire story to a complete stranger, and sought shelter for me and my son.

      And it’s the first best decision I made since leaving him.
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      It all started when I stepped into a pile of cat shit.

      Yeah, cats used litter boxes, but only when they're clean. Some cats were pickier than others, according to the internet, and everyone knew the internet was always right.

      I had a system in place. I scooped daily and changed the cat litter every eight days.

      Rocky was still technically a kitten. Only nine months old, or so the animal rescue place had said. He shouldn’t require more frequent cleaning than that.

      It was a jumbo sized litter box, for Pete’s sake!

      Meredith had been kind enough to allow pets in the Morristown housing where Sammy and I recently moved. It was an offsite location from the Manhattan branch of St. Elizabeth’s Shelter for Women and Children.

      Sammy and I were residents there for a couple of months, but Gary had found us and started sending letters with thinly veiled threats. He showed up twice, harassing the poor employees who worked there, some of them volunteers.

      I didn’t want that for any of the kind people there who’d been so helpful to me. I was getting ready to leave, though I didn’t know where I’d go, when Meredith offered me use of this place.

      We were the first residents, and I couldn’t be more grateful to her.

      The friendship that had sprouted between us, and her friends Sofia and Destiny Volkov, was as unlikely as the sky turning pink, but it had happened.

      Somehow, some way, those three women had gently brought Sammy and me into their group, and I was constantly amazed. I mean, I never had girlfriends like them.

      Sammy was supposed to start preschool this year, he’d be four in a few months. But with everything that happened, well, I’d been too terrified about sending him where Gary could get him.

      With Meredith, Sofia, and Destiny, not to mention the latter two’s children, in our lives, I had to admit my shy boy was thriving. Even their husbands made an effort to speak kindly to my son, and they often bought toys and played with the children whenever we had one of our Sourdough Sunday lunches.

      Funny how living in a million dollar condo in Manhattan never made him smile. But move him to a couple of small rooms in Morristown, where he could finally have a kitten of his own and, well, my boy had been smiling nonstop.

      “Meow.”

      Grrr.

      Back to Rocky. So, as I was saying, scoop daily, and change the litter every eight days. He was only eight pounds, but he was gaining weight.

      Anyway, he must not have been happy with the state of his box this evening, so he found some place else to do his business.

      I growled, hopping to the sink where I lifted my foot and grabbed some flushable wipes.

      Apparently, Rocky, though picky about pooping in his box when his litter wasn’t fresh, wasn’t above dropping a deuce inside the pile of clothes I left on the bathroom floor after Sammy’s bath time.

      Ugh.

      After I wiped the chunky part off, I scrubbed my heel with a handful of ivory and rinsed, repeating the process six times before I felt clean enough.

      The good news was, the clothes were relatively unblemished, since the turds were hard and dry.

      Not hard enough to withstand being squished by my fat ass when I stepped on one, but hard enough that the laundry could sit after being spritzed with stain remover until tomorrow.

      Anyway, I blamed the cat shit for why I did what I did tonight.

      It had to be the cat shit.
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      An hour prior to the cat poop incident

      I couldn’t get him out of my head.

      It was wrong.

      Ridiculous.

      Pathetic, even.

      I thought I was done mooning over this man. This sexy as hell stranger who had more muscles than anyone needed, sexy, tribal tattoos covering his biceps, a killer mouth, and stormy bedroom eyes.

      Fuck.

      I should never have let him touch me.

      Was he the one who touched you? My inner bitch snarked.

      Shut up.

      But my inner bitch was right. I was the one who jumped him.

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I recalled that evening with perfect precision.

      How good he smelled, like spicy cologne and man. How hot he looked in a pair of gray slacks and a knit polo shirt. His trimmed beard and short hair felt so soft beneath my fingers, and that mouth.

      Christ, his mouth.

      Swoon.

      Had I ever been kissed like that before in my life?

      The answer was a loud, resounding no.

      So yeah, when Andres Ramirez had offered to drive me and Sammy back to our new place at the offsite St. E’s residence in Morristown, I said yes.

      Once he walked us upstairs, putting a sleeping Sammy to bed, I practically tackled him in the small living room of my new apartment.

      Meredith had started this program with me and Sammy in mind. After Gary started showing up at St. Elizabeth’s in Manhattan, she knew I couldn’t stay there.

      The house in Morristown was perfect for our needs, and I had no doubt it would benefit others who needed to switch locales.

      We spent one wild night touching, kissing, and having the kind of sex I’d only ever read about before.

      The man played my body like a master. It was like Andres could read everything I was feeling on my face, and he knew exactly what I needed and how I needed it.

      I flew apart in his arms, chasing the sun, and flying so high I never thought I’d come back down.

      But I did, of course. No one could stand that kind of pure pleasure indefinitely. It would kill you.

      I couldn’t explain what made me behave so recklessly. Hell, we hadn’t even used protection.

      I was on the pill. And I hadn’t had sex of any kind the last couple of years of my marriage to Gary.

      Not that he was anything like Andres in the bedroom, or, um, living room, as it were.

      I was clean, was my point, and I was on the pill to regulate my period. Yes, I should have asked him about his own history, but it wasn’t planned, and I would deal with any unfortunate outcome on my own.

      There were none—thank goodness—and yes, I scolded myself and picked up a box of condoms just to have. Like just in case there was a repeat, which there wouldn’t be.

      I’d made sure of that. Because, after our passionate interlude, I ignored him.

      Like completely ignored him.

      Well, what else was I supposed to do?

      Andres Ramirez was out of my league. He was already taking up way too much space in my brain than any man had the right to.

      A partner at Volkov Industries, the company co-owned by my new best friends’ husbands, Andres was not only single, sexy, and good with kids, he was also a damn genius.

      I barely finished one semester of college. But my lack of formal education wasn’t the only obstacle between us.

      Andres was gorgeous.

      Like super freaking hot. He had stormy eyes not quite blue and not quite gray, but some sort of in between color that simmered with emotion whenever I looked at them.

      He had short, dark hair, a close-cut beard, and bronzed skin covering his many muscles.

      I mean, really? Who the heck had eight abs, anyway?

      I was a newly divorced single mom with boobs that were slightly too small for my frame. My hips were too wide, my thighs jiggled when I walked, and my ass was too fat. I had cellulite bumps to prove it.

      Flaws my ex liked to point out repeatedly during our marriage.

      And let’s not forget all my fucking baggage.

      There was a lot of it thanks to my piece of shit ex. Gary Peters. Total fucking slimeball.

      Shit.

      I shuddered anytime I thought about my former husband. That gem of a man had not only hit me and threatened our son, but I just got slammed with his latest demand.

      Gary was now demanding alimony and visitation rights with Sammy.

      I’d named my sweet almost-four-year-old boy, Samuel Alexander Maxwell-Peters,  after my grandfather.

      Gary didn’t protest the hyphen. Which was good, because if I got my way, I was going to dump his name entirely.

      What kind of piece of shit asked his wife for alimony?

      Worse, what kind of father never saw his son for more than ten minutes at a time during the almost four years the child lived with him, but was suddenly interested after the divorce?

      I was so mad I could spit.

      But I would give him money if it meant keeping him away from Sammy. Only the sonofabitch wouldn’t take any of the cash that was now frozen during the slew of inquiries Gary’s attorneys had drawn up regarding my father’s will and company.

      He wanted more than money. He wanted to hurt me, yes, but more than that, he wanted control of my late father’s company. That was all Gary Peters ever wanted.

      Maxwell Mining was the multimillion dollar corporation my great-grandfather started over a hundred years ago.

      Yeah, my family was old money.

      I was the only remaining Maxwell. Well, no, actually, Sammy was the last Maxwell.

      God, I felt so stupid.

      I knew some people experienced worse things than what I’d been through. And my heart broke for anyone who had to suffer at the hands of an abuser.

      But I was so damn mad at myself.

      I’d been young when I met Gary. Stupid, inexperienced, and naïve. He was older and experienced.

      He’d flattered me and teased me. Made me feel special. But I knew now it was all a lie.

      Gary never wanted me. And he never wanted Sammy.

      He admitted to purposely getting me pregnant, thinking it would make him the next heir to my father’s business.

      But my father was grossly old-fashioned. He believed men were made for business, and women were made for keeping house. I was never taught anything about the business.

      Not a fucking thing. And I never cared because I didn’t want to learn anything about mining.

      I was a silly, sheltered little thing. I never wanted to do more than knit, and bake, and be a wife and mother.

      Maybe it was because of my father’s ideals. Or maybe I was just as old-fashioned. I couldn’t really say.

      Everyone was different, right? The world was full of people who all liked what they liked regardless of anyone else.

      So what if I spent all my time reading novels and watching DIY shows, helping our cook in the kitchen, and learning to crochet from my nanny when I was growing up?

      I was all for being independent and strong. But I thought that meant doing the things I liked.

      I was lucky, I knew that. I didn’t have to worry about money.

      Even without learning the family business, I had a trust fund. And when Gary proposed, I thought I would finally get everything I wanted.

      Husband. Home. Baby.

      I didn’t know he was using me. And I didn’t know my husband would turn vicious when he didn’t get what he wanted.

      My father never believed a girl could run his company. Yes, I was his sole heir, but Dad set up procedures to sell the company when he died, leaving me a fortune, of course. But that was all.

      But Gary was contesting everything. My money, my inheritance, and everything having to do with the business were all tied up in court. It would be months before I saw a dime.

      That left me with few options.

      Goddamn him.

      I couldn't believe I’d lost both my father and the rose-tinted glasses I’d viewed the world with just under two years ago.

      My father had been sixty when I was born. He was much older than any of my school friends’ parents.

      Maybe I should have expected it, but his passing from a sudden stroke still hurt.

      My father wasn’t a cruel man. He just had different ideas about what it meant to be his daughter.

      I remembered the rainy afternoon I’d gotten a call from his private physician, explaining my father had passed away. I went to find Gary and told my husband what had happened, lost between grief and disbelief.

      That was the first time Gary hit me. And that was the first time I tried to leave him.

      I’d been so stunned. I had no idea what happened or why. Then when Gary cried and apologized, I said okay.

      I was not blinded by love. In fact, I didn’t ever really love Gary. He was older, smarter, and I’d married him, so I thought I had to stay.

      He’d convinced me that I needed him, and stupidly, I believed him. Gary flattered me when I needed attention, and I mistook it for love.

      I figured if he loved me enough, maybe I would learn to love him too.

      I mean, it wasn’t like I had a slew of suitors. Shy, chubby women, even rich ones, didn’t exactly have to fight them off with a bat.

      After it became clear I was not inheriting the company, Gary’s violent outbursts increased in frequency and potency.

      Like most abusive assholes, he was not sorry.

      The last time he hit me, he said he was going to teach me a lesson by hurting Sammy.

      That was when I knew I hated him, and I needed to leave him.

      I wouldn’t let him hurt my son. And when he moved towards my baby’s door, belt in hand, I did the only thing I could.

      I covered my son’s door with my body and refused to budge. He broke my arm, trying to pull me away. When I proved immovable, he used his belt.

      That was my first black eye. And just where my hairline met my left cheek, I now carried a scar from where his buckle scored my skin.

      Yeah, I could admit that I was dumb for sticking around as long as I did.

      But for Sammy’s sake, I got wise.

      Over the last six months, with Meredith’s help and the other women, along with some therapy, I found myself again. My true self. And I was healing.

      I was starting to forgive myself. To trust myself.

      But this last ditch effort by my ex to hurt me was unbearable.

      I would never allow Gary access to our son.

      No, I didn’t have the power to make him go away, but I thought maybe I knew someone who did.

      My stomach twisted in knots.

      I hadn’t told anyone about that evening after Andres had escorted me and Sammy home after our Sourdough Sunday lunch before Labor Day.

      I kept the secret of how I basically threw myself at the sexiest man I had ever seen. Stunned when he reciprocated, catching me in his strong, burly arms, and kissing me so passionately, I almost combusted.

      My ex didn’t like aggressive women, and if ever I tried to initiate sex, he’d retaliate by humiliating me, making me feel bad for being human.

      I was so tired of feeling bad about myself.

      Andres had felt safe. He felt different. And when he watched me with hooded, stormy eyes, I wanted him.

      So, I pounced. And he reacted.

      We had sex in the tiny living room area of my makeshift apartment, and I’d been living with the guilt of that for two months now.

      It was already late October. And ever since it happened, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him.

      Andres was nothing like my ex. He wasn’t soft and pasty. He was thick, muscled, and so damn hot.

      I started things, but Andres took the reins almost immediately. He took me hard and deliberately.

      Exactly like I needed him to.

      Those heated, sea-foam-colored eyes of his never left me as he kissed, fondled, and fucked me until I could hardly remember my own name.

      That night was incredible. For someone like me, whose only sexual experience came from a man who barely tolerated me, well, it was something I treasured.

      I didn’t know it could be like that.

      But even so, I ignored his attempts to talk to me after. I just couldn’t face him.

      What must he think of me?

      What kind of person had sex with a virtual stranger when she was living in a woman’s shelter?

      The therapist I’d been seeing, Dr. Ravnikar, told me I should never judge anyone, especially not myself, for my actions.

      But it was hard not to.

      I didn’t have room for complications in my life, and Andres was definitely that.

      Sammy needed me. And I needed my son to be safe.

      Ironically, or maybe just because Fate was a cunt, Andres was the only person I could think of who might be able to help.

      Gary’s threats were hanging over my head, and I didn’t have anywhere else to turn.

      Thunder rumbled outside, and I glanced out the small window.

      Sammy was asleep, but he didn’t like storms. I bit my lip as I grabbed my cell phone.

      I didn’t know if Andres would listen, but I hoped, and as I dialed, I prayed.

      Please, just listen.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE ANDRES

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Two months passed since I’d been inside Ellie Maxwell’s hot as fuck body.

      Two months of unreturned calls and texts.

      Two months of wet dreams that left me feeling unrested and horny as fuck.

      Two long ass motherfucking months.

      Goddamn.

      I was losing my mind.

      I’d only just been promoted to a position in Volkov Industries that not only meant the head honchos trusted me, but that they depended on me. They relied on me to make their business better.

      Holy. Fucking. Shit.

      I was just a guy from Hoboken who grew up with his mom and stepfather in a one bedroom apartment where I slept on the fucking couch until I went off to college.

      My parents did the best they could. After my stepdad died, my mom had to work, scrubbing floors while I busted my ass at school, and waited tables to pay for it all.

      After I made my first million dollars, I bought the building my mother lived in. With the next million, I renovated it exactly how she wanted. By the next million, I hired Sigma International to see to the security system.

      For a long time, my mother was the most important woman in my life. And I thought she would be forever. Until now.

      It was different, of course. I wasn’t Oedipus fucking Rex. Yes, I loved my mother. And I tried to be a good son to her.

      But I was pretty goddamn certain I was one hundred percent head over fucking heels in love with Ellie Maxwell.

      Ellie.

      Sweet Ellie.

      Why won’t you let me in?

      I knew she’d been through some shit. I hacked into her private files over at St. E’s the first time I met her.

      It wasn’t an easy job, but lucky for me, I got in before Meredith, that was Josef’s wife, Josef Aziz, who happened to own Sigma International Security and was now a controlling partner at Volkov Industries, had Sigma take over the whole system at St. E’s.

      Getting in now would take more skill than I had, and I was pretty damn good. But goddamn, the shit I read about her. It made me seethe just thinking about it.

      Yeah, I wanted to kill that piece of shit slimeball who put his hands on my woman.

      I knew I shouldn’t think about her like that—as mine.

      She hadn’t agreed. And I hadn’t really asked. But I knew what it felt like to have my dick buried inside her tight wet heat, and to me, that made her mine.

      Jesus. Christ.

      The moment I thought of her sweet cunt squeezing my cock, I went rock hard. I hissed a sigh, closed my eyes, and reached between my legs to push my ever-growing boner down.

      Two fucking months of the worst blue balls I’ve ever had, and that was saying something.

      I was a skinny kid with acne and no money. I didn’t get a lot of tail when I was a teenager. After high school though, well, that was another story.

      Once I filled out, started hitting the gym between college classes and work, I had more women than I could keep track of.

      My mom always told me my eyes were the clincher. I had blue-gray eyes and dark hair, and she thought it was a killer combo.

      But I was pretty sure it had more to do with my thick dick and my appetite for pussy.

      Not that I’d even looked at another woman since I saw her.

      My Lupina.

      Ellie Maxwell was a fucking goddess.

      She had a body I could get lost in. Hell, I fucking dreamed about it night after night.

      Thighs I could wrap even my large hands around, breasts perfect for sucking, and an ass that would not quit.

      Fuck.

      One taste. That was all I’d had, but I was a goddamn addict now. Even putting in stupid long hours couldn’t stop my mind from drifting off at any given point.

      The thing about it was I wanted her to come to me. To acknowledge this mutual attraction.

      I wanted her to want me.

      And yeah, I heard the Cheap Trick song in my head every fucking time I thought about it.

      I mean, it went against the whole alpha male nature thing, right?

      Like I knew everything in me was telling me to hunt her down

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/cd-gorri-logo-23-eye-fixed.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        His Wild Attraction
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Wild Billionaire Romance by C.D. Gorri
      


      		
        His Wild Attraction
      


      		
        Prologue Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter One Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Two Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Three Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Four Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Five Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Six Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Seven Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Eight Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Nine Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Ten Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Eleven Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twelve Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirteen Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Fourteen Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Fifteen Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Sixteen Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Seventeen Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Eighteen Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Nineteen Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-One Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Two Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Three Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Four Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Five Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Six Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Seven Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Eight Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Twenty-Nine Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-One Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Two Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Three Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Four Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Five Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Six Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Seven Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Eight Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Thirty-Nine Ellie
      


      		
        Chapter Forty Andres
      


      		
        Chapter Forty-One Ellie
      


      		
        Epilogue One Andres
      


      		
        Epilogue Two Ellie
      


      		
        Epilogue Three Adrik
      


      		
        Epilogue Four Andres
      


      		
        Look for Jersey Bad Boys coming soon!
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Want short and steamy romance? Try the Cherry On Top Tales!
      


      		
        Also by C.D. Gorri
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		His Wild Attraction


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by C.D. Gorri


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/wild-billionaire-logo-volkov-industries-copy-2.png





OEBPS/images/his-wild-attraction-copy.jpg
ATTRACTION

A WILD BILLIONAIRE ROMANCE 4

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

C.D. GORRI






